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A  DAUGHTER  OF  EVE 

AND 
LETTERS  OF  TWO   BRIDES 


INTRODUCTION 

Opinions  of  the  larger  division  of  this  book  will  vary  in 
pretty  direct  ratio  with  the  gênerai  taste  of  the  reader  for 
Balzac  in  hig  more  sentimental  mood,  and  for  his  delineations 
of  virtuous  or  "honest"  women.  As  is  the  case  with  the 
number  of  the  Comédie  which  immediately  gucceeds  it  in 
Scènes  de  la  Vie  Privée,  I  cannot  say  of  it  that  it  appeals  to 
me  personally  with  any  strong  attraction.  It  Ib,  however, 
much  later  and  much  more  accomplished  work  than  La 
Femme  de  Trente  Ans  and  its  companions.  It  is  possible  alsf> 
that  opinion  may  be  conditioned  by  likes  or  dislikes  for  novels 
written  in  the  form  of  letters,  but  this  cannot  count  for  very 
much,  Some  of  the  best  novels  in  the  world,  and  some  of  the 
worst,  bave  taken  this  form,  so  that  the  form  itself  can  bave 
had  nothing  necessarily  to  do  with  their  goodness  and  badness 
by  itself. 

Something  of  the  odd  perversity  which  seems  to  make  it 
so  difficult  for  a  French  author  to  imagine  a  woman,  not 
necessarily  a  model  of  perfection,  who  combines  love  for  her 
husband  of  the  passionate  kind  with  love  for  her  children 
of  the  animal  sort,  common-sense  and  good  housewifery  with 
freedom  from  the  characteristics  of  the  mère  ménagère,  in- 
terest  in  affairs  and  books  and  things  in  gênerai  without,  in 
the  French  sensé,  "dissipation"  or  neglect  of  home, — appears 
in  the  division  of  the  parts  of  Louise  de  Chaulieu  and  Renée 
de  Maucombe.  I  cannot  think  that  Balzac  bas  improved  his 
book,  though  he  bas  made  it  much  easier  to  write,  by  this 
séparation.      We    should    take    more    interest    in    Kenée's 
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nursery — it  is  fair  to  Balzac  to  say  that  he  was  one  of  the 
earliest,  despite  his  lukewarm  alt'ection  for  things  English,  to 
introduce  this  important  apartment  into  a  French  novel — if 
she  had  married  her  husband  less  as  a  matter  of  business, 
and  had  regarded  him  with  a  somewhat  more  romantic  affec- 
tion; and  though  it  is  perhaps  not  fair  to  look  forward  to 
the  Député  d'Arcis  (which,  after  ail,  is  not  in  this  part  prob- 
ably  Balzac's  work),  we  should  not  in  that  case  hâve  been 
so  little  surprised  as  we  are  to  find  the  staid  matron  very 
nearly  fiinging  herself  at  the  head  of  a  young  sculptor,  and 
"making  it  up"  to  him  (one  of  the  nastiest  situations  in  fic- 
tion) with  her  own  daughter.  So,  too,  if  the  addition  of  a 
little  more  romance  to  Eenée  had  resulted  in  the  subtraction 
of  a  corresponding  quantity  from  Louise,  there  might  not 
hâve  been  much  harm  done.  This  very  inflammable  lady  of 
high  degree  irresistibly  reminds  one  (except  in  beauty)  of 
the  terrible  spinster  in  Mr.  Punch's  gallery  who  "had  never 
seen  the  man  whom  she  could  not  love,  and  hoped  to  Heaven 
she  never  might."  It  was  not  for  nothing  that  Mlle,  de 
Chaulieu  requested  (in  défiance  of  possibility)  to  be  intro- 
duced  to  Madame  de  Staël.  She  is  herself  a  later  and  slightly 
modernized  variety  of  the  Corinne  idéal — a  sort  of  French 
équivalent  in  fiction  of  the  actual  English  Lady  Caroline 
Lamb,  a  person  with  no  repose  in  her  affections,  and  con- 
ceiving  herself  in  conscience  bound  to  make  both  herself  and 
her  lovers  or  husbands  misérable.  It  is  true  that  in  order  to 
the  suecessful  accomplishment  of  this  cheerful  life-pro- 
gramme,  Balzac  has  provided  her  with  two  singularly  com- 
plaisant and  adéquate  helpmates  in  the  shape  of  the  Spaniard- 
Sardinian  Felipe  de  Macumer  and  the  French-Englishman 
and  lunatic  Marie  Gaston.  Xor  do  I  know  that  she  is  more 
than  they  themselves  désire,  being,  as  they  are,  walking  gen- 
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tiemen  of  a  most  triste  description,  déplorable  to  consider  as 
coming  from  the  hand  that  ereated  not  merely  Goriot  and 
Grandet,  but  even  Kastignac,  Flore  Brazier,  and  Lucien  de 
Eubempré.  If  this  censure  seems  too  hard,  I  can  only  say 
that  of  ail  things  that  deserve  the  name  of  failure,  "sensi- 
bility"  that  does  not  reach  the  actual  boiling-point  of  pas- 
sion seems  to  me  to  fail  most  disagreeably. 

There  are,  however,  even  for  those  who  are  thus  minded, 
considérable  condolences  and  consolations  in  Une  Fille  d'Eve. 
It  is  perhaps  unfortunate,  and  may  not  improbably  be  the 
cause  of  that  abiding  notion  of  Balzac  as  preferring  moral 
ugliness  to  moral  beauty,  which  lias  been  so  often  referred 
to,  that  he  has  rather  a  habit  of  setting  his  studies  in  rose- 
pink  side  by  side  with  his  far  more  vigorous  exercitations 
in  black  and  crimson.  Une  Fille  d'Eve  is  one  of  the  best  of 
thèse  latter  in  its  own  way.  It  is  no  doubt  conditioned  by 
Balzac's  quaint  hatred  of  that  newspaper  press  from  which  he 
never  could  quite  succeed  in  disengaging  himself;  and  we 
should  hâve  been  more  entirely  rejoiced  at  the  escapc  of 
Count  Félix  de  Vandenesse  from  the  décoration  so  often  al- 
luded  to  by  our  Elizabethan  poets  and  dramatists  if  he  had 
not  been  the  very  questionable  hero  of  Le  Lys  dans  la  Vallée. 
But  the  whole  intrigue  is  managed  with  remarkable  ease  and 
skill  ;  the  "double  arrangement,"  so  to  speak,  by  which  Eaoul 
Nathan  proves  for  a  time  at  least  equally  attractive  to  such 
very  différent  persons  as  Florine  and  Madame  de  Vandenesse, 
the  perfidious  manœuvres  of  the  respectable  ladies  who  hâve 
formerly  enjoyed  the  doubtful  honor  of  Count  Félix's  atten- 
tions— ail  are  good.  It  can  hardly  be  said,  considering  the 
nature  of  the  case,  that  the  Count's  method  of  saving  his 
honor,  though  not  quite  the  most  scrupulous  in  the  world,  is 
contrary  to  "the  game,"  and  the  whole  moves  weU. 
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Perhaps  the  character  of  Nathan  himself  eannot  be  said 
to  be  quite  fully  worked  out.  Balzac  seems  to  hâve  postulated, 
as  almost  necessary  to  the  journalist  nature,  a  sort  of  levity 
half  artistic,  half  immoral,  which  is  incapable  of  constancy 
or  uprightness.  Blondet,  and  perhaps  Claude  Vignon,  are 
about  the  only  members  of  the  accursed  vocation  whom  he 
allows  in  some  measure  to  escape  the  curse.  But  he  has  not 
elaborated  and  instanced  its  working  quite  so  fully  in  the 
case  of  Nathan  as  in  the  cases  of  Lousteau  and  Lucien  de 
Kubempré.  I  do  not  know  whether  any  spécial  original  has 
been  assigned  to  Nathany  who,  it  will  be  observed,  is  some- 
thing  more  than  a  mère  journalist,  being  a  successful 
dramatist  and  romancer. 

Mémoires  de  Deux  Jeunes  Mariées  first  appeared  in  the 
Presse  during  the  winter  of  1841-42,  and  was  published  as  a 
book  by  Souverain  in  the  latter  year.  The  Comédie  in  its 
complète  form  was  already  under  weigh;  and  the  Mémoires 
being  suitable  for  its  earliest  division,  the  Scènes  de  la  Vie 
Privée  were  entered  at  once  on  the  books,  the  same  year,  1842, 
seeing  the  entrance. 

Une  Fille  d'Eve  was  a  little  earlier.  After  appearing  (with 
nine  chapter  divisions)  in  the  Siècle  on  the  last  day  of  De- 
cember  1838  and  during  the  first  fortnight  of  January  1839, 
it  was  in  the  latter  year  published  as  a  book  by  Souverain  witb 
Massimilla  Boni,  and  three  years  later  was  comprised  in  the 
first  volume  of  the  Comédie.  G,  S. 
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A  DAUGHTER  OF  EVE 

To  Madame  la  Comtesse  de  Bolognini, 
née  Vimercati. 

If  y  ou  remember,  dear  lady,  the  pleasure  your  conversation 
gave  to  a  certain  traveler,  making  Paris  live  for  him  in  Milan, 
you  will  not  be  surprised  that  he  should  lay  one  of  liis  works  at 
your  feet,  as  a  token  of  gratitude  for  so  ruany  deliglitful  even- 
ings  spent  in  your  society,  nor  that  lie  should  seek  for  it  the 
shelter  of  a  name  which,  in  old  times,  was  given  to  ndt  a  few 
of  the  taies  by  one  of  your  early  writers,  beloved  of  the  Milanese. 
You  hâve  an  Eugénie,  with  more  than  the  promise  of  beauty, 
whose  speaking  smile  proclaims  her  to  hâve  inherited  from  you 
the  most  precious  gifts  a  woman  can  possess,  and  whose  child- 
hood,  it  is  certain,  will  be  rich  in  ail  those  joys  which  a  harsh 
mother  refused  to  the  Eugénie  of  thèse  pages.  If  Fre^nchmen 
are  accused  of  being  frivolous  and  inconstant,  I,  you  see,  am 
Italian  in  my  faithfulness  and  attachment,  How  often,  as  I 
wrote  the  name  of  Eugénie,  hâve  my  thoughts  carried  me  back 
to  the  cool  stuccoed  drawing-room  and  little  garden  of  the  Vicolo 
dei  Capuccini,  which  used  to  resound  to  the  dear  child's  merry 
laughter,  to  our  quarrels,  and  our  stories.  You  hâve  left  the 
Corso  for  the  Tre  Monasteri,  where  I  know  nothing  of  your  man- 
ner  of  life,  and  I  am  forced  to  picture  you,  no  longer  amongst 
the  pretty  things,  which  doubtless  still  surround  you,  but  like 
one  of  the  beautiful  heads  of  Carlo  Dolci,  Raphaël,  Titian,  or 
Allori,  which,  in  their  remoteness,  seem  to  us  like  abstractions. 

If  this  book  succeed  in  making  its  way  across  the  Alps,  it  will 
tell  you  of  the  lively  gratitude  and  respectful  friendship  of 

Your  humble  servant, 
De  Balzac. 

(1) 
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CHAPTEK   I 
THE  TWO  MARIES 

It  was  half-past  eleven  in  the  evening,  and  two  wornen  were 
seated  by  the  fire  of  a  boudoir  in  one  of  the  finest  houses  of 
the  Rue  Neuve-des-Mathurins.  The  room  was  hung  in  blue 
velvet,  of  the  kind  with  tender  melting  lights,  which  French 
industry  has  only  lately  learned  to  manufacture.  The  doors 
and  Windows  had  been  draped  by  a  really  artistie  decorator 
with  rich  cashmere  curtains,  matching  the  walls  in  color. 
From  a  prettily  moulded  rose  in  the  centre  of  the  ceiling, 
hung,  by  three  iinely  wrought  chains,  a  silver  lamp,  studded 
with  turquoises.  The  plan  of  décoration  had  been  carried 
out  to  the  very  minutest  détail;  even  the  ceiling  was  covered 
with  blue  silk,  while  long  bands  of  cashmere,  folded  across 
the  silk  at  equal  distances,  made  stars  of  white,  looped  up 
with  pearl  beading.  The  feet  sank  in  the  warm  pile  of  a 
Belgian  carpet,  close  as  a  lawn,  where  blue  nosegays  were 
sprinkled  over  a  ground  the  color  of  unbleached  linen.  The 
warm  tone  of  the  furniture,  which  was  of  solid  rosewood 
and  carved  after  the  best  antique  models,  saved  from  in- 
sipidity  the  gênerai  efïect  which  a  painter  might  hâve  called 
wanting  in  ^''accent."  On  the  chair  backs  small  panels  of 
splendid  broché  silk — white  with  blue  flowers — were  set  in 
broad  leafy  frames,  finely  eut  on  the  wood.  On  either  side 
of  the  window  stood  a  set  of  shelves,  loaded  with  valuable 
knick-knacks,  the  flower  of  mechanical  art,  sprung  into  being 
at  the  touch  of  créative  fancy.  The  mantelpiece  of  African 
niarble  bore  a  platinum  timepiece  with  arabesques  in  black 
enamel,  flanked  by  extravagant  spécimens  of  old  Dresden — 
the  inévitable  shepherd  with  dainty  bouquet  for  ever  tripping 
to  meet  his  bride — embodying  the  Teutonic  conception  of 
ceramic  art.  Above  sparkled  the  beveled  facets  of  a  Venetian 
mirror  in  an  ebony  f rame,  crowded  with  figures  in  relief,  relio 
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of  some  royal  résidence.  Tvro  flower-stands  displayed  at 
this  season  the  sickly  triumphs  of  the  hothouse,  pale,  spirit- 
like  blossoms,  the  pearls  of  the  world  of  flowers.  The  room 
might  hâve  been  for  sale,  it  was  so  desperately  tidy  and 
prim.  It  bore  no  impress  of  will  and  character  such  as  marks 
a  happy  home,  and  even  the  women  did  not  break  the  gênerai 
chilly  impression,  for  they  were  weeping. 

The  proprietor  of  the  house,  Ferdinand  du  Tillet,  was 
one  of  the  richest  bankers  in  Paris,  and  the  very  mention 
of  his  name  will  account  for  the  lavish  style  of  the  house 
décoration,  of  which  the  boudoir  may  be  taken  as  a  sample. 
Du  Tillet,  though  a  man  of  no  family  and  sprung  from 
Heaven  knows  where,  had  taken  for  wifc,  in  1831,  the  only 
nnmarried  daughter  of  the  Comte  de  Granville,  whose  name 
was  one  of  the  most  illustrions  on  the  French  bench,  and 
who  had  been  made  a  peer  of  the  realm  after  the  Révolution 
of  July.  This  ambitions  alliance  was  not  got  for  nothing; 
in  the  settlement,  du  Tillet  had  to  sign  a  receipt  for  a  dowry 
of  which  he  never  touched  a  penny.  This  nominal  dowry 
was  the  same  in  amount  as  the  huge  sum  given  to  the  elder 
sister  on  her  marriage  with  Comte  Félix  de  Vandenesse,  and 
which,  in  fact,  was  the  priée  paid  by  the  Granvilles  in  their 
turn  for  a  matrimonial  prize.  Thus,  in  the  long  run,  the 
bank  repaired  the  breach  which  aristocracy  had  made  in  the 
finances  of  the  bench.  Could  the  Comte  de  Vandenesse  hâve 
seen  himself,  three  years  in  advance,  brother-in-law  of  a 
Master  Ferdinand,  self-styled  du  Tillet,  it  is  possible  he 
might  hâve  declined  the  match;  but  who  could  hâve  foreseen 
at  the  close  of  1828  the  strange  upheavals  which  1830  was 
to  produce  in  the  political,  financial,  and  moral  condition  of 
France?  Had  Count  Félix  been  told  that  in  the  gênerai 
shuffle  he  would  lose  his  peer's  coronet,  to  find  it  again  on  his 
father-in-law's  brow,  he  would  hâve  treated  his  informant  as 
a  lunatic. 

Crouching  in  a  listening  attitude  in  one  of  those  low 
chairs  ealled  a  chauffeuse,  Mme.  du  Tillet  pressed  her  sister's 
hand  to  her  breast  with  motherly  tenderness,  and  from  time 
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to  time  kissed  it.  This  sister  was  known  in  society  as  Mme. 
Félix  de  Vandenesse,  the  Christian  name  being  joined  to  that 
of  the  famil}',  in  order  to  distinguish  the  Countess  from  her 
sister-in-law,  wife  of  the  former  ambassador,  Charles  de 
Vandenesse,  widow  of  the  late  Comte  de  Kergarouët,  whose 
wealth  she  had  inherited,  and  by  birth  a  de  Fontaine.  The 
Countess  had  thrown  herself  back  upon  a  lounge,  a  hand- 
kerchief  in  her  other  hand,  her  eyes  swimming,  her  breath 
choked  with  half-stifled  sobs.  She  had  just  poured  ont  her 
confidences  to  Mme.  du  Tillet  in  a  way  which  proved  the 
tenderness  of  their  sisterly  love.  In  an  âge  like  ours  it 
would  hâve  seemed  so  natural  for  sisters,  who  had  married 
into  such  very  différent  sphères,  not  to  be  on  intimate  terms, 
that  a  rapid  glance  at  the  story  of  their  childhood  will  be 
neeessary  in  order  to  explain  the  origin  of  this  affection 
which  had  survived,  without  jar  or  flaw,  the  alienating  forces 
of  society  and  the  mutual  scorn  of  their  husbands. 

The  early  home  of  Marie-Angélique  and  Marie-Eugénie 
was  a  dismal  house  in  the  Marais.  ïïere  they  were  brought 
up  by  a  pious  but  narrow-minded  woman,  "imbued  with  high 
principle/^  as  the  classic  phrase  has  it,  who  conceived  herself 
to  hâve  performed  the  whole  duty  of  a  mother  when  her 
girls  arrived  at  the  door  of  matrimony  without  ever  having 
traveled  beyond  the  domestic  circle  embraced  by  the  maternai 
eye.  TJp  to  that  time  they  had  never  even  been  to  a  play. 
A  Paris  church  was  their  nearest  approach  to  a  théâtre. 
In  short,  their  upbringing  in  their  mother's  house  was  as 
strict  as  it  could  hâve  been  in  a  convent.  From  the  time 
that  they  had  ceased  to  be  mère  infants  they  always  slept 
in  a  room  adjoining  that  of  the  Countess,  the  door  of  whicli 
was  kept  open  at  night.  The  time  not  occupied  by  dressing, 
religious  observances,  and  the  minimum  of  study  requisite 
for  the  children  of  gentlefolk,  was  spent  in  making  poor- 
clothes  and  in  taking  exercise,  modeled  on  the  English  Sun- 
day  walk,  where  any  quickening  of  the  solemn  pace  is  cheeked 
as  being  suggestive  of  cheerfulness.  Their  lessons  were  kept 
within  the  limits  imposed  by  confessors,  chosen  from  among 
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the  least  libéral  and  most  Jansenist  of  ecclesiastics.  Never 
were  girls  handed  over  to  their  husbands  more  pure  and 
virgin  :  in  this  point,  doubtless  one  of  great  importance,  their 
mother  seemed  to  bave  seen  the  fulfilment  of  her  whole  duty 
to  God  and  man.  Not  a  novel  did  the  poor  things  read 
till  they  were  married.  In  drawing  an  old  maid  was  their 
instructor,  and  their  only  copies  were  figures  whose  anatomy 
would  bave  confounded  Cuvier,  and  so  drawn  as  to  bave 
made  a  woman  of  the  Farnese  Hercules.  A  worthy  priest 
taught  them  grammar,  French,  liistory,  geography,  and  the 
little  arithmetic  a  woman  needs  to  know.  As  for  literature, 
they  read  aloud  in  the  evening  from  certain  authorized  books, 
Buch  as  the  Lettres  édifiantes  and  Noël's  Leçons  de  littérature, 
but  only  in  the  présence  of  their  mother's  confessor,  since 
even  hère  passages  might  occur,  which,  apart  from  heedful 
commentary,  would  be  liable  to  stir  the  imagination.  Féne- 
lon's  Telemachus  was  held  dangerous.  The  Comtesse  de 
Granville  was  not  without  affection  for  her  daughters,  and 
it  showed  itself  in  wishing  to  make  angels  of  them  in  the 
fashion  of  Marie  Alacoque,  but  the  daughters  would  hâve 
preferred  a  mother  less  saintly  and  more  human. 

This  éducation  bore  its  inévitable  fruit.  Eeligion,  im- 
posed  as  a  yoke  and  presented  under  its  harshest  aspect, 
wearied  thèse  innocent  young  hearts  with  a  discipline  adapted 
for  hardened  sinners.  It  repressed  their  feelings,  and,  though 
striking  deep  root,  could  create  no  affection.  The  two 
Maries  had  no  alternative  but  to  sink  into  imbecility  or  to 
long  for  independence.  Independence  meant  marriage,  and 
to  this  they  looked  as  soon  as  they  began  to  see  something  of 
the  world  and  could  exchange  a  few  ideas,  while  yet  remain- 
ing  utterly  unconscious  of  their  own  touching  grâce  and  rare 
qualities.  Ignorant  of  what  innocence  meant,  without  arms 
against  misfortune,  without  expérience  of  happiness,  how 
should  they  be  able  to  judge  of  life?  Their  only  comfort 
in  the  depths  of  this  maternai  jail  was  drawn  from  each 
other.  Their  sweet  whispered  talks  at  night,  the  few  sen- 
tences they  could  exchange  when  their  mother  left  them  for 


e  A  DAUGHTER  OF  EVE 

a  moment,  contained  sometimes  more  thouglits  tlian  conld 
be  put  in  words.  Often  would  a  stolen  glance,  charged  with 
sympathetie  message  and  response,  convey  a  whole  poem 
of  bitter  melancholy.  They  found  a  marvelous  joy  in  simple 
things — the  sight  of  a  cloudless  sky,  the  scent  of  fiowers,  a 
turn  in  the  garden  with  interlacing  arms — and  would  exult 
with  innocent  glee  over  the  completion  of  a  pièce  of  em- 
broidery. 

Their  mother's  friends,  far  from  providing  inteliectual 
stimulus  or  calling  forth  their  sympathies,  only  deepened 
the  surrounding  gloom.  They  were  stifî-backed  old  ladies, 
dry  and  rigid,  whose  conversation  turned  on  their  aliments, 
on  the  shades  of  différence  between  preachers  or  confessors, 
or  on  the  most  trifling  events  in  the  religions  world,  which 
might  be  found  in  the  pages  of  La  Quotidienne  or  L'Ami 
de  la  Religion.  The  men  again  might  hâve  served  as  ex- 
tinguishers  to  the  torch  of  love,  so  cold  and  moumfully 
impassive  were  their  faces.  They  had  ail  reached  the  âge 
when  a  man  becomes  churlish  and  irritable,  when  his  tastes 
are  blunted  except  at  table,  and  are  direeted  only  to  procuring 
the  comforts  of  life.  Eeligious  egotism  had  dried  up  hearts 
devoted  to  task  work  and  entrenched  behind  routine.  They 
spent  the  greater  part  of  the  evening  over  silent  card-parties. 
At  times  the  two  poor  little  girls,  placed  under  the  ban  of 
this  sanhedrim,  who  abetted  the  maternai  severity,  would 
suddenly  feel  that  they  could  bear  no  longer  the  sight  of 
thèse  wearisome  persons  with  their  sunken  eyes  and  f rowning 
faces. 

Against  the  dull  baekground  of  this  life  stood  ont  in  bold 
relief  the  single  figure  of  a  man,  that  of  their  music-master. 
The  confessors  had  ruled  that  music  was  a  Christian  art, 
having  its  source  in  the  Catholic  church  and  developed  by  it, 
and  therefore  the  two  little  girls  were  allowed  to  learn  music. 
A  spectaeled  lady,  who  professed  sol-fa  and  the  piano  at  a 
neighboring  couvent,  bored  them  for  a  time  with  exercises. 
But,  when  the  elder  of  the  girls  was  ten  years  old,  the  Comte 
de  Granville  pointed  out  the  necessity  of  finding  a  master. 
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Mme.  de  Granville,  who  could  not  deny  it,  gave  to  her  con- 
cession ail  the  merit  of  wifely  submissiveness.  A  pious 
woman  never  loses  an  opportunity  of  taking  crédit  for  doing 
her  duty. 

The  master  was  a  Catholic  German,  one  of  those  men 
who  are  born  old  and  will  always  remain  fifty,  even  if  they 
live  to  be  eighty.  His  hollowed,  wrinkled,  swarthy  face  had 
kept  something  childlike  and  simple  in  its  darkest  folds. 
The  blue  of  innocence  sparkled  in  his  eyes,  and  the  gay  smile 
of  spring  dwelt  on  his  lips.  His  gray  old  hair,  whieh  fell 
in  natural  curls,  like  those  of  Jésus  Christ,  added  to  his 
ecstatic  air  a  vague  solemnity  which  was  highly  misleading, 
for  he  was  a  man  to  make  a  fool  of  himself  wlth  the  most  ex- 
emplary  gravity.  His  clothes  were  a  necessary  envelope  to 
which  he  paid  no  attention,  for  his  gaze  soared  too  high  in 
the  clouds  to  come  in  contact  with  material  things.  And 
so  this  great  unrecognized  artist  belonged  to  that  gênerons 
race  of  the  absent-minded,  who  givo  their  time  and  their 
hearts  to  others,  just  as  they  drop  their  gloves  on  every  table, 
their  umbrellas  at  every  door.  His  hands  were  of  the  kind 
which  look  dirty  after  washing.  Finally,  his  aged  frame, 
badly  set  up  on  tottering,  knotty  limbs,  gave  ocular  proof 
how  far  a  man's  body  can  become  a  mère  accessory  to  his 
mind.  It  was  one  of  those  strange  freaks  of  nature  which  no 
one  bas  ever  properly  described  except  Hoffmann,  a  German, 
who  bas  made  himself  the  poet  of  ail  which  appears  lifeless 
and  yet  lives.  Such  was  Schmucke,  formerly  choirmaster 
to  the  Margrave  of  Anspach,  a  leamed  man  who  underwent 
inspection  from  a  couneil  of  piety.  They  asked  him  whether 
he  fasted.  The  master  was  tempted  to  reply,  "Look  at  me  !" 
but  it  is  ill  work  jesting  with  saints  and  Jansenist  confessors. 

This  apocryphal  old  man  held  so  large  a  place  in  the  life 
of  the  two  Maries — they  became  so  much  attached  to  the 
great  simple-minded  artist  whose  sole  interest  was  in  his 
art — that,  after  they  were  married,  eaeh  bestowed  on  him  an 
annuity  of  three  hundred  francs,  a  sum  which  sufficed  for 
his  lodging,  his  béer,  his  pipe,  and  his  clothes.    Six  hundred 
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francs  a  year  and  his  lessons  were  a  Paradise  for  Schmucke. 
He  had  not  ventured  to  confide  his  povert}'-  and  his  hopes 
to  any  one  except  thèse  two  charming  children,  whose  hearts 
had  blossomed  under  the  snow  of  maternai  rigor  and  the 
frost  of  dévotion,  and  this  fact  by  itself  sums  up  the  character 
of  Schmucke  and  the  childhood  of  the  two  Maries. 

No  one  could  tell  afterwards  what  abbé,  what  devont  old 
lady,  had  uuearthed  this  German,  lost  in  Paris.  No  sooner 
did  mothers  of  a  family  learn  that  the  Comtesse  de  Granville 
had  found  a  music-master  for  her  daughters  than  they  ail 
asked  for  his  name  and  address.  Schmucke  had  thirty  houses 
in  the  Marais.  This  tardy  success  displayed  itself  in  slippers 
with  bron2Ê  steel  buckles  and  lined  with  horse-hair  soles, 
and  in  a  more  fréquent  change  of  shirt.  His  childlike  gaiety, 
long  repressed  by  an  honorable  and  seemly  poverty,  bubbled 
forth  afresh.  He  let  f ail  little  jokes  such  as  : — ^TToung 
ladies,  the  cats  supped  off  the  dirt  of  Paris  last  night,"  when 
a  frost  had  dried  the  muddy  streets  overnight,  only  they  were 
spoken  in  a  Germano-Gallic  lingo: — "Younc  ladies,  de  gads 
suhhed  off  de  dirt  off  Barees."  Gratified  at  having  brought 
his  adorable  ladies  this  species  of  Vergiss  mein  niclit,  eulled 
from  the  flowers  of  his  faney,  he  put  on  an  air  of  such  in- 
effable roguishness  in  presenting  it  that  mockery  was  dis- 
armed.  It  made  him  so  happy  to  call  a  smile  to  the  lips  of 
his  pupils,  the  sadness  of  whose  life  was  no  mystery  to  him, 
that  he  would  hâve  made  himself  ridiculous  on  purpose  if 
nature  had  not  saved  him  the  trouble.  And  yet  there  was 
no  commonplaee  so  vulgar  that  the  warmth  of  his  heart  could 
not  infuse  it  with  fresh  meaning.  In  the  fine  words  of  the 
late  Saint-Martin,  the  radiance  of  his  smile  might  hâve 
turned  the  mire  of  the  highway  to  gold.  The  two  Maries, 
following  one  of  the  best  traditions  of  religions  éducation, 
used  to  escort  their  master  respectfully  to  the  door  of  the 
suite  when  he  left.  There  the  poor  girls  would  say  a  few 
kind  words  to  him,  happy  in  making  him  happy.  It  was  the 
one  chance  they  had  of  exereising  their  woman's  nature. 

Thus,  up  to  the  time  of  their  marriage,  music  became 
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for  the  girls  a  life  within  life,  just  as,  we  are  told,  the  Russian 
peasant  takes  his  drearas  for  realities,  his  waking  life  for 
a  restless  sleep.  In  their  eagerness  to  find  some  buiwark 
against  the  rising  tide  of  pettiness  and  consuming  ascetic 
ideas,  they  threw  themselves  desperately  into  the  difficulties 
of  the  musical  art.  Melody,  harmony,  and  composition,  those 
three  daughters  of  the  skies,  rewarded  their  labors,  making 
a  rampart  for  them  with  their  aërial  dances,  while  the  old 
Catholic  faun,  intoxicated  by  music,  led  the  chorus.  Mozart, 
Beethoven,  Haydn,  Paësiello,  Cimarosa,  Hummel,  along  with 
musieians  of  lesser  rank,  developed  in  them  sensations  which 
never  passed  beyond  the  modest  limit  of  their  veiled  bosoms, 
but  which  went  to  the  heart  of  that  new  world  of  fancy 
whither  they  eagerly  betook  themselves.  When  the  exécution 
of  some  pièce  had  been  brought  to  perfection,  they  would 
clasp  hands  and  embrace  in  the  wildest  ecstasy.  The  old 
master  called  them  his  Saint  Cecilias. 

The  two  Maries  did  not  go  to  halls  till  they  were  sixteen, 
and  then  only  four  times  a  year,  to  a  few  selected  houses. 
They  only  left  their  mother's  side  when  well  fortified  with 
rules  of  conduct,  so  strict  that  they  could  reply  nothing  but 
yes  and  no  to  their  partners.  The  eye  of  the  Countess  never 
quitted  her  daughters  and  seemed  to  read  the  words  upon 
their  lips.  The  ball-dresses  of  the  poor  little  things  were 
models  of  décorum — high-necked  muslin  frocks,  with  an  ex- 
traordinary  number  of  fluffy  frills  and  long  sleeves.  This 
ungraceful  costume,  which  concealed  instead  of  setting  off 
their  beauty,  reminded  one  of  an  Egyptian  mummy,  in  spite 
of  two  sweetly  pathetic  faces  which  peeped  out  from  the  mass 
of  cotton.  With  ail  their  innocence,  they  were  furious  to 
find  themselves  the  objects  of  a  kindly  pity.  Where  is  the 
woman,  however  artless,  who  would  not  inspire  envy  rather 
than  compassion?  The  white  matter  of  their  brains  was 
unsoiled  by  a  single  perilous,  morbid,  or  even  equivocal 
thought  ;  their  hearts  were  pure,  their  hands  were  f rightfully 
red;  they  were  bursting  with  health.  Eve  did  not  leave  the 
hands  of  her  Creator  more  guileless  than  were  thèse  two  girls 
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when  they  left  their  mother's  home  to  go  to  the  mairie  and  to 
the  churcli,  with  one  simple  but  awful  command  in  their 
ears — to  obej'  in  ail  things  the  man  by  whose  side  they  were 
to  spend  the  night,  awake  or  sleeping.  To  them  it  seemed 
impossible  that  they  should  suffer  more  in  the  strange  house 
whither  they  were  to  be  banished  than  in  the  maternai  con- 
vent. 

How  came  it  that  the  father  of  thèse  girls  did  nothing  to 
protect  them  from  so  crushing  a  despotism?  The  Comte 
de  Granville  had  a  great  réputation  as  a  judge,  able  and 
incorruptible,  if  sometimes  a  little  carried  away  by  party 
feeling.  Unhappily,  by  the  terms  of  a  remarkable  compro- 
mise, agreed  upon  after  ten  years  of  married  life,  husband 
and  wife  lived  apart,  each  in  their  own  suite  of  apartments. 
The  father,  who  judged  the  répressive  System  less  dangerous 
for  Tvomen  than  for  men,  kept  the  éducation  of  his  boys  in 
his  own  hands,  while  leaving  that  of  the  girls  to  their  mother. 
The  two  Maries,  who  could  hardly  eseape  the  imposition  of 
some  tyranny,  whether  in  love  or  marriage,  would  suffer  less 
than  boys,  whose  intelligence  ought  to  be  unfettered  and 
whose  natural  spirit  would  be  broken  by  the  harsh  constraint 
of  religious  dogma,  pushed  to  an  extrême.  Of  four  victims 
the  Count  saved  two.  The  Countess  looked  on  her  sons,  both 
destined  for  the  law — the  one  for  the  magistrature  assise, 
the  other  for  the  magistrature  amovible* — as  far  too  badly 
brought  up  to  be  allowed  any  intimacy  with  their  sisters. 
Ail  intercourse  between  the  poor  children  was  strictly 
guarded.  When  the  Count  took  his  boys  from  school  for  a 
day  he  was  careful  that  it  should  not  be  spent  in  the  house. 
After  luncheon  with  their  mother  and  sisters  he  would  find 
something  to  amuse  them  outside.  Eestaurants,  théâtres, 
muséums,  an  expédition  to  the  country  in  summer-time,  were 
their  treats.  Only  on  important  family  occasions,  such  as 
the  birthday  of  the  Countess  or  of  their  father,  New  Year's 

*  The  magistrature  assise  consists  of  the  judges  who  sit  in  court,  and  are  appointed 
for  life.  The  members  of  the  magistrature  amoinble  conduct  the  examination  and 
prosecution  of  accused  persons.  They  address  the  court  standing,  and  are  not 
appointed  for  life. 
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Day,  and  prize-giving  days,  did  the  boys  spend  day  and  night 
under  the  paternal  roof,  in  extrême  discomfort,  and  not 
daring  to  kiss  their  sisters  under  the  eye  of  the  Countess, 
who  never  left  them  alone  together  for  an  instant.  Seeing 
so  little  of  their  brothcrs,  how  was  it  possible  the  poor  girls 
should  f eel  any  bond  with  them  ?  On  thèse  days  it  was  a  per- 
pétuai, "Where  is  Angélique?"  "What  is  Eugénie  about?" 
"Where  can  my  children  be?"  When  her  sons  were  men- 
tioned,  the  Countess  would  raise  her  cold  and  sodden  eyes 
to  Heaven,  as  though  imploring  pardon  for  having  failed  to 
snatch  them  from  ungodliness.  Her  exclamations  and  her 
silence  in  regard  to  them  were  alike  éloquent  as  the  raost 
lamentable  verses  of  Jeremiah,  and  the  girls  not  unnaturally 
came  to  look  on  their  brothers  as  hopeless  reprobates. 

The  Count  gave  to  each  of  his  sons,  at  the  âge  of  eighteen, 
a  couple  of  rooms  in  his  own  suite,  and  they  then  began  to 
study  law  under  the  direction  of  his  secretary,  a  barrister, 
to  whom  he  intrusted  the  task  of  initiating  them  into  the 
mysteries  of  their  profession. 

The  two  Maries,  therefore,  had  no  practical  knowledge 
of  what  it  is  to  hâve  a  brother.  On  the  occasion  of  their 
sisters'  weddings  it  happened  that  both  brothers  were  de- 
tained  at  a  distance  by  important  cases  :  the  one  having  then 
a  post  as  avocat  général*  at  a  distant  Court,  while  the  other 
was  making  his  first  appearance  in  the  provinces.  In  many 
families  the  reality  of  that  home-life,  which  we  are  apt  to 
picture  as  linked  together  by  the  closest  and  most  vital  ties, 
is  something  very  différent.  The  brothers  are  far  away,  en- 
grossed  in  money-making,  in  pushing  their  way  in  the  world, 
or  they  are  chained  to  the  public  service;  the  sisters  are  ab- 
sorbed  in  a  vortex  of  f  amily  interests,  outside  their  own  circle. 
Thus  the  différent  members  spend  their  lives  apart  and  in- 
diffèrent to  each  other,  held  together  only  by  the  feeble  bond 
of  memory.  If  on  occasion  pride  or  self-interest  réunîtes 
them,  just  as  often  thèse  motives  act  in  the  opposite  sensé  and 

*The  tenn  is  applied  to  ail  the  substitutes  of  the  procureur  général,  or  Attomey- 
General. 
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divide  them  in  heart,  as  they  hâve  already  been  divided  in 
life,  so  that  it  becomes  a  rare  exception  to  find  a  family  living 
in  oue  home  and  animated  by  one  spirit.  Modem  législation, 
by  splitting  up  the  family  into  units,  has  created  that  most 
hideous  evil — the  isolation  of  the  individual. 

Angélique  and  Eugénie,  amid  the  profound  solitude  in 
which  their  youth  glided  by,  saw  thcir  father  but  rarely,  and 
it  was  a  melancholy  face  which  he  showed  in  his  wife's  hand- 
some  rooms  on  the  ground  floor.  At  home,  as  on  the  bench, 
he  maintained  the  grave  and  dignified  bearing  of  the  judge. 
When  the  girls  had  passed  the  pcriod  of  toys  and  dolls,  when 
they  were  beginning,  at  twelvc  years  of  âge,  to  think  for 
themselves,  and  had  given  up  making  fun  of  Schmucke,  they 
found  out  the  secret  of  the  cares  which  lined  the  Count's  fore- 
head.  Under  the  mask  of  severity  they  could  read  traces  of 
a  kindly,  lovable  nature.  He  had  yielded  to  the  Church  his 
place  as  head  of  the  household,  his  hopes  of  wedded  happiness 
had  been  blighted,  and  his  father's  heart  was  wounded  in  its 
tenderest  spot — the  love  he  bore  his  daughters.  Sorrows  such 
as  thèse  rouse  strange  pity  in  the  breasts  of  girls  who  hâve 
never  known  tenderness.  Sometimes  he  would  stroll  in  the 
garden  between  his  daughters,  an  arm  round  each  little 
figure,  fitting  his  pace  to  their  childish  steps;  then,  stopping 
in  the  shrubbery,  he  would  kiss  them,  one  after  the  other,  on 
the  forehead,  while  his  eyes,  his  mouth,  and  his  whole  ex- 
pression breathed  the  deepest  pity. 

"You  are  not  very  happy,  my  darlings,"  he  said  on  one 
such  occasion;  "but  I  shall  marry  you  early,  and  it  will  be 
a  good  day  for  me  when  I  see  you  take  wing." 

"Papa,"  said  Eugénie,  "we  hâve  made  up  our  niinds  to 
marry  the  first  man  who  offers." 

"And  this,"  he  exclaimed,  "is  the  bitter  fruit  of  such  a 
System.    In  trying  to  make  saints  of  them,  they     .     .     ." 

He  stopped.  Often  the  girls  were  conscious  of  a  passionate 
tenderness  in  their  father's  farewell,  or  in  the  way  he  looked 
at  them  when  by  chance  he  dined  with  their  mother.  This 
father,  whom  they  so  rarely  saw,  became  the  object  of  their 
pity,  and  whom  we  pity  we  love. 
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The  marriage  of  both  sisters — welded  together  by  misfor- 
tune,  as  Eita-Christina  was  by  nature — was  the  direct  resuit 
of  this  strict  conventual  training.  Many  men,  when  thinking 
of  marriage,  prefer  a  girl  taken  straight  from  the  eonvent 
and  impregnated  with  an  atmosphère  of  dévotion  to  one  who 
has  been  trained  in  the  school  of  society.  Thcre  is  no 
médium.  On  the  one  hand  is  the  girl  with  nothing  left  to 
learn,  who  reads  and  discusses  the  papers,  who  has  spun  round 
ballrooms  in  the  arms  of  countless  young  men,  who  has  seen 
every  play  and  devoured  every  novel,  whose  knees  hâve  been 
made  supple  by  a  dancing-master,  pressing  them  against  his 
own,  who  does  not  trouble  her  head  about  religion  and  has 
evolved  her  own  morality  ;  on  the  other  is  the  guileless,  simple 
girl  of  the  type  of  Marie-Angélique  and  Marie-Eugénie. 
Possibly  the  husband's  risk  is  no  greater  in  the  one  case  than 
in  the  other,  but  the  immense  majority  of  men,  who  hâve 
not  yet  reached  the  âge  of  Arnolphe,  would  choose  a  saintly 
Agnès  rather  than  a  budding  Célimène. 

The  two  Maries  were  identical  in  figure,  feet,  and  hands. 
Both  were  small  and  slight.  Eugénie,  the  younger,  was 
fair  like  her  mother;  Angélique,  dark  like  her  father.  But 
they  had  the  same  complexion — a  skin  of  that  mother-of- 
pearl  white  which  tells  of  a  rich  and  healthy  blood  and  against 
which  the  carnation  stands  out  in  vivid  patches,  firm  in  tex- 
ture like  the  jasmine,  and  like  it  also,  délicate,  smooth,  and 
soft  to  the  touch.  The  blue  eyes  of  Eugénie,  the  brown  eyes 
of  Angélique,  had  the  same  naïve  expression  of  indifférence 
and  unafïected  astonishment,  betrayed  by  the  indecisive  wav- 
ering  of  the  iris  in  the  liquid  white.  Their  figures  were  good  ; 
the  shoulders,  a  little  angular  now,  would  be  rounded  by  time. 
The  neck  and  bosom,  which  had  been  so  long  veiled,  appeared 
quite  startlingly  perfect  in  form,  when,  at  the  request  of  her 
husband,  each  sister  for  the  first  time  attired  herself  for  a  bail 
in  a  low-necked  dress.  What  blushes  covered  the  poor  inno- 
cent things,  so  charming  in  their  shamefacedness,  as  they 
first  saw  themselves  in  the  privacy  of  their  own  rooms;  nor 
did  the  color  fade  ail  evening  ! 
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At  the  moment  when  tliis  story  opens,  with  the  younger 
Marie  consoling  her  weeping  sister,  they  are  no  longer  raw 
girls.  Each  had  nursed  an  infant — one  a  boy,  the  other 
a  girl — and  the  hands  and  arms  of  both  were  white  as  milk. 
Eugénie  had  always  seemed  something  of  a  madcap  to  her 
terrible  mother,  who  redoubled  her  watchful  care  and  severity 
on  her  behalf.  x\ngéliqiie,  stately  and  proud,  had,  she 
thought,  a  soûl  of  high  temper  fitted  to  gnard  itself,  while 
the  skittish  Eugénie  seemed  to  demand  a  firmer  hand.  There 
are  charming  natures  of  this  kind,  misread  by  destiny,  whose 
life  ought  to  be  unbroken  sunshine,  but  who  live  and  die 
in  misery,  plagued  by  some  evil  genius,  the  victims  of  chance. 
Thus  the  sprightly,  artless  Eugénie  had  fallen  under  the 
malign  despotism  of  a  parvenu  when  released  from  the 
maternai  clutches.  Angélique,  high-strung  and  sensitive, 
had  been  sent  adrift  in  the  highest  circles  of  Parisian  society 
without  any  restraining  curb. 


CHAPTER  II 

6ISTEELY   CONFIDENCES 

Mme.  de  Vandenesse,  it  was  plain,  was  crushed  by  the  bur- 
den  of  troubles  too  heavy  for  a  mind  still  unsophisticated 
after  six  years  of  marriage.  She  lay  at  length,  her  limbs 
flaecid,  her  body  bent,  her  head  fallen  anyhow  on  the  back 
of  the  lounge.  Having  looked  in  at  the  opéra  before  hurrying 
to  her  sister's,  she  had  still  a  few  flowers  in  the  plaits  of  her 
hair,  while  others  lay  scattered  on  the  carpet,  together  with 
her  gloves,  her  mantle  of  fur-lined  silk,  her  muff,  and  her 
hood.  Bright  tears  mingled  with  the  pearls  on  her  white 
bosora  and  brimming  eyes  told  a  taie  in  gruesome  contrast 
with  the  luxury  around.  The  Countess  had  no  heart  for 
further  words. 

^'You  poor  darling,"  said  Mme.  du  Tillet,  "what  strange 


A  DAUGHTER  OF  EVE  15 

delusion  as  to  my  marriéd  life  made  you  corne  to  me  for 
help  ?" 

It  seeraed  as  though  the  torrent  of  her  sister's  grief  had 
forced  thèse  words  from  the  heart  of  the  banker's  wife,  as 
melting  snow  will  set  free  stones  that  are  held  the  fastest 
in  the  river's  bed.  The  Countess  gazed  stupidly  on  her  with 
fixed  eyes,  in  which  terror  had  dried  the  tears. 

"Can  it  be  that  the  waters  hâve  closed  over  your  head  too, 
my  sweet  one  ?"  she  said  in  a  low  voice. 

"Nay,  dear,  my  troubles  won't  lessen  yours." 

"But  tell  me  them,  dear  child.  Do  you  think  I  am  so 
sunk  in  self  already  as  not  to  listen  ?  Then  we  are  comrades 
again  in  suffering  as  of  old  !" 

"But  we  sufïer  apart,"  sadly  replied  Mme.  du  Tillet.  "We 
live  in  opposing  camps.  It  is  my  turn  to  visit  the  Tuileries 
now  that  you  hâve  ceased  to  go.  Our  husbands  belong  to 
rival  parties.  I  am  the  wife  of  an  ambitions  banker,  a  bad 
man.    Your  husband,  sweetest,  is  kind,  noble,  generous " 

"Ah  !  do  not  reproaeh  me,"  cried  the  Countess.  "ISTo 
woman  has  the  right  to  do  so,  who  has  not  suffered  the 
weariness  of  a  tame,  colorless  life  and  passed  from  it  straight 
to  the  paradise  of  love.  She  must  hâve  known  the  bliss  of 
living  her  whole  life  in  another,  of  espousing  the  ever-vary- 
ing  émotions  of  a  poet's  soûl.  In  every  fiight  of  his  imagina- 
tion, in  ail  the  efforts  of  his  ambition,  in  the  great  part  he 
plays  upon  the  stage  of  life,  she  must  hâve  borne  her  share, 
suffering  in  his  pain  and  mounting  on  the  wings  of  his 
measureless  delights  ;  and  ail  this  while  never  losing  her  eold, 
impassive  demeanor  before  a  prying  world.  Yes,  dear,  a 
tumult  of  émotion  may  rage  within,  while  one  sits  by  the  fire 
at  home,  quietly  and  comfortably  like  this.  And  yet  what 
joy  to  hâve  at  every  instant  one  overwhelming  interest 
which  expands  the  heart  and  makes  it  live  in  every  fibre. 
Nothing  is  indiffèrent  to  you;  your  very  life  seems  to  dé- 
pend on  a  drive,  which  gives  you  the  chance  of  seeing  in  the 
crowd  the  one  man  before  the  flash  of  whose  eye  the  sun- 
light pales;  you  tremble  if  he  is  late,  and  could  strangle 
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the  bore  who  steals  from  you  one  of  those  precious  moments 
wheu  happincss  throbs  in  every  vein!  To  be  alive,  only  to 
be  alive  is  rapture.  Think  of  it,  dear,  to  live,  when  so 
many  womeu  would  give  the  world  to  feel  as  I  do,  and  can- 
not.  '  Eemember,  child,  that  for  this  poetry  of  life  there  is 
but  one  season — the  scason  of  youth.  Soon,  very  soon,  will 
come  the  chills  of  winter.  Oh!  if  you  were  rich  as  I  am 
in  thèse  living  treasures  of  the  heart  and  were  threatened 
Avith  losing  them " 

Mme.  du  Tillet,  terrified,  had  hidden  her  face  in  her 
hands  during  this  wild  rhapsody.  At  last,  seeing  the  warm 
tears  on  her  sister's  cheek,  she  began: 

"I  never  dreamed  of  reproaching  you,  my  darling.  Your 
words  hâve,  in  a  single  instant,  stirred  in  my  heart  more 
burning  thoughts  than  ail  my  tears  hâve  quenched,  for  in- 
deed  the  life  I  lead  might  well  plead  within  me  for  a  pas- 
sion sueh  as  you  describe.  Let  me  cling  to  the  belief 
that  if  we  had  seen  more  of  each  other  we  should  not  hâve 
drifted  to  this  point.  The  knowledge  of  my  sufferings  would 
hâve  enabled  you  to  realize  your  own  happiness,  and  I  might 
perhaps  hâve  learned  from  you  courage  to  resist  the  tyranny 
■which  has  crushed  the  sweetness  ont  of  my  life.  Your 
misery  is  an  accident  which  chance  may  remedy,  mine  is  un- 
ceasing.  My  husband  neither  has  real  affection  for  me  nor 
does  he  trust  me.  I  am  a  mère  peg  for  his  magnificence, 
the  hall-mark  of  his  ambition,  a  tidbit  for  his  vanity. 

"Ferdinand" — and  she  struck  her  hand  upon  the  mantel- 
piece — "is  hard  and  smooth  like  this  marble.  He  is  sus- 
picions of  me.  If  I  ask  anything  for  myself  I  know  before- 
hand  that  refusai  is  certain  ;  but  for  whatever  may  tickle 
his  self-importance  or  advertise  his  wealth  I  hâve  not  even 
to  express  a  désire.  He  décorâtes  my  rooms,  and  spends 
lavishly  on  my  table;  my  servants,  my  boxes  at  the  théâtre, 
ail  the  trappings  of  my  life  are  of  the  smartest.  He  grudges 
nothing  to  his  vanity.  His  children's  baby-linen  must  be 
trimmed  with  lace,  but  he  would  never  trouble  about  their 
real  needs,  and  would  shut  his  ears  to  their  cries.     Can 
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you  understand  siicli  a  state  of  things?  I  go  to  court 
loaded  with  diamonds,  and  my  ornaments  are  of  the  most 
costly  whenever  I  am  in  society  ;  yet  I  hâve  not  a  sou  of  my 
own.  Mme.  du  Tillet,  whom  envious  onlookers  no  doubt 
suppose  to  be  rolling  in  wealth,  cannot  lay  lier  hand  on  a 
hundrcd  francs.  If  the  father  cares  little  for  his  children, 
he  cares  still  less  for  their  mother.  Never  does  he  allow  me 
to  forget  that  I  hâve  been  paid  for  as  a  chattel,  and  that  my 
Personal  fortune,  which  lias  never  been  in  my  possession, 
has  been  filched  from  him.  If  he  stood  alone  I  might  bave 
a  chance  of  fascinating  him,  but  there  is  an  alien  influence 
at  work.  He  is  under  the  thumb  of  a  woman,  a  notary's 
widow,  over  fifty,  but  who  still  reckons  on  her  charms,  and 
I  can  see  very  well  that  while  she  lives  I  shall  never  be  free. 

"My  whole  life  hère  is  planned  out  like  a  sovereign's.  A 
bell  is  rung  for  my  lunch  and  dinner  as  at  your  castle.  I 
never  miss  going  to  the  Bois  at  a  certain  hour,  accompanied 
by  two  footmen  in  full  livery,  and  returning  at  a  fixed  time. 
In  place  of  giving  orders,  I  reçoive  them.  At  balls  and  the 
théâtre,  a  lacquey  comes  up  to  me  saying,  'Your  carriage 
waits,  madame,'  and  I  bave  to  go,  whether  I  am  enjoying 
myself  or  not.  Ferdinand  would  be  vexed  if  I  did  not  carry 
out  the  code  of  rules  drawn  up  for  his  wife,  and  I  am  afraid 
of  him.  Surrounded  by  ail  this  hateful  splendor,  I  some- 
times  look  back  with  regret,  and  begin  to  think  we  had  a  kind 
mother.  At  least  she  left  us  our  nights,  and  I  had  you  to 
talk  to.  In  my  sufîerings,  then,  I  had  a  loving  companion, 
but  this  gorgeous  house  is  a  désert  to  me." 

It  was  for  the  Countess  now  to  play  the  comforter.  As 
this  taie  of  misery  fell  from  her  sister's  lips  she  took  her  hand 
and  kissed  it  with  tears. 

"How  is  it  possible  for  me  to  help  you?"  Eugénie  went 
on  in  a  low  voice.  "If  he  were  to  find  us  together  he  would 
suspect  something.  He  would  want  to  know  what  we  had 
been  talking  about  this  hour,  and  it  is  not  easy  to  put  oiï 
the  scent  any  one  so  false  and  full  of  wiles.  He  would  be 
sure  to  lay  a  trap  for  me.    But  enough  of  my  troubles;  let 
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US  thiiik  of  you.  Your  forty  thousand  francs,  darling,  would 
be  nothing  to  Ferdinand.  He  and  the  Baron  de  Nucingen, 
another  of  thèse  rich  bankers,  are  accustomed  to  handle  mill- 
ions. Sometimes  at  dinner  I  hear  them  talking  of  things  to 
niakc  your  flcsh  crcep.  Du  Tillet  knows  I  am  no  talker,  so 
they  spcak  freely  before  me,  confident  tliat  it  will  go  no  fur- 
ther,  and  I  can  assure  you  that  highway  murder  would  be 
an  act  of  mercy  compared  to  some  of  their  financial  schemes. 
Nucingen  and  he  make  as  little  of  ruining  a  man  as  I  do 
of  ail  their  display.  Among  the  people  who  corne  to  see  me, 
often  there  are  poor  dupes  whose  affairs  I  hâve  heard  settled 
overnight,  and  who  are  plunging  into  spéculations  which  will 
beggar  them.  How  I  long  to  act  Léonarde  in  the  brigands' 
cave,  and  cry,  'Beware  !'  But  what  would  become  of  me  ?  I 
hold  my  tongue,  but  this  luxurious  mansion  is  nothing  but 
a  den  of  cut-throats.  And  du  Tillet  and  jSTucingen  scatter 
banknotes  in  handfuls  for  any  whim  that  takes  their  fancy. 
Ferdinand  has  bought  the  site  of  the  old  castle  at  Tillet, 
and  intends  rebuilding  it,  and  then  adding  a  forest  and 
magnificent  grounds.  He  says  bis  son  will  be  a  count  and 
his  grandscn  a  peer.  Nucingen  is  tired  of  his  house  in  the 
Eue  Saint-Lazare  and  is  having  a  palace  built.  His  wife 
is  a  friend  of  mine.  .  .  .  Ah  !"  she  cried,  "she  might 
be  of  use  to  us.  She  is  not  in  awe  of  lier  husband,  her 
property  is  in  her  own  hands;  she  is  the  person  to  save 
you.'" 

"Darling,"  cried  Mme.  de  Vandenesse,  throwing  herself 
into  her  sister's  arms  and  bursting  into  tears,  "there  are  only 
a  few  hours  left.  Let  us  go  there  to-night,  this  very  in- 
stant." 

"How  can  I  go  out  at  eleven  o'clock  at  night  ?" 

"^ly  carriage  is  hère." 

"Well,  what  are  you  two  plotting  hère  ?"  It  was  du  Tillet 
who  threw  open  the  door  of  the  boudoir. 

A  false  geniality  lit  up  the  blank  countenance  which  met 
the  sisters'  gaze.  They  had  been  too  much  absorbed  in  talk- 
ing to  notice  the  wheels  of  du  Tillet's  carriage,  and  the 
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thick  carpcts  had  mufflcd  tho  soimd  of  liis  steps.  The 
Countess,  who  had  an  indulgent  husband  and  was  well  used 
to  Society,  had  acquired  a  tact  and  address  such  as  her  sister, 
passing  straight  from  a  mother's  to  a  husband's  yoke,  had 
had  no  opportimity  of  cultivating.  She  was  able  then  to 
save  the  situation,  which  she  saw  that  Eugénie's  terror  was 
on  the  point  of  betraying,  by  a  frank  reply. 

"I  thought  my  sister  wealthier  than  she  is,"  she  said,  look- 
ing  her  brother-in-law  in  the  face.  "Women  sometimes  get 
into  difficulties  which  they  don't  care  to  speak  of  to  their 
husbands — witness  Napoléon  and  Joséphine — and  I  came  to 
ask  a  favor  of  her." 

"There  will  be  no  difficulty  about  that.  Eugénie  is  a 
rich  woman,"  replied  du  Tillet,  in  a  tone  of  honeyed 
acerbity. 

"Only  for  you,"  said  the  Countess,  with  a  bitter  smile. 

"How  much  do  you  want?"  said  du  Tillet,  who  was  not 
sorry  at  the  prospect  of  getting  his  sister-in-law  into  his 
toils. 

"How  dense  you  are  !  Didn't  I  tell  you  that  we  want  to 
keep  our  husbands  out  of  this?"  was  the  prudent  reply  of 
Mme.  de  Vandenesse,  who  feared  to  place  herself  at  the 
mercy  of  the  man  whose  character  had  by  good  luck  just  been 
sketched  by  her  sister.  "I  shall  come  and  see  Eugénie  to- 
morrow." 

"To-morrow?  No,"  said  the  banker  coldly.  "Mme.  du 
Tillet  dines  to-morrow  with  a  future  peer  of  the  realm. 
Baron  de  Nucingen,  who  is  resigning  to  me  his  seat  in  the 
Chamber  of  Deputies." 

"Won't  you  allow  her  to  accept  my  box  at  the  opéra?" 
said  the  Countess,  without  exchanging  even  a  look  with  her 
sister,  in  her  terror  lest  their  secret  understanding  should  be 
betrayed. 

"Thank  you,  she  has  her  own,"  said  du  Tillet,  offended. 

"Veiy  well,  then,  I  shall  see  her  there,"  replied  the 
Countess. 

"It  will  be  the  fîrst  time  you  hâve  donc  us  that  honor,"  said 
du  Tillet. 
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The  Countess  felt  the  reproach  and  began  to  laugh. 

"Keep  your  mind  easy,  you  shan't  be  asked  to  pay  this 
time/'  she  said. — "Good-bye,  darling." 

"The  jade  !"'  cried  du  Tillet,  picking  iip  the  flowers  which 
had  fallen  from  the  Countess'  hair.  "You  would  do  well," 
he  said  to  his  wife,  "to  take  a  lesson  from  Mme.  de  Van- 
denesse.  I  should  like  to  see  you  as  saucy  in  society  as  she 
was  hère  just  now.  Your  want  of  style  and  spirit  are  enough 
to  drive  a  man  wild." 

For  ail  reply,  Eugénie  raised  her  eyes  to  heaven. 

"Well,  madame,  what  bave  you  tAvo  been  about  hère?"  said 
the  banker  after  a  pause,  pointing  to  the  flowers.  "What 
lias  happened  to  bring  your  sister  to  your  box  to-morrow  ?" 

In  order  to  get  away  to  her  bedroom,  and  escape  the  cross- 
questioning  she  dreaded,  the  poor  thrall  made  an  excuse  of 
bcing  sleepy.  But  du  Tillet  took  his  wife's  arm  and,  drag- 
ging  her  back,  planted  her  beforo  him  beneath  the  full 
blaze  of  the  candies,  flaming  in  their  silver-gilt  branches  be- 
tween  two  beautiful  bunches  of  flowers.  Fixing  her  eyes  with 
his  keen  glance,  he  began  with  eold  délibération. 

"Your  sister  came  to  borrow  forty  thousand  francs  to  pay 
the  debts  of  a  man  in  whom  she  is  interested,  and  who, 
within  three  days  will  be  under  loek  and  key  in  the  Eue  de 
Clichy.     He's  too  precious  to  be  left  loose." 

The  misérable  woraan  tried  to  repress  the  nervous  shiver 
which  ran  through  her. 

"You  gave  me  a  fright,"  she  said.  "But  you  know  that 
my  sister  ha  s  too  much  principle  and  too  much  affection  for 
her  husband  to  take  that  sort  of  interest  in  any  man." 

"On  the  contrary,"  he  replied  drily.  "Girls  brought  up  as 
3'ou  were,  in  a  very  strait-laced  and  puritan  fashion,  al- 
ways  pant  for  liberty  and  happiness,  and  the  happiness  they 
hâve  never  cornes  up  to  what  they  imagined.  Those  are  the 
girls  that  make  bad  wives." 

"Speak  for  me  if  you  like,"  said  poor  Eugénie,  in  a  tone 
of  bitter  irony,  "but  respect  my  sister.  The  Comtesse  de 
Vandenesse  is  too  happy,  too  completely  trusted  by  her  hus- 
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band,  not  to  be  attached  to  him.  Besides,  supposing  what 
you  say  were  true,  she  would  not  hâve  told  me." 

"It  is  as  I  said,"  persisted  du  Tillet,  "and  I  forbid  you 
to  bave  anything  to  do  with  the  matter.  It  is  to  my  inter- 
est  that  the  man  go  to  prison.    Let  that  sufïiee." 

Mme.  du  Tillet  left  the  room, 

"She  is  sure  to  disobey  me,"  said  du  Tillet  to  himself,  left 
alone  in  the  boudoir,  "and  if  I  keep  my  eye  on  them  I  may 
be  able  to  find  out  what  they  are  up  to.  Poor  fools,  to  pit 
themselves  against  us  !" 

He  shrugged  bis  shoulders  and  went  to  rejoin  bis  wife, 
or,  more  properly  speaking,  bis  slave. 


CHAPTEK  III 

TIIE  STORY  OF  A  HAPPY  WOMAN 

The  confession  which  Mme.  Félix  de  Vandenesse  had  poured 
into  her  sister's  ear  was  so  intimately  connected  with  ber 
history  during  the  six  preceding  years  that  a  brief  narrative 
of  the  chief  incidents  of  ber  married  life  is  necessary  to  its 
understanding. 

Félix  de  Vandenesse  was  one  of  the  band  of  distinguished 
men  who  owed  their  fortune  to  the  Eestoration,  till  a  short- 
sigbted  policy  excluded  them,  as  followers  of  Martignac,  from 
the  inner  eircle  of  Government.  In  the  last  days  of  Charles 
X.  he  was  banisbed  with  some  others  to  the  Upper  Chamber; 
and  this  disgrâce,  thougb  in  bis  eyes  only  temporary,  led 
bim  to  think  of  marriage.  He  was  the  more  inclined  to  it 
from  a  sort  of  nausea  of  intrigue  and  gallantry  not  uncom- 
mon  with  men  when  the  bour  of  youth's  gay  frenzy  is  past. 
There  comes  then  a  critical  moment  when  the  serions  side  of 
social  ties  makes  itself  felt.  Félix  de  Vandenesse  had  had 
his  bright  and  his  dark  bours,  but  the  latter  predominated, 
as  is  apt  to  be  the  case  with  a  man  who  bas  quite  early  in 
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life  become  acqiiainted  with  passion  in  its  noblest  form. 
The  initiated  become  fastidious.  A  long  expérience  of 
life  and  study  of  character  reconciles  them  at  last  to  the 
second-best,  wheu  thcy  take  refuge  in  a  universal  tolérance. 
Having  lost  ail  illusions,  they  are  proof  against  guile;  yet 
they  wear  their  cynicism  with  a  grâce,  and,  being  prepared 
for  the  worst,  are  saved  the  pangs  of  disappointment. 

I  spite  of  this,  Félix  still  passed  for  one  of  the  handsomest 
and  most  agreeable  men  in  Paris.  With  women  his  réputa- 
tion was  largely  due  to  one  of  the  noblest  of  their  con- 
temporaries,  who  was  said  to  bave  died  of  a  broken  heart 
for  him  ;  but  it  was  the  beautiful  Lady  Dudley  who  had  the 
chief  hand  in  forming  him.  In  the  eyes  of  many  Paris 
ladies  Félix  was  a  hero  of  romance,  owing  not  a  few  of  his 
conquests  to  his  evil  repute.  Madame  de  Manerville  had 
closed  the  chapter  of  his  intrigues.  Although  not  a  Don 
Juan,  he  retired  from  the  world  of  love,  as  from  that  of 
politics,  a  disillusioned  man.  That  idéal  type  of  woman  and 
of  love  which,  for  his  misfortune,  had  brightened  and  domi- 
nated  his  youth,  he  despaired  of  finding  again.  At  the  âge 
of  thirty,  Count  Félix  resolved  to  eut  short  by  marriage 
pleasures  which  had  begun  to  pall.  On  one  point  he  was 
determined  :  he  would  bave  none  but  a  girl  trained  in  the 
strictest  dogmas  of  Catholicism.  No  sooner  did  he  hear  how 
the  Comtesse  de  Granville  brought  np  her  daughters  than 
he  asked  for  the  hand  of  the  elder.  His  own  mother  had 
been  a  domestic  tyrant  ;  and  he  could  still  remember  enough 
of  his  dismal  childhood  to  descry,  through  the  veil  of 
maidenly  modesty,  what  effect  had  been  produced  on  a  young 
girl's  character  by  such  a  bondage,  to  see  whether  she  were 
sulky,  soured,  and  inclined  to  revolt,  or  had  remained  sweet 
and  loving^.  res'ponsive  to  the  voice  of  nobler  feeling.  Tyranny 
produces  two  results,  exactly  opposite  in  character,  and  which 
are  symbolized  in  those  two  great  types  of  the  slave  in 
classical  times — Epictetus  and  Spartacus.  The  one  is  hatred 
with  its  evil  train,  the  other,  meekness  with  its  Christian 
grâces.  The  Comte  de  Vandenesse  read  the  history  of  his 
life  again  in  Marie-Angélique  de  Granville. 
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In  thns  choosing  for  wife  a  yoiing  girl  in  her  fresh  in- 
nocence and  piirity,  he  had  niade  up  his  mind  beforehand, 
as  befitted  a  man  old  in  everything  but  ycars,  to  unité  pa- 
ternal  with  conjugal  affection.  He  was  conscious  that  in  him 
politics  and  society  had  blighted  feeling,  and  that  he  had  only 
the  dregs  of  a  used-up  life  to  offer  in  exchange  for  one  in 
the  bloom  of  youth.  The  flowers  of  spring  would  be  matched 
with  winter  frosts,  hoary  expérience  with  a  saucy,  impulsive 
waywardness.  Having  thus  impartially  taken  stock  of  his 
position,  he  entrenched  himself  in  his  married  quarters  with 
an  ample  store  of  provisions.  Indulgence  and  trust  were  his 
two  sheet  anchors.  Mothers  with  marriageable  daughters 
ought  to  look  out  for  men  of  this  stamp,  men  with  brains 
to  act  as  protecting  divinity,  with  worldly  wisdom  to  diagnose 
like  a  surgeon,  and  with  expérience  to  take  a  mother's  place 
in  warding  off  evil.  Thèse  are  the  three  cardinal  virtues  in 
matrimony. 

The  refinements  and  luxuries  to  which  his  habits  as  a  man 
of  fashion  and  of  pleasure  had  accustomed  Félix,  his  train- 
ing  in  affairs  of  state,  the  insight  of  a  life  alternately  de- 
voted  to  action,  reflection,  and  literature;  ail  the  resources, 
in  short,  at  his  command  were  applied  intelligently  to  work 
out  his  wife's  happiness. 

Marie-Angélique  passed  at  once  from  the  maternai  purga- 
tory  to  the  wedded  paradise  prepared  for  her  by  Félix  in 
their  house  in  the  Eue  du  Eocher,  where  every  trifle  breathed 
of  distinction  at  the  same  time  that  the  conventions  of 
fashion  were  not  allowed  to  interfère  with  that  gracions  spon- 
taneity  natural  to  warm  young  hearts.  She  began  by  enjoy- 
ing  to  the  full  the  merely  material  pleasures  of  life,  her  hus- 
band  for  two  years  acting  as  major-domo.  Félix  expnunded 
to  his  wife  ver}^  gradually  and  with  great  tact  the  facts  of 
life,  initiated  her  by  degrees  into  the  mysteries  of  the  best 
society,  taught  her  the  généalogies  of  ail  familles  of  rank, 
instructed  her  in  the  ways  of  the  world,  directed  her  in  the 
arts  of  dress  and  conversation,  took  her  to  ail  the  théâtres, 
and  put  lier  through  a  course  of  literature  and  history.    He 
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carried  ont  this  cdiication  with  the  assiduity  of  a  lover,  a 
fatlier,  a  master,  and  a  hiisband  combined  ;  but  with  a  wise 
discrétion  he  allowed  neither  amusements  nor  studies  to  un- 
dermine  his  wife's  faith.  In  short,  he  acquitted  himself  of 
bis  task  in  a  masterl}^  manner,  and  had  the  gratification  of 
sceing  his  pupil,  at  the  end  of  four  years,  one  of  the  most 
charming  and  striking  women  of  hcr  time. 

Marie- Angélique's  feelings  towards  her  husband  were  pre- 
cisely  such  as  he  wished  to  inspire — true  friends-hip,  lively 
gratitude,  sisterly  affection,  with  a  dash  of  wifely  fondness 
on  occasion,  not  passing  the  due  limits  of  dignity  and  self- 
respect.    She  was  a  good  mother  to  her  ehild. 

Thus  Félix,  without  any  appearance  of  coercion,  attached 
his  wife  to  himself  by  ail  possible  ties,  reekoning  on  the  force 
of  habit  to  keep  his  heaven  cloudless.  Only  men  practised 
in  worldly  arts  and  who  hâve  run  the  gamut  of  disillusion 
in  politics  and  love,  hâve  the  knowledge  necessary  for  acting 
on  this  System.  Félix  found  in  it  also  the  pleasure  which 
painters,  authors,  and  great  architects  take  in  their  work, 
while  in  addition  to  the  artistic  delight  in  création  he  had 
the  satisfaction  of  contemplating  the  resuit  and  admiring  in 
his  wife  a  woman  of  polished  but  unaffected  manners  and  an 
unforced  wit,  a  maiden  and  a  mother,  modestly  attractive, 
unfettered  and  yet  bound. 

The  history  of  a  happy  household  is  like  that  of  a  pros- 
pérons state;  it  can  be  summed  up  in  half  a  dozen  words, 
and  gives  no  scope  for  fine  writing.  Moreover,  the  only 
explanation  of  happiness  is  the  fact  that  it  exists,  thèse 
four  years  présent  nothing  but  the  gray  wash  of  an  eternal 
love-making,  insipid  as  manna,  and  as  exciting  as  the  romance 
of  Astrasa. 

In  1833,  however,  this  édifice  of  happiness,  so  earefully 
put  together  by  Félix,  was  on  the  point  of  falling  to  the 
ground;  the  foundations  had  been  sapped  without  his 
knowledge.  The  fact  is,  the  heart  of  a  woman  of  five-and- 
twenty  is  not  that  of  a  girl  of  eighteen,  any  more  than  the 
heart  of  a  woman  of  forty  is  that  of  one  ten  years  younger. 
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A  woman's  life  has  four  epochs,  and  each  epoch  créâtes  a 
new  woman.  Vandenesse  was  certainly  not  ignorant  of  the 
laws  which  détermine  this  development,  induced  by  our 
modem  ha^îits,  but  he  neglected  to  apply  them  in  his  own 
case.  Thus  the  soundest  grammarian  may  be  caught  tripping 
when  he  turns  author;  the  greatest  gênerai  on  the  field  of 
battle,  under  stress  of  fire,  and  at  the  mercy  of  the  accidents 
of  the  ground,  will  cast  to  the  winds  a  theoretic  rule  of  mili- 
tary  science.  The  man  whose  action  habitually  bears  the 
stamp  of  his  mind  is  a  genius,  but  the  greatest  genius  is  not 
always  equal  to  himself,  or  he  would  cease  to  be  human. 

Four  years  had  passed  of  unruffled  ealm,  four  years  of 
tuneful  concert  without  one  Jarring  note.  The  Countess, 
under  thèse  influences,  felt  her  nature  expanding  like  a 
healthy  plant  in  good  soil  under  the  warm  kisses  of  a  sun 
shining  in  unclouded  azuré,  and  she  now  began  to  question 
her  heart.  The  crisis  in  her  life,  which  this  taie  is  to  un- 
fold,  -would  be  unintelligible  but  for  some  explanations  which 
may  perhaps  extenuate  in  the  eyes  of  women  the  guilt  of 
this  young  Countess,  happy  wife  and  happy  mother,  who  at 
first  sight  might  seem  inexcusable. 

Life  is  the  resuit  of  a  balance  between  two  opposing  forces  ; 
the  absence  of  either  is  injurions  to  the  créature.  Van- 
denesse, in  piling  up  satisfaction,  had  quenched  désire,  that 
lord  of  the  universe,  at  whose  disposai  lie  vast  stores  of  moral 
energy.  Extrême  beat,  extrême  suffering,  unalloyed  happi- 
ness,  like  ail  abstract  principles,  reign  over  a  barren  désert. 
They  demand  solitude,  and  will  suffer  no  existence  but  their 
own.  Vandenesse  was  not  a  woman,  and  it  is  women  only 
who  know  the  art  of  giving  variety  to  a  state  of  bliss.  Hence 
their  coquetry,  their  coldness,  their  tremors,  their  tempers, 
and  that  ingénions  battery  of  unreason,  by  which  they  de- 
molish  to-day  what  yesterday  they  found  entirely  satisfac- 
tory.  Constancy  in  a  man  may  pall,  in  a  woman  never. 
Vandenesse  was  too  thoroughly  good-hearted  wantonly  to 
plague  the  woman  he  loved  ;  the  heaven  into  which  he  plunged 
her  could  not  be  too  ardent  or  too  cloudless.     The  problem 
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of  perpétuai  folicity  is  onc  tlic  solution  of  which  is  reserved 
for  another  and  higher  world.  Hcre  bclow,  even  the  most 
inspircd  of  poets  do  not  fail  to  bore  their  readers  when  they 
attempt  to  sing  of  Paradise.  The  rock  on  which  Dante  split 
was  to  be  the  ruin  also  of  Vandcnessc;  ail  honor  to  a  des- 
perate  courage  ! 

His  wife  began  at  last  to  find  so  well-regulated  an  Eden 
a  little  monotonous.  The  perfect  happiness  of  Eve  in  her 
terrestrial  paradise  produced  in  her  the  nausea  which  cornes 
froni  living  too  much  on  sweets.  A  longing  seized  her,  as  it 
seized  Rivarol  on  reading  Florian,  to  corne  across  some  wolf 
in  the  sheepfold.  This,  it  appears,  has  been  the  meaning 
in  ail  âges  of  that  symbolical  serpent  to  whom  the  first  woman 
made  advances,  some  day  no  doubt  when  she  was  feeling 
bored.  The  moral  of  this  may  not  commend  itself  to  cer- 
tain Protestants  who  take  Genesis  more  seriously  than  the 
Jews  themselves,  but  the  situation  of  Madame  de  Vandenesse 
requires  no  biblical  images  to  explain  it.  She  was  conscious 
of  a  force  within,  which  found  no  exercise.  She  was  happy, 
but  her  happiness  caused  her  no  pangs;  it  was  placid  and 
uneventful;  she  was  not  haunted  by  the  dread  of  losing  it. 
It  arrived  every  morning  with  the  same  smile  and  sunshine, 
the  same  soft  words.  Not  a  zephyr's  breath  wrinkled  this 
calm  expanse  ;  she  longed  for  a  ripple  on  the  glassy  surface. 

There  was  something  childish  in  ail  this,  which  may  partly 
excuse  her;  but  society  is  no  more  lenient  in  its  judgments 
than  was  the  Jehovah  of  Genesis.  The  Countess  was  quite 
enough  woman  of  the  world  now  to  know  how  improper  thèse 
feelings  were,  and  nothing  would  hâve  induced  her  to  confide 
them  to  her  "darling  husband."  This  was  the  most  impas- 
sioned  epithet  her  innocence  could  devise,  for  it  is  given  to 
no  one  to  forge  in  cold  blood  that  delicious  language  of  hy- 
perbole which  love  dictâtes  to  its  victims  at  the  stake.  Van- 
denesse, pleased  with  this  pretty  reserve,  applied  his  arts  to 
keep  his  wife  within  the  temperate  zone  of  wedded  fervor. 
Moreover,  this  model  husband  wanted  to  be  loved  for  him- 
self,  and  judged  unworthy  of  an  honorable  man  those  tricks 
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of  the  trade  whicli  might  hâve  imposed  upon  his  wife 
or  awakened  lier  feeling.  He  would  owe>  nothing  to  the  ex- 
pédients of  wealth.  The  Comtesse  Marie  would  smile  to  see 
a  shabby  turnout  in  the  Bois,  and  tiirn  her  eyes  complacently 
to  lier  own  élégant  équipage  and  the  horses  whieh,  hamessed 
in  the  English  fashion,  moved  with  very  free  action  and  kept 
their  distance  perfectly.  Félix  would  not  stoop  to  gather  the 
fruit  of  ail  his  labors;  his  lavisli  expenditure,  and  the  good 
taste  which  guided  it,  were  accepted  as  a  matter  of  course 
by  his  wife,  ignorant  that  to  thcm  she  owed  her  perfect  im- 
munity  froni  vexations  or  wounding  comparisons.  It  was 
the  same  throughout.  Kindness  is  not  without  its  rocks 
ahead.  People  are  apt  to  put  it  down  to  an  easy  teraper, 
and  scldom  recognize  it  as  the  secret  striving  of  a  gênerons 
nature;  whilst,  on  the  other  hand,  the  ill-natured  get  crédit 
for  ail  the  evil  they  refrain  froni. 

About  this  period  Mme.  de  Vandenesse  was  sufficiently 
drilled  in  the  practices  of  society  to  abandon  the  insignificant 
part  of  timid  supernumerary,  ail  eyes  and  ears,  which  even 
Grisi  is  said,  once  on  a  time,  to  hâve  played  in  the  choruses 
of  the  La  Scala  théâtre.  The  young  Countess  felt  herself 
equal  to  the  part  of  prima  donna,  and  made  some  essays  in  it. 
To  the  great  satisfaction  of  Félix,  she  began  to  take  her  share 
in  conversation.  Sharp  repartees  and  shrewd  reflections, 
which  were  the  fruit  of  talks  with  her  husband,  brought  her 
into  notice,  and  this  success  emboldened  her.  Vandenesse, 
whose  wife  had  always  been  allowed  to  be  pretty,  was  charmed 
when  she  showed  herself  clever  also.  On  her  return  from  the 
bail  or  concert  or  rout  where  she  had  shone,  Marie,  as  she 
laid  aside  her  finery,  would  turn  to  Félix  and  say  with  a  little 
air  of  prim  delight,  "Please,  hâve  I  donc  well  to-night?" 

At  this  stage  the  Countess  began  to  rouse  jealousy  in  the 
breasts  of  certain  women,  amongst  whom  was  the  Marquise 
de  Listomère,  her  husband's  sister,  who  hitherto  had  pa- 
tronized  Marie,  looking  on  her  as  a  good  foil  for  her  own 
charms.  Poor  innocent  victim  !  A  Countess  with  the  sacred 
name  of  Marie,  beautiful,  witty,  and  good,  a  musician  and 
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not  a  flirt — no  wonder  society  whetted  its  teeth.  Félix  de 
Vandenesse  numbered  amongst  his  acquaintance  several 
women  who — although  their  connection  with  him  was  broken 
off,  whether  by  their  own  doing  or  his — were  by  no  means  in- 
diffèrent to  his  marriage.  When  thèse  ladies  saw  in  Marie 
de  Vandenesse  a  sheepish  little  woman  with  red  hands,  rather 
silent,  and  to  ail  appearance  stupid  also,  they  considered 
themselves  sufficiently  avenged. 

Then  came  the  disasters  of  July  1830,  and  for  the  space 
of  two  years  society  was  broken  np.  Eich  people  spent  the 
troubled  interval  on  their  estâtes  or  traveling  in  Europe  ;  and 
the  salons  hardly  reopened  before  1833.  The  Faubourg 
Saint-Germain  sulked,  but  it  admitted  as  neutral  ground  a 
few  houses,  amongst  others,  that  of  the  Ambassador  of  Aus- 
tria.  In  thèse  sélect  rooras  legitimist  society  and  the  new 
society  met,  represented  by  their  most  fashionable  leaders. 
Vandenesse,  though  strong  in  his  convictions  and  attached 
by  a  thousand  ties  of  sympathy  and  gratitude  to  the  exiled 
family,  did  not  feel  himself  bound  to  follow  his  party  in  its 
stupid  fanaticism.  At  a  critical  moment  he  had  performed 
his  duty  at  the  risk  of  life  by  breasting  the  flood  of  popular 
fur\'  in  order  to  propose  a  compromise.  He  could  afford 
therefore  to  take  his  wife  into  a  society  which  could  not  pos- 
sibly  expose  his  good  faith  to  suspicion. 

Vandenesse's  former  friends  hardly  recognized  the  young 
bride  in  the  graceful,  sparkling,  and  gentle  Countess,  who 
took  her  place  with  ail  the  breeding  of  the  high-born  lady. 
Mmes.  d'Espard  and  de  Manerville,  Lady  Dudley,  and  other 
ladies  of  less  distinction  felt  the  stirring  of  a  brood  of  vipers 
in  their  hearts;  the  dulcet  moan  of  angry  pride  piped  in 
their  ears.  The  happiness  of  Félix  enraged  them,  and  they 
would  hâve  given  a  brand-new  pair  of  shoes  to  do  him  an  ill 
turn.  In  place  of  showing  hostility  to  the  Countess,  thèse 
amiable  intriguers  buzzed  about  her  with  protestations  of 
extrême  friendliness  and  sang  her  praises  to  their  maie 
friends.  Félix,  who  perfectly  understood  their  little  game, 
kept  his  eye  upon  their  intercourse  with  Marie  and  wamed 
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her  to  be  upon  her  guard.  Divining,  every  one  of  them,  thc 
anxiety  which  their  assiduity  caused  the  Count,  they  could 
not  pardon  his  suspicions.  They  redoubled  their  flattering 
attentions  to  their  rival,  and  in  this  way  contrived  an  im- 
mense success  for  her,  to  the  disgust  of  the  Marquise  de  Lis- 
tomère,  who  was  quite  in  the  dark  about  it  ail.  The  Comtesse 
Félix  de  Vandenesse  was  everywhere  pointed  to  as  the  most 
charming  and  brilliant  woman  in  Paris;  and  Marie's  other 
sister-in-law,  the  Marquise  Charles  de  Vandenesse,  endured 
many  mortifications  from  the  confusion  produced  by  the 
similarity  of  name  and  the  comparisons  to  which  it  gave  rise. 
For,  though  the  Marquise  was  also  a  handsome  and  clever 
woman,  the  Countess  had  the  advantage  of  her  in  being 
twelve  years  younger,  a  point  of  which  her  rivais  did  not 
fail  to  make  use.  They  well  knew  what  bitterness  the  suc- 
cess of  the  Countess  would  infuse  into  her  relations  with  her 
sisters-in-law,  who,  indeed,  were  most  chilling  and  disagree- 
able  to  Marie-Angélique  in  her  triumph. 

And  so  danger  lurked  in  the  family,  enmity  in  friendship. 
It  is  well  kuown  how  the  literature  of  that  day  tried  to 
overcome  the  indifférence  of  the  public,  engrossed  in  the 
exciting  political  drama,  by  the  production  of  more  or  less 
Byronic  works,  exclusively  occupied  with  illicit  love  affairs. 
Conjugal  infidelity  furnished  at  this  time  the  sole  material 
of  magazines,  novels,  and  plays.  This  perennial  thème  came 
more  than  ever  into  fashion.  The  lover,  that  nightmare  of 
the  husband,  was  everywhere,  except  perhaps  in  the  family 
circle,  which  saw  less  of  him  during  that  reign  of  the  middle- 
class  than  at  any  other  period.  When  the  streets  are  ablaze 
with  light  and  "Stop  thief"  is  shouted  from  every  window, 
it  is  hardly  the  moment  robbers  choose  to  be  abroad.  If,  in 
the  course  of  those  years,  so  fruitful  in  civic,  political,  and 
moral  upheavals,  an  occasional  domestic  misadventure  took 
•place,  it  was  exceptional  and  attracted  less  notice  than  it 
would  hâve  donc  under  the  Eestoration.  Nevertheless, 
women  talked  freely  among  themselves  of  a  subject  in  which 
both  lyric  and  dramatic  poetry  then  reveled.     The  lover. 
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that  being  so  rare  and  so  bcwitcliing,  was  a  favorite  théine. 
The  few  intrigues  which  came  to  light  supplied  matter  for 
such  conversation,  which,  then  as  ever,  was  confined  to 
women  of  unexceptionable  life.  The  répugnance  to  this  sort 
of  talk  shown  by  women  who  hâve  a  stolen  joy  to  conceal  is 
indeed  a  noteworthy  fact.  They  are  the  prudes  of  society, 
cautions,  and  even  bashful;  their  attitude  is  one  of  per- 
pétuai appeal  for  silence  or  pardon.  On  the  other  hand, 
when  a  woman  takes  pleasure  in  hearing  of  such  disasters 
and  is  curions  about  the  temptations  which  lead  to  them, 
you  may  be  sure  she  is  halting  at  the  cross-roads,  uncertain 
and  hesitating. 

During  this  winter  the  Comtesse  de  Vandenesse  caught 
the  distant  roll  of  society's  thunder,  and  the  rising  storm 
whistled  about  her  ears.  Her  so-called  friends,  whose  répu- 
tations were  under  the  safeguard  of  exalted  rank  and  posi- 
tion, drew  many  sketches  of  the  irrésistible  gallant  for  her 
benefit,  and  dropped  into  her  heart  burning  words  about 
love,  the  one  solution  of  life  for  women,  the  master  passion, 
according  to  Mme.  de  Staël,  who  did  not  speak  without  ex- 
périence. When  the  Countess,  in  a  friendly  conclave,  naïvely 
asked  why  a  lover  was  so  différent  from  a  husband,  not  one 
of  thèse  women  failed  to  reply  in  such  a  way  as  to  pique 
her  curiosity,  haunt  her  imagination,  touch  her  heart,  and  in- 
terest  her  mind.    They  burned  to  see  Vandenesse  in  trouble. 

"With  one's  husband,  dear,  one  simply  rubs  along;  with 
a  lover  it's  life,"  said  her  sister-in-law,  the  Marquise  de  Van- 
denesse. 

"Marriage,  my  child,  is  our  purgatory,  love  is  paradise," 
said  Lady  Dudley. 

"Don't  believe  her,"  cried  Mlle,  des  Touches,  "it's  hell  !" 

"Yes,  but  a  hell  with  love  in  it,"  observed  the  Marquise 
de  Eochefide.  "There  may  be  more  satisfaction  in  suffering 
than  in  an  easy  life.     Look  at  the  martyrs  !" 

"Little  simpleton,"  said  the  Marquise  d'Espard,  "in  mar- 
riage, we  live,  so  to  speak,  our  own  life;  love  is  living  in  an- 
other." 
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"In  short,  a  lover  is  the  forbidden  fruit,  and  that's  enough 
for  me  !"  laughingly  spoke  the  pretty  Moïna  de  Saint- 
Héren. 

When  there  "vvere  no  diplomatie  at  homes,  or  balls  given 
by  wealthy  foreigners,  such  as  Lady  Dudley  or  the  Princesse 
de  Galathionne,  the  Countess  went  almost  every  evening  after 
the  opéra  to  one  of  the  few  aristocratie  drawing-rooms  still 
open — whether  that  of  the  Marquise  d'Espard,  Mme.  de 
Listomère,  Mlle,  des  Touches,  the  Comtesse  de  Montcornet, 
or  the  Vicomtesse  de  Grandlieu.  Never  did  she  leave  thèse 
gathcrings  without  some  seeds  of  evil  scattered  in  her  soûl. 
She  heard  talk  about  "completing  her  life,"  an  expression 
much  in  vogue  then,  or  about  being  "understood,"  another 
Word  to  which  women  attach  marvelous  meanings.  She 
would  return  home  uneas}',  pensive,  dreamy,  and  curions. 
Her  life  seemed  somehow  irapoverished,  but  she  had  not  yet 
gone  so  far  as  to  feel  it  entircly  barren. 


CHAPTER  IV 

A  MAN  OF  NOTE 

The  most  lively,  but  also  the  most  mixed,  company  to  be 
found  in  any  of  the  houses  where  Mme.  de  Vandenesse 
visited,  was  deeidedly  that  which  met  at  the  Comtesse  de 
Montcornet's.  She  was  a  charming  little  woman,  who  opened 
her  doors  to  distinguished  artists,  commercial  princes,  and 
celebrated  literary  men  ;  but  the  tests  to  which  she  submitted 
them  before  admission  were  so  rigorous  that  the  most  ex- 
clusive need  not  fear  rubbing  up  against  persons  of  an  in- 
ferior  grade  ;  the  most  unapproachable  were  safe  from  pollu- 
tion. During  the  winter,  society  (which  never  loses  its  rights, 
and  at  ail  costs  will  be  amused)  began  to  rally  again, 
and  a  few  drawing-rooms — including  those  of  Mmes. 
d'Espard  and  de  Listomère,  of  Mlle,  des  Touches,  and  of 
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the  Duchesse  de  Grandlieu — had  picked  up  recruits  from 
among  the  latest  celebritics  in  art,  science,  literature,  and 
politics.  At  a  concert  given  by  the  Comtesse  de  Mont- 
cornet,  toward  the  end  of  the  winter,  Raoul  Xathan,  a  well- 
known  name  in  literature  and  politics,  made  his  entry,  in- 
troduced  by  Emile  Blondet,  a  very  brilliant  but  also  very  in- 
dolent writer.  Blondet  too  was  a  celebrity,  but  only  among 
the  initiated  few;  much  made  of  by  the  critics,  he  was  un- 
known  to  the  gênerai  public.  Blondet  was  perfectly  aware 
of  this,  and  in  gênerai  was  a  man  of  few  illusions.  In  regard 
to  famé,  he  said,  among  other  disparaging  remarks,  that  it 
was  a  poison  best  taken  in  small  doses. 

Eaoul  Nathan  had  a  long  struggle  before  emerging  to  the 
surface.  Having  reached  it,  he  had  at  once  made  capital 
out  of  that  sudden  craze  for  external  form  then  distinguish- 
ing  certain  exquisites,  who  swore  by  the  Middle  Ages,  and 
were  humorously  known  as  "young  France."  He  adopted 
the  eccentricities  of  genius,  and  enrolled  himself  among  thèse 
worshipers  of  art,  whose  intentions  at  least  we  cannot  but 
admire,  since  nothing  is  more  absurd  than  the  dress  of  a 
Frenchman  of  the  nineteenth  century,  and  courage  was 
needed  to  change  it.  Eaoul,  ta  do  him  justice,  lias  some- 
thing  unusual  and  fantastic  in  his  person,  which  seems  to 
demand  a  setting.  His  enemies  or  his  friends — there  is 
little  to  choose  between  them — are  agreed  that  nothing  in  the 
world  so  well  matches  the  inner  Nathan  as  the  outer.  He 
would  probably  look  even  more  remarkable  if  left  to  nature 
than  he  is  when  touched  by  art.  His  wom  and  wasted 
features  suggest  a  wrestling  with  spirits,  good  or  evil.  His 
face  bas  some  likeness  to  that  which  German  painters  give 
to  the  dead  Christ,  and  bears  innumerable  traces  of  a  con- 
stant struggle  between  weak  human  nature  and  the  powers 
on  high.  But  the  deep  hollows  of  his  cheeks,  the  knobs  on 
his  cragg}'-  and  furrowed  skull,  the  cavities  round  his  eyes 
and  temples,  point  to  nothing  weak  in  the  constitution.  There 
is  remarkable  solidity  about  the  tough  tissues  and  prominent 
bones;  and  though  the  skin,  tanned  by  excess,  sticks  to  them 
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as  though  parched  by  some  fire  within,  it  none  the  less  covers 
a  massive  framework.  He  is  tall  aud  thin.  His  long  hair, 
which  always  needs  brushing,  aims  at  effect.  He  is  a 
Byron,  badly  groomed  and  badly  put  together,  with  legs  like 
a  heron's,  congested  knees,  an  exaggeratedly  small  waist,  a 
hand  with  muscles  of  whip-cord,  the  grip  of  a  crab's  claw, 
and  lean,  nervous  fingers. 

Raoul's  eyes  are  Napoleonic,  blue  and  soul-piercing  ;  his 
nose  is  sensitive  and  finely  chiseled,  his  mouth  charming  and 
adorned  with  teeth  white  enough  to  excite  a  woman's  envy. 
There  is  life  and  fire  in  the  head,  genius  on  the  brow.  Raoul 
belongs  to  the  small  number  of  men  who  would  not  pass  un- 
noticed  in  the  street,  and  who,  in  a  drawing-room,  at  once 
form  a  centre  of  light,  drawing  ail  eyes.  He  attracts  atten- 
tion by  his  négligé,  if  one  may  borrow  from  Molière  the  word 
used  in  Éliante  to  describe  personal  slovenliness.  His  clothes 
look  as  though  they  had  been  pulled  about,  frayed,  and 
crumpled  on  purpose  to  harmonize  with  his  countenance. 
He  habitually  thrusts  one  hand  into  his  open  waistcoat  in 
the  pose  which  Girodet's  portrait  of  Chateaubriand  bas  made 
famous,  but  not  so  much  for  the  sake  of  copying  Chateau- 
briand (he  would  disdain  to  copy  any  one)  as  to  take  the  stiff- 
ness  out  of  his  shirt  front.  His  tie  becomes  ail  in  a  moment  a 
mère  wisp,  from  a  trick  he  has  of  throwing  back  his  head  with 
a  sudden  convulsive  movement,  like  that  of  a  race-horse 
champing  its  bit  and  tossing  its  head  in  the  effort  to  break 
loose  from  bridle  and  curb.  His  long,  pointed  beard  is  very 
différent  from  that  of  the  dandy,  combed,  brushed,  scented, 
sleek,  shaped  like  a  fan  or  eut  into  a  peak;  Nathan's  is  left 
entirely  to  nature.  His  hair,  caught  in  by  his  coat-collar 
and  tie,  and  lying  thick  upon  his  shoulders,  leaves  a  grease 
spot  wherever  it  rests.  His  dry,  stringy  hands  are  innocent 
of  nail-brush  or  the  luxury  of  a  lemon.  There  are  even 
joumalists  who  déclare  that  only  on  rare  occasions  is  their 
grimy  skin  laved  in  baptismal  waters. 

In  a  word,  this  awe-inspiring  Raoul  is  a  caricature.  He 
moves  in  a  jerky  way,  as  though  propelled  by  some  faulty 
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macllinery;  and  when  walking  the  boulevards  of  Paris  lie 
offends  ail  seuse  of  order  by  impetuous  zigzags  and  unex- 
pected  halts,  which  bring  liim  into  collision  with  peaceful 
citizens  as  they  stroll  along.  His  conversation,  full  of  caustic 
humor  and  stinging  epigrams,  imitâtes  the  gait  of  his  body; 
of  a  sudden  it  will  drop  the  tone  of  fury  to  become,  for  no 
apparent  reason,  gracions,  dreamy,  soothing,  and  gentle; 
then  corne  unaccountable  pauses  or  mental  somersaults, 
which  at  timcs  grow  fatiguing.  In  society  he  does  not  con- 
ceal  an  unblushiug  awkwardness,  a  scorn  of  convention,  and 
an  attitude  of  criticism  towards  things  usually  held  in  re- 
spect tlicre,  which  make  him  objectionable  to  plain  people, 
as  well  as  to  those  who  strive  to  keep  up  the  traditions  of 
old-world  courtliness.  Yet,  after  ail,  he  is  an  oddity,  like  a 
Chinese  image,  and  women  hâve  a  weakness  for  such  things. 
Besides,  with  women  he  often  puts  on  an  air  of  elaborate 
suavity,  and  seems  to  take  a  pleasure  in  making  them  forget 
his  grotesque  exterior,  and  in  vanquishing  their  antipathy. 
This  is  a  salve  to  his  vanity,  his  self-esteem,  and  his  pride. 

"Why  do  you  behave  so  ?"  said  the  Marquise  de  Vandenesse 
to  him  one  day. 

"Are  not  pearls  found  in  oyster  shells?"  was  the  pompons 
reply. 

To  some  one  else,  who  put  a  similar  question,  he  an- 
swered  : 

"If  I  made  myself  agreeable  to  every  one,  what  should  I 
hâve  left  for  lier  whom  I  design  to  honor  supremely?" 

Kaoul  Nathan  carries  into  his  intellectual  life  the  irregu- 
larity  which  he  has  made  his  badge.  Nor  is  the  device  mis- 
leading:  like  poor  girls,  who  go  out  as  maids-of-all-work  in 
humble  homes,  he  can  turn  his  hand  to  anything.  He  began 
with  serions  criticism,  but  soon  became  convinced  that  this 
was  a  losing  trade.  His  articles,  he  said,  cost  as  much  as 
books.  The  profits  of  the  théâtre  attracted  him,  but,  in- 
capable of  the  slow,  sustained  labor  involved  in  putting  any- 
thing on  the  boards,  he  was  driven  to  ally  himself  with  du 
Bruel,  who  worked  up  his  id©as  and  converted  them  into 
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light  paying  pièces  with  plenty  of  humor,  and  composed  in 
view  of  some  particular  actor  or  actress.  Between  them  they 
unearthed  Florine,  a  popular  actress. 

Ashamed,  however,  of  this  Siamese-like  union,  Nathan, 
unaided,  brought  ont  at  the  Théâtre  Français  a  great  drama, 
which  fell  with  ail  the  honors  of  war  amidst  salvoes  f rom  the 
artillery  of  the  press.  In  his  youth  he  had  already  tried 
the  théâtre  which  represents  the  fine  traditions  of  the  French 
drama  with  a  splendid  romantic  play  in  the  style  of  Pinto, 
and  this  at  a  time  when  classicism  held  undisputed  sway. 
The  resuit  was  that  the  Odéon  became  for  three  nights  the 
scène  of  such  disorder  that  the  pièce  had  to  be  stopped. 
The  second  play,  no  less  than  the  first,  seemed  to  many  people 
a  masterpiece,  and  it  won  for  him,  though  only  within  the 
sélect  world  of  judges  and  connoisseurs,  a  far  higher  réputa- 
tion than  the  light  remunerative  pièces  at  which  he  worked 
with  others. 

"One  more  such  failure,"  said  Emile  Blondet,  "and  you 
will  be  immortal." 

But  Nathan,  instead  of  sticking  to  this  arduous  path,  was 
driven  by  stress  of  poverty  to  fall  back  upon  more  profitable 
work,  such  as  the  production  of  spectacular  pièces  or  of  an 
eighteenth-century  powder  and  patches  vaudeville,  and  the 
adaptation  of  popular  novels  to  the  stage.  Nevertheless,  he 
was  still  counted  as  a  man  of  great  ability,  whose  last  word 
had  not  yet  been  heard.  He  made  an  excursion  also  into 
pure  literature  and  published  three  novels,  not  reckoning 
those  which  he  kept  going  in  the  press,  like  fishes  in  an 
aquarium.  As  often  happens,  when  a  writer  has  stufï  in  him 
for  only  one  work,  the  first  of  thèse  three  was  a  brilliant 
success.  Its  author  rashly  put  it  at  once  in  the  front  rank 
of  his  Works  as  an  artistie  création,  and  lost  no  opportunity 
of  getting  it  puffed  as  the  "finest  book  of  the  period,"  the 
"novel  of  the  century." 

Yet  he  complained  loudly  of  the  exigencies  of  art,  and 
did  as  much  as  any  man  towards  having  it  accepted  as  the 
one    standard    for    ail    kinds    of    créative    work — painting, 
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sculpture,  literature,  architecture.  He  had  begun  by  per- 
petrating  a  book  of  verse,  which  won  him  a  place  in  the 
pleiad  of  poets  of  the  day,  and  which  contained  one  obscure 
poem  that  was  greatly  admired.  Compelled  by  straitened 
circumstances  to  go  on  producing,  he  tumed  from  the 
théâtre  to  the  press,  and  from  the  press  back  to  the  théâtre, 
breaking  up  and  scattcring  his  powers,,  but  with  unshaken 
confidence  in  his  inspiration.  He  did  not  suffer,  therefore, 
from  lack  of  a  publisher  for  his  famé,  differing  in  this  from 
certain  celebrities,  whose  flickering  flame  is  kept  from  ex- 
tinction by  the  titles  of  books  still  in  the  future,  for  which 
a  public  will  be  a  more  pressing  necessity  than  a  new  édi- 
tion. 

Nathan  kept  near  to  being  a  genius,  and,  had  destiny 
crowned  his  ambition  by  marching  him  to  the  scaffold,  he 
would  bave  been  justified  in  striking  his  forehead  after 
André  de  Chénier.  The  sudden  accession  to  power  of  a 
dozen  authors,  professors,  metaphysicians,  and  historians 
fired  him  with  émulation,  and  he  regretted  not  having  de- 
voted  his  pen  to  politics  rather  than  to  literature.  He  be- 
lieved  himself  superior  to  thèse  upstarts,  who  had  foisted 
themselves  on  to  the  party-machine  during  the  troubles  of 
1830-3  and  whose  fortune  now  filled  him  with  consuming 
envy.  He  belonged  to  the  type  of  man  who  covets  everything 
and  looks  on  ail  success  as  a  fraud  on  himself,  who  is  always 
stumbling  on  some  luminous  track  but  settles  down  nowhere, 
drawing  ail  the  while  on  the  tolérance  of  his  neighbors.  At 
this  moment  he  was  traveling  from  Saint-Simonism  to  Ee- 
publicanism,  which  might  serve,  perhaps,  as  a  stage  to  Min- 
isterialism.  His  eye  swept  every  corner  for  some  bone  to 
pick,  some  safe  shelter  whence  he  might  bark  beyond  the 
reach  of  kicks,  and  make  himself  a  terror  to  the  passers-by. 
He  had,  however,  the  mortification  of  finding  himself  not 
taken  seriously  by  the  great  de  Marsay,  then  at  the  head  of 
affalrs,  who  had  a  low  opinion  of  authors  as  lacking  in  what 
Eichelieu  called  the  logical  spirit,  or  rather  in  cohérence 
of  ideas.     Besides,  no  minister  could  hâve  failed  to  reckon 
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on  Eaoïil's  constant  pecuniary  difficulties  which,  sooner  or 
later,  would  drive  him  into  the  position  of  accepting  ratlier 
than  imposing  conditions. 

Eaoul's  rcal  and  stndiously  suppressed  character  accords 
with  that  which  lie  shows  to  the  public.  He  is  carried  away 
by  his  own  acting,  declaims  with  great  éloquence,  and  could 
not  be  more  self-centered  were  he,  like  Louis  XIV.,  the  State 
in  person.  None  knows  better  how  to  play  at  sentiment 
or  to  deck  himself  out  in  a  shoddy  greatness.  The  grâce  of 
moral  beauty  and  the  language  of  self-respect  are  at  his 
command,  he  is  a  very  Alceste  in  pose,  while  acting  like 
Philinte.  His  selfishness  ambles  along  under  cover  of  this 
painted  cardboard,  and  not  seldom  attains  the  end  he  has  in 
view.  Excessively  idle,  he  never  works  except  under  the  prick 
of  necessity.  Continuons  labor  applied  to  the  construction 
of  a  lasting  fabric  is  beyond  his  conception;  but  in  a  par- 
oxysm  of  rage,  the  resuit  of  wounded  vanity,  or  in  some  crisis 
precipitated  by  his  creditors,  he  will  leap  the  Eurotas  and 
perform  miracles  of  mental  f orestalment  ;  after  which,  worn 
out  and  amazed  at  his  own  fertility,  he  falls  back  into  the 
enervating  dissipations  of  Paris  life.  Does  necessity  once 
more  threaten,  he  has  no  strength  to  meet  it;  he  sinks  a 
step  and  traffics  with  his  honor.  Impelled  by  a  false  idea 
of  his  talents  and  his  future,  founded  on  the  rapid  rise  of  one 
of  his  old  comrades  (one  of  the  few  cases  of  administrative 
ability  brought  to  light  by  the  Eevolution  of  July),  he  tries 
to  regain  his  footing  by  taking  liberties  with  his  friends, 
which  are  nothing  short  of  a  moral  outrage,  though  they  re- 
main buried  among  the  skeletons  of  private  life,  without  a 
Word  of  comment  or  blâme. 

His  heart,  devoid  of  nicety,  his  shameless  hand,  hail-fellow- 
well-met  with  every  vice,  every  dégradation,  every  treachery, 
every  party,  hâve  placed  him  as  much  beyond  reach  of  at- 
tack  as  a  constitutional  king.  The  peccadillo,  which  would 
raise  hue  and  cry  after  a  man  of  high  character,  eounts  for 
nothing  in  him;  while  conduct  bordering  on  grossness  is 
barely  noticed.    In  making  his  excuses  people  find  their  own. 
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The  very  man  who  woiilcl  fain  despise  him  shakes  him  by 
the  hand,  fearing  to  need  his  hclp.  So  numerous  are  his 
friends  that  he  would  prefer  enemies.  This  surface  good- 
nature  which  captivâtes  a  new  acquaintance  and  is  no  bar 
to  treachery,  which  knows  no  scruple  and  is  never  at  fault 
for  an  excuse,  which  makes  an  outcry  at  the  wound  which 
it  condones,  is  one  of  the  most  distinctive  features  of  the 
journalist.  This  camaraderie  (the  word  is  a  stroke  of  genius) 
corrodes  the  noblest  minds;  it  eats  into  their  pride  like  rust, 
kills  the  germ  of  great  deeds,  and  lends  a  sanction  to  moral 
cowardice.  There  are  men  who,  by  exacting  this  gênerai 
slackness  of  conscience,  get  themselves  absolved  for  playing 
the  traiter  and  the  turncoat.  Thus  it  is  that  the  most  en- 
lightened  portion  of  the  nation  becomes  the  least  worthy  of 
respect. 

From  the  literary  point  of  view,  Nathan  is  déficient  in 
style  and  information.  Like  most  young  aspirants  in  litera- 
ture,  he  gives  ont  to-day  what  he  learned  yesterday.  He 
has  neither  the  time  nor  the  patience  to  make  an  author.  He 
does  not  use  his  own  eyes,  but  can  pick  up  from  others, 
and,  while  he  fails  in  producing  a  vigorously  constructed  plot, 
he  sometimes  covers  this  defect  by  the  fervor  he  throws 
into  it.  He  "went  in"  for  passion,  to  use  a  slang  word, 
because  there  is  no  limit  to  the  variety  of  modes  in  which 
passion  may  express  itself,  while  the  task  of  genius  is  to  sift 
out  from  thèse  varions  expressions  the  élément  in  each  which 
will  appeal  to  every  one  as  natural.  His  heroes  do  not 
stir  the  imagination;  they  are  magnified  individuals,  ex- 
citing  only  a  passing  sympathy;  they  bave  no  connection 
with  the  wider  interests  of  life,  and  therefore  stand  for 
nothing  but  themselves.  Yet  the  author  saves  himself  by 
means  of  a  ready  wit  and  of  those  lucky  hits  which  billiard 
players  call  "flukes."  He  is  the  best  man  for  a  flying  shot 
at  the  ideas  which  swoop  down  upon  Paris,  or  which  Paris 
starts.  His  teeming  brain  is  not  his  own,  it  belongs  to  the 
period.  He  lives  upon  the  event  of  the  day,  and,  in  order  to 
get  ail  he  can  from  it,  exaggerates  its  bearing.   In  short,  we 
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miss  the  accent  of  truth,  his  words  ring  f  aise  ;  there  is  some- 
thing  of  the  juggler  in  him,  as  Coimt  Félix  said.  One  feels 
that  his  pen  has  dipped  in  the  ink  of  an  actress'  dressing- 
room. 

In  Nathan  we  find  an  image  of  the  literary  youth  of  the 
day,  with  their  sham  greatness  and  real  poverty;  he  repre- 
sents  their  irregular  charm  and  their  terrible  falls,  their  life 
of  seething  cataracts,  sudden  reverses,  and  unlooked-for  tri- 
umphs.  He  is  a  true  child  of  this  jealoiisy-ridden  âge,  in 
which  a  thousand  personal  rivalries,  cloaking  themselves 
under  the  name  of  schools,  make  profit  ont  of  their  failures 
by  feeding  fat  with  them  a  hydra-headed  anarchy;  an  âge 
which  expects  fortune  without  work,  glory  without  talent, 
and  success  without  effort,  but  which,  after  many  a  revolt 
and  skirmish,  is  at  last  brought  by  its  vices  to  swell  the  civil 
list,  in  submission  to  the  powers  that  be.  When  so  many 
young  ambitions  start  on  foot  to  meet  at  the  same  goal,  there 
must  be  competing  wills,  frightful  destitution,  and  a  relent- 
less  struggle.  In  this  merciless  combat  it  is  the  fiercest  or 
the  adroitest  selfishness  which  wins.  The  lesson  is  not  lost 
on  an  admiring  world;  spite  of  bawling,  as  Molière  would 
say,  it  acquits  and  follows  suit. 

When,  in  his  capacity  of  opponent  to  the  new  dynasty, 
Raoul  was  introduced  to  Mme.  de  Montcornet's  drawing- 
room  his'specious  greatness  was  at  its  height.  He  was  recog- 
nized  as  the  political  critic  of  the  de  Marsays,  the  Rastignaes, 
and  the  la  Roche-Hugons,  who  constituted  the  party  in 
power.  His  sponsor,  Emile  Blondet,  handicapped  by  his  fatal 
indécision  and  dislike  of  action  where  his  own  afîairs  were 
concerned,  stuck  to  his  trade  of  scoffer  and  took  sides  with 
no  party,  while  on  good  terms  with  ail.  He  was  the  friend 
of  Raoul,  of  Rastignac,  and  of  Montcornet. 

"You  are  a  political  triangle,"  said  de  Marsa}^  with  a 
laugh,  when  he  met  him  at  the  Opéra  ;  "that  geometrical  form 
is  the  peculiar  property  of  the  deity,  who  can  afford  to  be 
idle;  but  a  man  who  wants  to  get  on  should  adopt  a  curve, 
which  is  the  shortest  road  in  politics." 
3 
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Beheld  from  afar,  Eaoul  Nathan  was  a  resplendent 
meteor.  The  fashion  of  the  day  justified  his  manner  and 
appearance.  His  pose  as  a  Republican  gave  him,  for  the 
moment,  that  puritan  ruggedness  assumed  by  champions 
of  the  popular  cause,  men  whom  Nathan  in  his  heart  derided. 
This  is  not  without  attraction  for  women,  who  love  to  per- 
form  prodigies,  such  as  shattering  rocks,  'melting  an  iron 
will.  Eaoul's  moral  costume,  therefore,  was  in  keeping  with 
the  external.  He  was  bound  to  be,  and  he  was,  for  this 
Eve,  listless  in  her  paradise  of  the  Rue  du  Rocher,  the  in- 
sidious  serpent,  bright  to  the  eye  and  flattering  to  the  ear, 
with  magnetic  gaze  and  graceful  motion,  who  ruined  the 
first  woman. 

Marie,  on  seeing  Raoul,  at  once  felt  that  inward  shock, 
the  violence  of  which  is  almost  terrifying.  This  would-be 
great  man,  by  a  mère  glance,  sent  a  thrill  right  through  to 
her  heart,  causing  a  delicious  flutter  there.  The  régal  mantle 
which  famé  had  for  the  moment  draped  on  Nathan's  shoul- 
ders  dazzled  this  simple-minded  woman.  When  tea  came 
Marie  left  the  group  of  chattering  women,  among  whom 
she  had  stood  silent  since  the  appearance  of  this  wonderful 
being — a  fact  which  did  not  escape  her  so-called  friends. 
The  Countess  drew  near  the  ottoman  in  the  centre  of  the 
room  where  Raoul  was  perorating.  She  remained  standing, 
her  arm  linked  in  that  of  Mme.  Octave  de  Camps,  an  ex- 
cellent woman,  who  kept  the  secret  of  the  nervous  quivering 
by  which  Marie  betrayed  her  strong  émotion.  Despite  the 
sweet  magie  distilled  from  the  eye  of  the  woman  who  loves 
or  is  startled  into  self-betrayal,  Raoul  was  just  then  entirely 
oecupied  with  a  regular  display  of  fireworks.  He  was  far 
too  busy  letting  off  epigrams  like  rockets,  winding  and  un- 
winding  indictments  like  catherine-wheels,  and  tracing 
blazing  portraits  in  lines  of  fîre,  to  notice  the  naïve  admira- 
tion of  a  little  Eve,  lost  in  the  crowd  of  women  surrounding 
him.  The  love  of  novelty  which  would  bring  Paris  flocking 
to  the  Zoôlogical  Gardens,  if  a  unicorn  had  been  brought 
there  from  those  famous  Mountains  of  the  Moon,  virgin  yet 
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of  European  tread,  intoxicates  minds  of  a  lower  stamp,  as 
much  as  it  saddens  the  truly  wise.  Raoul  was  enraptured 
and  far  too  much  engrossed  with  women  in  gênerai  to  pay 
attention  to  one  woman  in  particular. 

"Take  care,  dear,  you  had  better  corne  awa}^"  lier  fair 
companion,  sweetest  of  women,  whispered  to  Marie. 

The  Countess  turned  to  her  husband  and,  with  one  of 
those  speaking  glanées  whicli  husbands  are  soraetimes  slow 
in  interpreting,  begged  for  his  arm.     Félix  led  her  away. 

*'Well,  you  are  in  luck,  my  good  friend,"  said  Mme. 
d'Espard  in  Raoul's  ear.  "You've  done  exécution  in  more 
than  one  quarter  to-night,  and,  best  of  ail,  with  that  charm- 
ing  Countess  who  lias  just  left  us  so  abruptly." 

"Do  you  know  what  the  Marquise  d'Espard  meant  ?"  asked 
Raoul  of  Blondet,  repeating  the  great  lady's  remark,  wlien 
almost  ail  the  other  guests  had  departed,  between  one  and 
two  in  the  morning. 

"Why,  yes,  I  hâve  just  heard  that  the  Comtesse  de  Van- 
denesse  has  fallen  wildly  in  love  with  you.    Lueky  dog  !" 

"I  did  not  see  her,"  said  Raoul. 

"Ah  !  but  you  will  see  her,  you  rascal,"  said  Emile  Blondet, 
laughing.  "Lady  Dudley  has  invited  j^ou  to  her  great  bail 
with  the  very  purpose  of  bringing  about  a  meeting." 

Raoul  and  Blondet  left  together,  and  joining  Rastignac, 
who  offered  them  a  place  in  his  carriage,  the  three  niade 
merry  over  this  conjunction  of  an  eclectic  Under-Secretary 
of  State  with  a  tierce  Republican  and  a  political  sceptic. 

"Suppose  we  sup  at  the  expense  of  law  and  order?"  said 
Blondet,  who  had  a  fancy  for  reviving  the  old-fashioned 
supper. 

Rastignac  took  them  to  Véry's,  and  dismissed  his  carriage  ; 
the  three  then  sat  down  to  table  and  set  themselves  to  pull 
to  pièces  their  contemporaries  amidst  Rabelaisian  laughter. 
During  the  course  of  supper  Rastignac  and  Blondet  urged 
their  counterfeit  opponent  not  to  neglect  the  magnificent  op- 
portunity  thrown  in  his  way.  The  story  of  Marie  de  Van- 
denesse  was  caricatured  by  thèse  two  profligates,  who  applied 
the  scalpel  of  epigram  and  the  keen  edge  of  mockery  to  that 
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transparent  childhood,  that  happy  niarriage.  Blondet  con- 
gratulated  Eaonl  on  having  foiind  a  woman  who  so  far 
had  been  guilty  only  of  exécrable  red-chalk  drawings  and 
feeble  water-color  landscapes,  of  embroidering  slippers  for 
her  husband,  and  performing  sonatas  with  a  most  lady-like 
absence  of  passion  ;  a  woman  wbo  had  been  tied  for  eighteen 
years  to  her  mother's  apron-strings,  piekled  in  dévotion, 
trained  by  Vandenesse,  and  cooked  to  a  turn  by  marriage 
for  the  palate  of  love.  At  the  third  bottle  of  Champagne 
Eaoul  Nathan  became  more  expansive  than  he  had  ever  shown 
himself  before. 

"My  dear  friends,"  he  said,  "you  know  my  relations  with 
Florine,  you  know  my  life,  you  will  not  be  surprised  to  hear 
me  confess  that  I  bave  never  yet  seen  the  color  of  a  Countess' 
love.  It  bas  often  been  a  humiliating  thonght  to  me  that 
only  in  poetry  could  I  lînd  a  Béatrice,  a  Laiira  !  A  pure 
and  noble  woman  is  like  a  spotless  conscience,  she  raises  us 
in  our  own  estimation.  Elsewhere  we  may  be  soiled,  with 
her  we  keep  our  honor,  pride,  and  purity.  Elsewhere  life 
is  a  wild  frenzy,  with  her  we  breathe  the  peace,  the  freshness, 
the  bloom  of  the  oasis." 

"Come,  come,  my  good  soûl,"  said  Eastignac,  "shift  the 
prayer  of  Moses  on  to  the  high  notes,  as  Paganini  does." 

Eaoul  sat  speechless  with  fixed  and  besotted  eyes.  At  last 
he  opened  bis  mouth. 

"This  beast  of  a  'prentice  minister  does  not  understand 
me!" 

Thus,  whilst  the  poor  Eve  of  the  Eue  du  Eocher  went  to 
bed,  swathed  in  shame,  terrified  at  the  delight  which  had 
fîlled  her  while  listening  to  this  poetic  pretender,  hovering 
between  the  stem  voice  of  gratitude  to  Vandenesse  and  the 
flattering  tongue  of  the  serpent,  thèse  three  shameless  spirits 
trampled  on  the  tender  white  blossoms  of  her  opening  love. 
Ah  !  if  women  knew  how  cynical  those  men  can  be  behind 
their  backs,  who  show  themselves  ail  meekness  and  cajolery 
when  by  their  side  !  if  they  knew  how  they  mock  their  idols  ! 
Fresh,  lovely,  and  timid  créature,  whose  charms  lie  at  the 


A  DAUGHTER  OF  EVE  43 

mercy  of  some  graceless  buffoon  !  And  yet  she  triumphs  ! 
The  more  the  veils  are  rcnt,  the  elearer  her  beauty  shines. 

Marie  at  this  moment  was  comparing  Raoul  and  Félix, 
ail-ignorant  of  the  danger  to  her  hcart  in  such  a  process. 
No  better  contrast  eould  be  found  to  the  robust  and  uncon- 
ventional  Eaoul  than  Félix  de  Vandenesse,  with  his  clothes 
fitting  like  a  glove,  the  finish  of  a  fine  lady  in  his  person, 
his  charming  natural  disinvoltura,  eombined  with  a  touch  of 
English  refinement,  picked  up  from  Lady  Dudley.  A  con- 
trast like  this  pleases  the  fancy  of  a  woman,  ever  ready  to 
fly  from  one  extrême  to  another.  The  Countess  was  too  well- 
principled  and  pious  not  to  forbid  her  thoughts  dwelling 
on  Raoul,  and  next  day,  in  the  heart  of  her  paradise,  she 
took  herself  to  task  for  base  ingratitude. 

''What  do  you  think  of  Raoul  Nathan?"  she  asked  her 
husband  during  lunch. 

"He  is  a  charlatan,"  replied  the  Count;  "one  of  those  vol- 
canoes  which  a  sprinkling  of  gold-dust  will  keep  tranquil. 
The  Comtesse  de  Montcornet  ought  not  to  hâve  had  him  at 
her  house." 

This  reply  was  the  more  galling  to  Marie  because  Félix, 
who  knew  the  literary  world  well,  supported  his  verdict  with 
proofs  drawn  from  the  life  of  Raoul — a  life  of  shifts,  in 
which  Florine,  a  well-known  actress,  played  a  large  part. 

"Granting  the  man  bas  genius,"  he  concluded,  "he  is  with- 
out  the  patience  and  persisteney  which  make  genius  a  thing 
apart  and  sacred.  He  tries  to  impress  people  by  assuming  a 
position  which  he  cannot  live  up  to.  That  is  not  the  be- 
havior  of  really  able  men  and  students  ;  if  they  are  honorable 
men  they  stick  to  their  own  line,  and  don't  try  to  hide  their 
rags  under  frippery." 

A  woman's  thought  has  marvelous  elasticity;  it  may  sink 
under  a  blow,  to  ail  appearance  crushed,  but  in  a  given  time 
it  is  up  again,  as  though  nothing  had  happened. 

"Félix  must  be  right,"  was  the  first  thought  of  the 
Countess. 

Three  days  later,  however,  her  mind  traveled  back  to  the 
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tempter,  allured  by  that  sweet  yet  ruthless  émotion  which  it 
was  the  mistake  of  Vandenesse  not  to  hâve  aroused.  The 
Count  and  Coiintess  went  to  Lady  Dudley's  great  bail,  where 
de  Marsay  made  his  last  appcarance  in  society.  Two  months 
later  he  died,  leaving  the  réputation  of  a  statesman  so  pro- 
found  that,  as  Blondet  said,  he  was  unfathomable.  Hère 
Vandenesse  and  his  wife  again  met  Eaoul  Nathan,  amid  a 
concoiirse  of  people  made  remarkable  by  the  number  of  actors 
in  the  political  drama  whom,  to  their  mutual  surprise,  it 
brought  together. 

It  was  one  of  the  chief  social  functions  in  the  great  world. 
The  reception-rooms  offered  a  magie  picture  to  the  eye. 
Flowers,  diamonds,  shining  hair,  the  plunder  of  countless 
jewel-cases,  every  art  of  the  toilet — ail  contributed  to  the  ef- 
fect.  The  room  might  be  compared  to  one  of  those  show 
hothouses  where  wealthy  amateurs  collect  the  most  marvelous 
varieties.  There  was  the  same  brilliancy,  the  same  delicacy 
of  texture.  It  seemed  as  though  the  art  of  man  would  com- 
pete  also  with  the  animal  world.  On  ail  sides  fluttered  gauze, 
white  or  painted  like  the  wings  of  prettiest  dragon-fly, 
crêpe,  lace,  blonde,  tulle,  pucked,  puffed,  or  notched,  vying 
in  eccentricity  of  form  with  the  freaks  of  nature  in  the  in- 
sect  tribe.  There  were  spider's  threads  in  gold  or  silver, 
clouds  of  silk,  flowers  which  some  fairy  might  bave  woven 
or  imprisoned  spirit  breathed  into  life  ;  feathers,  whose  rich 
tints  told  of  a  tropical  sun,  drooping  willow-like  over  haughty 
heads,  ropes  of  pearls,  drapery  in  broad  folds,  ribbed,  or 
slashed,  as  though  the  genius  of  arabesque  had  presided  over 
French  millinery. 

This  splendor  harmonized  with  the  beauties  gathered  to- 
gether as  though  to  form  a  "keepsake."  The  eye  roamed 
over  a  wealth  of  fair  shoulders  in  every  tone  of  white  that 
man  could  conceive — some  amber-tinted,  others  glistening 
like  some  glazed  surface  or  glossy  as  satin,  others,  again,  of 
a  rich  lustreless  color  which  the  brush  of  Eubens  might  hâve 
mixed.  Then  the  eyes,  sparkling  like  onyx  stones  or  tur- 
quoises, with  their  dark  velvet  edging  or  fair  fringes;  and 
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profiles  of  every  contour,  recalling  the  noblest  types  of  différ- 
ent lands.  There  wcre  brows  lofty  with  pride;  rounded 
brows,  index  of  thought  within;  level  brows,  the  seat  of  an 
indomitable  will.  Lastly — most  bewitching  of  ail  in  a  scène 
of  such  studied  splendor — necks  and  bosoms  in  the  rich 
voluptuous  folds  adored  by  George  IV.,  or  with  the  more 
délicate  modeling  which  foimd  favor  in  the  eighteenth  cen- 
tury  and  at  the  Court  of  Louis  XV.;  but  ail,  whatever  the 
type,  frankly  exhibited,  either  without  drapery  or  through  the 
dainty  plaited  tuckers  of  Kaphael's  portraits,  suprême  tri- 
umph  of  his  laborious  pupils.  Prettiest  of  feet,  itching  for 
the  dance,  figures  yielding  softly  to  the  embrace  of  the  waltz, 
roused  the  most  apathetic  to  attention  ;  murmurings  of  gentle 
voices,  rustling  dresses,  whispering  partners,  vibrations  of 
the  dance,  made  a  fantastic  burden  to  the  music. 

A  fairy's  wand  might  hâve  called  forth  this  witchery,  be- 
wildering  to  the  sensés,  the  harmony  of  scents,  the  rainbow 
tints  flashing  in  the  crystal  chandeliers,  the  blaze  of  the 
candies,  the  mirrors  which  repeated  the  scène  on  every  side. 
The  groups  of  lovely  women  in  lovely  attire  stood  out  against 
a  dark  background  of  men,  where  might  be  observed  the  déli- 
cate, regular  features  of  the  aristocracy,  the  tawny  mous- 
tache of  the  sedate  Englishman,  the  gay,  smiling  countenauce 
of  the  French  :aoble.  Every  European  order  glittered  in  the 
room,  some  hanging  from  a  collar  on  the  breast,  others 
dangling  by  the  side. 

To  a  watchful  observer  the  scène  presented  more  than  this 
gaily  decorated  surface.  It  had  a  soûl;  it  lived,  it  thought, 
it  felt,  it  found  expression  in  the  hidden  passions  which  now 
and  again  forced  their  way  to  the  surface.  Now  it  would 
be  an  interchange  of  malicious  glances  ;  now  some  f air  young 
girl,  carried  away  by  excitement  and  novelty,  would  betray 
a  touch  of  passion  ;  jealous  women  talked  scandai  behind  their 
fans  and  paid  each  other  extravagant  compliments.  Society, 
decked  out,  curled,  and  perfumed,  abandoned  itself  to  that 
frenzy  of  the  fête  which  goes  to  the  head  like  the  fumes  of 
wine.     From  every  brow,  as  from  every  heart,  seemed  to 
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emanate  sensations  and  thoughts,  which,  forming  together 
one  potent  influence,  inflamed  the  niost  cold-blooded. 

It  was  the  most  exciting  moment  of  tins  entrancing  even- 
ing.  In  a  corner  of  the  gilded  drawing-room,  where  a  few 
bankers,  ambassadors,  and  retired  ministers,  together  with 
that  old  reprobate,  Lord  Dudley  (an  unexpected  arrivai), 
were  seated  at  play,  Mme.  Félix  de  Vandenesse  found  herself 
unable  to  resist  the  impulse  to  enter  into  conversation  with 
Nathan.  She,  too,  may  hâve  been  yielding  to  that  ballroom 
intoxication  which  has  wrung  many  a  confession  from  the 
lips  of  the  most  coy. 

The  sight  of  this  splendid  pageant  of  a  world  to  which 
he  was  still  a  stranger  stung  Nathan  to  the  heart  with  re- 
doubled  ambition.  He  looked  at  Eastignac,  whose  brother, 
at  the  âge  of  twenty-seven,  had  just  been  made  a  Bishop, 
and  whose  brother-in-law,  Martial  de  la  Eoche-Hugon,  held 
office,  while  he  himself  was  an  Under  Secretary  of  State,  and 
about  to  marry,  as  rumor  said,  the  only  daughter  of  the 
Baron  de  Nucingen.  He  saw  among  the  members  of  the 
diplomatie  body  an  obscure  writer  who  used  to  translate  for- 
eign  newspapers  for  a  journal  that  passed  over  to  the  reigning 
dynasty  after  1830  ;  he  saw  leader-writers  members  of 
the  Council  and  professors  peers  of  France.  And  he  per- 
ceived,  with  bitterness,  that  he  had  taken  the  wrong  road 
in  preaching  the  overthrow  of  an  aristocracy  which  counted 
among  its  ornaments  the  true  nobility  of  fortunate  talent 
and  successful  scheming.  Blondet,  though  still  a  mère  jour- 
nalistic  hack,  was  much  made  of  in  society,  and  had  it  yet 
in  his  power  to  strike  the  road  to  fortune  by  means  of  his 
intimacy  with  Mme.  de  Montcornet.  Blondet,  therefore,  with 
ail  his  ill-luck,  was  a  striking  example  in  Nathan's  eyes  of  the 
importance  of  having  friends  in  high  places.  In  the  depths 
of  his  heart  he  resolved  upon  following  the  example  of  men 
like  de  Marsay,  Eastignac,  Blondet,  and  Talleyrand,  the 
leader  of  the  sect.  He  would  throw  conviction  to  the  winds, 
pa5dng  allegiance  only  to  accomplished  facts,  which  he  would 
wrest  to  his  own  advantage;  no  System  should  be  to  him 
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more  than  an  instrument  ;  and  on  no  account  would  he  upset 
hhe  balance  of  a  soeiety  so  admirably  constructed,  so  décora- 
tive, and  so  consonant  with  nature. 

"My  future,"  he  said  to  himself,  "is  in  the  hands  of  a  wo- 
man  belonging  to  the  great  world." 

Full  of  this  thought,  the  outcome  of  a  frantic  cupidit}^ 
Nathan  pounced  upon  the  Comtesse  de  Vandenesse  like  a 
hawk  upon  its  prey.  She  was  looking  charming  in  a  head- 
dress  of  marabout  feathers,  which  produced  the  delieious 
melting  efïect  of  Lawrence's  portraits,  well  suited  to  her 
gentle  character.  The  fervid  rhapsodies  of  the  poet,  crazed 
by  ambition,  carried  the  sweet  créature  quite  off  her  feet. 
Lady  Dudley,  whose  eye  was  everywhere,  secured  the  tête-à- 
tête  by  handing  over  the  Comte  de  Vandenesse  to  Mme.  de 
Manerville.  It  was  the  first  time  the  parted  lovers  had 
spoken  face  to  face  since  their  rupture.  The  woman,  strong 
in  the  habit  of  aseendency,  caught  Félix  in  the  toils  of  a 
coquettish  controversy,  with  plenty  of  blushing  confidences, 
regrets  deftly  cast  like  flowers  at  his  feet,  and  récriminations, 
where  self-defence  was  intended  to  stimulate  reproach. 

Whilst  her  husband's  former  mistress  was  raking  among 
the  ashes  of  dead  joys  to  find  some  spark  of  life,  Mme.  Félix 
de  Vandenesse  experienced  those  violent  heart-throbs  which 
assail  a  woman  with  the  certainty  of  going  astray  and  tread- 
ing  forbidden  paths.  Thèse  émotions  are  not  without  fasci- 
nation, and  rouse  many  dormant  faculties.  Now,  as  in  the 
days  of  Bluebeard,  ail  women  love  to  use  the  blood-stained 
key,  that  splendid  mythological  symbol  which  is  one  of  Per- 
rault's  glories. 

The  dramatist,  who  knew  his  Shakespeare,  unfolded  the 
taie  of  his  hardships,  described  his  struggle  with  men  and 
things,  opened  up  glimpses  of  his  unstable  success,  his  polit- 
ical  genius  wasting  in  obscurity,  his  life  unblessed  by  any 
gênerons  affection.  Without  a  word  directly  to  that  effect, 
he  conveyed  to  this  gracious  lady  the  suggestion  that  she 
might  play  for  him  the  noble  part  of  Eebecca  in  Ivanlioe, 
might  love  and  shelter  him.    Not  a  syllable  overstepped  the 
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pure  régions  of  sentiment.  The  blue  of  the  forget-me-not, 
the  white  of  the  lily,  are  not  more  pure  than  were  his  flowers 
of  rhetoric  and  the  things  signified  by  them;  the  radiance  of 
a  seraph  lighted  the  brow  of  this  artist,  who  might  yet  utilize 
'his  discourse  with  a  publisher.  He  acquitted  himself  well  of 
the  serpent's  part,  and  flashed  before  the  eyes  of  the  Countess 
the  tempting  colors  of  the  fatal  fruit.  Marie  left  the  bail 
consumed  by  remorse,  which  was  akin  to  hope,  thrilled  by 
compliments  flattering  to  lier  vanity,  and  agitated  to  the 
remotest  corner  of  her  heart.  Her  very  goodness  was  her 
snare;  she  could  not  resist  her  own  pity  for  the  unfortunate. 

Whether  Mme.  de  Manerville  brought  Vandenesse  to  the 
room  where  his  wife  was  talking  with  Nathan,  whether  he 
came  thero  of  his  own  accord,  or  whether  the  conversation  had 
roused  in  him  a  slumbering  pain,  the  f  act  remains,  whatever 
the  cause,  that,.  when  his  wife  came  to  ask  for  his  arm,  she 
found  him  gloomy  and  abstracted.  The  Countess  was  afraid 
she  had  been  seen.  As  soon  as  she  was  alone  with  Félix  in 
the  carriage,  she  threw  him  a  smile  full  of  meaning,  and 
began: 

"Was  not  that  Mme.  de  Manerville  with  whom  you  were 
talking,  dear?" 

Félix  had  not  yet  got  clear  of  the  thorny  ground,  through 
which  his  wife's  neat  little  attack  marched  him,  when  the 
carriage  stopped  at  their  door.  It  was  the  first  stratagem 
prompted  by  love.  Marie  was  delighted  to  hâve  thus  got 
the  better  of  a  man  whom  till  then  she  had  considered  so 
superior.  She  tasted  for  the  first  time  the  joy  of  victory 
at  a  critical  moment. 


CHAPTEE  V 

PLORINE 

In"  a  passage  between  the  Eue  Basse-du-Eempart  and  the 
Eue  Neuve-des-Mathurins,  Eaoul  had  one  or  two  bare,  cold 
rooms  on  the  third  floor  of  a  thin,  ugly  house.     This  was 
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his  abode  for  the  gênerai  public,  for  literary  novices,  cred- 
itors,  intruders,  and  the  whole  race  of  bores  who  were  not 
allowed  to  cross  the  threshold  of  private  life.  His  real  home, 
which  was  the  stage  of  his  wider  life  and  public  appearances, 
he  made  with  Florine,  a  second-rate  actress  who,  ten  years 
before,  had  been  raised  to  the  rank  of  a  great  dramatie  artist 
by  the  combined  efforts  of  Nathan's  friends,  the  newspaper 
critics,  and  a  few  literary  men. 

For  ten  years  Raoul  had  been  so  closely  attached  to  this 
woman,  that  he  spent  half  his  life  in  her  house,  taking 
his  meals  there  whenever  he  had  no  engagements  outside 
nor  friends  to  entertain.  Florine,  to  a  finished  depravity, 
added  a  very  pretty  wit,  which  constant  intercourse  with 
artists  and  daily  praetice  had  developed  and  sharpened.  Wit 
is  generally  supposed  to  be  a  rare  quality  among  actors.  It 
seems  an  easy  infercnce  that  those  who  spend  their  lives  in 
bringing  the  outside  to  perfection  should  bave  little  left  with 
which  to  furnish  the  interior.  But  any  one  who  considers 
the  small  number  of  actors  and  actresses  in  a  century,  com- 
pared  with  the  quantity  of  dramatie  authors  and  attractive 
Avomen  produced  by  the  same  population,  will  see  reason  to 
dispute  this  notion.  It  rests,  in  fact,  on  the  common  as- 
sumption  that  personal  feeling  must  disappear  in  the  imita- 
tive  expression  of  passion,  whereas  the  real  fact  is  that  intel- 
ligence, memory,  and  imagination  are  the  only  powers  em- 
ployed  in  such  imitation.  Great  artists  are  those  who,  ac- 
cording  to  Napoleon's  définition,  can  intercept  at  will  the 
communication  established  by  nature  between  sensation  and 
thought.  Molière  and  Talma  loved  more  passionately  in 
their  old  âge  than  is  usual  with  ordinary  mortals. 

Florine's  position  forced  her'to  listen  to  the  talk  of  alert 
and  calculating  Journalists  and  to  the  prophecies  of  garrulous 
literary  men,  while  keeping  an  eye  on  certain  politicians  who 
used  her  house  as  a  means  of  profiting  by  the  sallies  of  her 
guests.  The  mixture  of  angel  and  démon  which  she  embodied 
made  her  a  fitting  hostess  for  thèse  profligates,  who  reveled 
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in  her  impudence  and  found  unfailing  amusement  in  the  per- 
versity  of  her  mind  and  heart. 

Her  house,  enriched  with  offerings  from  admirers,  dis- 
played  in  its  exaggerated  magnificence  an  entire  regardless- 
ness  of  cost.  Women  of  this  type  set  a  purely  arbitrary  value 
on  their  possessions;  in  a  fit  of  temper  they  will  smash  a 
fan  or  a  scent-bottle  worthy  of  a  queen,  and  they  will  be 
inconsolable  if  anything  happens  to  a  ten-franc  basin  which 
their  lap-dogs  drink  out  of.  The  dining-room,  crowded  with 
rare  and  costly  gifts,  may  serve  as  a  spécimen  of  the  régal 
and  insolent  profusion  of  the  establishment. 

The  whole  room,  including  the  ceiling,  was  covered  with 
carved  oak,  left  unstained,  and  set  off  with  lines  of  dull  gold. 
In  the  panels,  encircled  by  groups  of  children  playing  with 
chimœras,  were  placed  the  lights,  which  illuminated  hère  a 
rough  sketch  by  Decamps;  there  a  plaster  angel  holding  a 
basin  of  holy  water,  a  présent  from  Antonin  Moine;  further 
on  a  dainty  picture  of  Eugène  Devéria  ;  the  sombre  figure  of 
some  Spanish  alchemist  by  Louis  Boulanger;  an  autograph 
letter  from  Lord  Byron  to  Caroline  in  an  ebony  frame,  carved 
by  Elschoet,  with  a  letter  of  Napoléon  to  Joséphine  to  match 
it.  The  things  were  arranged  without  any  view  to  symmetry, 
and  yet  with  a  sort  of  unstudied  art;  the  whole  effect  took 
one,  as  it  were,  by  storm.  There  was  a  union  of  carelessness 
and  désire  to  please,  such  as  can  only  be  found  in  the  homes 
of  artists.  The  exquisitely-carved  mantelpiece  was  bare  ex- 
cept  for  a  whimsical  Florentine  statue  in  ivory,  attributed  to 
Michael  Angelo,  representing  a  Pan  discovering  a  woman 
disguised  as  a  young  herd,  the  original  of  which  is  at  the 
Treasury  in  Vienna.  On  either  side  of  this  hung  an  iron 
candelabrum,  the  work  of  some  Eenaissance  chisel.  A  Boule 
timepiece  on  a  tortoise-shell  bracket,  lacquered  with  copper 
arabesques,  glittered  in  the  middle  of  a  panel  between  two 
statuettes,  survivais  from  some  ruined  abbey.  In  the  cornera 
of  the  room  on  pedestals  stood  gorgeously  resplendent  lamps 
— the  fee  paid  by  some  maker  to  Florine  for  trumpeting  his 
wares  among  her  friends,  who  were  assured  that  Japanese 
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pots,  with  rich  fittings,  made  the  only  possible  stand  for 
lamps.  On  a  marvelous  whatnot  lay  a  display  of  silver,  well- 
earned  trophy  of  a  combat  in  which  some  English  lord  had 
been  forced  to  acknowledge  the  siiperiority  of  the  French 
nation.  Next  came  porcelain  reliefs.  The  whole  room  dis- 
played  the  charming  profusion  of  an  artist  whose  furniture 
represents  his  capital. 

The  bedroom,  in  violet,  was  a  young  ballet-girl's  dream: 
velvet  ciirtains,  lined  with  silk,  were  draped  over  inner  folds 
of  tulle;  the  ceiling  was  in  white  cashmere  relieved  with 
violet  silk;  at  the  foot  of  the  bed  lay  an  ermine  rug;  within 
the  bed-curtains,  which  fell  in  the  form  of  an  inverted  lily, 
hung  a  lantern  by  which  to  read  the  proofs  of  next  day's 
papers.  A  yellow  drawing-room,  enriched  with  ornaments 
the  color  of  Florentine  bronze,  carried  out  the  same  impres- 
sion of  magnificence,  but  a  detailed  description  would  make 
thèse  pages  too  much  of  a  broker's  inventory.  To  find  any- 
thing  comparable  to  thèse  treasures,  it  would  be  necessary  to 
visit  the  Eothschilds'  house  close  by. 

Sophie  Grignoult,  who,  following  the  usual  custom  of 
taking  a  stage  name,  was  known  as  Florine,  had  made  her 
début,  beautiful  as  she  was,  in  a  subordinate  capacity.  Her 
triumph  and  her  wealth  she  owed  to  Eaoul  Nathan.  The 
association  of  thèse  two  careers,  common  enough  in  the  dra- 
matic  and  literary  world,  did  not  injure  Eaoul,  who,  in  his 
eharacter  as  a  man  of  high  pretensions,  respected  the  pro- 
prieties.  Nevertheless,  Florine's  fortune  was  far  from  as- 
sured.  Her  professional  income,  arising  from  her  salary  and 
what  she  could  earn  in  her  holidays,  barely  sufficed  for  dress 
and  housekeeping.  Nathan  helped  her  with  contributions 
levied  on  new  ventures  in  trade,  and  was  always  chivalrous 
and  ready  to  act  as  her  protector;  but  the  support  he  gave 
was  neither  regular  nor  solid.  This  instability,  this  hand- 
to-mouth  life,  had  no  terrors  for  Florine.  She  believed  in 
her  talent  and  her  beauty;  and  this  robust  faith  had  some- 
thing  comic  in  it  for  those  who  heard  her,  in  answer  to  re- 
monstrances,  mortgaging  her  future  on  such  security. 
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"I  can  live  on  my  means  wlienever  I  like,"  she  would 
say.    "I  hâve  fifty  francs  in  the  funds  now." 

No  one  could  understand  how,  with  her  beauty,  Florine 
had  remained  seven  years  in  obscurity;  but  as  a  matter  of 
fact,  she  was  enrolled  as  a  supernumerary  at  the  âge  of 
thirteen,  and  niade  her  début  two  years  later  in  a  humble 
théâtre  on  the  boulevards.  At  fifteen,  beauty  and  talent  do 
not  exist;  there  can  only  be  promise  of  the  coming  woman. 
She  was  now  twenty-eight,  an  âge  which  with  French  women 
is  the  culminating  point  of  their  beauty.  Painters  admired 
most  of  ail  her  shoulders,  glossy  white,  with  olive  tints  about 
the  back  of  the  neck,  but  iirm  and  polished,  reflecting  the 
light  like  watered  silk.  When  she  turned  her  head,  the  neck 
made  magnificent  curves  in  which  seulptors  delighted.  On 
this  neck  rose  the  small,  imperious  head  of  a  Eoman  empress, 
graceful  and  finely  moulded,  round  and  self-assertive,  like 
that  of  Poppœa.  The  features  were  correct,  yet  expressive, 
and  the  unlined  forehead  was  that  of  an  easy-going  woman 
who  takes  ail  trouble  lightly,  yet  can  be  obstinate  as  a  mule 
on  occasion  and  deaf  to  ail  reason.  This  forehead,  with  its 
pure  unbroken  sweep,  gave  value  to  the  lovely  flaxen  hair, 
generally  raised  in  front,  in  Eoman  fashion,  in  two  equal 
masses  and  twisted  into  a  high  knot  at  the  back,  so  as  to 
prolong  the  curve  of  the  neck  and  bring  out  its  whiteness. 
Dark,  délicate  eyebrows,  such  as  a  Chinese  artist  pencils, 
framed  the  heavy  lids,  covered  with  a  network  of  tiny  pink 
veins.  The  pupils,  sparkling  with  lire  but  spotted  with 
patches  of  brown,  gave  to  her  look  the  fieree  fixity  of  a  wild 
beast,  emblematie  of  the  courtesan's  eold  heartlessness.  The 
lovely  gazelle-like  iris  was  a  beautiful  gray,  and  fringed  with 
black  lashes,  a  bewitching  eontrast  which  brought  out  yet 
more  strikingly  the  expression  of  calm  and  expectant  désire. 
Darker  tints  encircled  the  eyes;  but  it  was  the  artistic  finish 
with  which  she  used  them  that  was  most  remarkable.  Those 
darting,  sidelong  glanées  which  nothing  escaped,  the  upward 
gaze  of  her  dreamy  pose,  the  wny  she  had  of  keeping  the 
iris  fixed,  while  charging  it  with  the  most  intense  passion 
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and  without  moving  the  head  or  stirring  a  muscle  of  tlie  face 
— a  trick,  this,  learned  on  the  stage — the  keen  sweep  which 
would  embrace  a  whole  room  to  find  ont  the  man  she  wanted, 
— thèse  were  the  arts  which  made  of  her  eyes  the  most  ter- 
rible, the  sweetest,  the  strangest  in  the  world. 

Eouge  had  spoiled  the  délicate  transparency  of  her  soft 
eheeks.  But  if  it  was  beyond  her  power  to  blush  or  grow  pale, 
she  had  a  slender  nose,  indented  by  pink,  quivering  nostrils, 
which  seemed  to  breathe  the  sarcasni  and  mockery  of  Molière's 
waiting-maids.  Her  mouth,  sensual  and  luxurious,  lending 
itself  to  irony  as  readily  as  to  love,  owed  much  of  its  beauty 
to  the  finely-Gut  edges  of  the  little  groove  joining  the  upper 
lip  to  the  nose.  Her  white,  rather  fleshy,  chin  portended 
storms  in  love.  Her  hands  and  arms  niight  hâve  been  an 
empress'.  But  the  feet  were  short  and  thick,  ineradicable 
sign  of  low  birth.  Never  had  héritage  wrought  more  woe. 
In  her  efforts  to  change  it,  Florine  had  stopped  short  only 
at  amputation.  But  her  feet  were  obstinate,  like  the  Bretons 
from  whom  she  sprang,  and  refused  to  yield  to  any  science 
or  manipulation.  Florine  therefore  wore  long  boots,  stufïed 
with  cotton,  to  give  her  an  arched  instep.  She  was  of  médium 
height,  and  threatened  with  corpulence,  but  her  figure  still 
kept  its  curves  and  précision. 

Morally,  she  was  past  mistress  in  ail  the  airs  and  grâces, 
tantrums,  quips,  and  caresses  of  her  trade  ;  but  she  gave  them 
a  spécial  eharacter  by  aiïecting  childishness  and  edging  in 
a  sly  thrust  under  cover  of  innocent  laughter.  With  ail  her 
apparent  ignorance  and  giddiness,  she  was  at  home  in  the 
mysteries  of  discount  and  commercial  law.  She  had  waded 
through  so  many  bad  times  to  reach  her  day  of  precarious 
triumph  !  She  had  descended,  story  by  story,  to  the  ground- 
floor,  through  such  a  coil  of  intrigue  !  She  knew  life  under 
so  many  forms;  from  that  which  dines  oiï  bread  and  cheese 
to  that  which  toys  listlessly  with  apricot  fritters  ;  from  that 
which  does  its  cooking  and  washing  in  the  corner  of  a  garret 
with  an  earthen  stove  to  that  which  summons  its  vassal  host 
of  big-paunehed  chefs  and  impudent  scullions.     She  had  in- 
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dulged  in  crédit  without  killing  it.  She  knew  everything  of 
whicli  good  women  are  ignorant,  and  could  speak  ail  lan- 
guages.  A  child  of  the  people  by  her  origin,  the  refinement 
of  her  beauty  allied  her  to  the  npper  classes.  She  was  hard 
to  overreach  and  impossible  to  mystify;  for,  like  spies,  bar- 
risters,  and  those  who  hâve  grown  old  in  statecraft,  she  kept 
an  open  mind  for  every  possibility.  She  knew  how  to  deal 
with  tradespeople  and  their  little  tricks,  and  could  quota 
priées  with  an  auctioneer.  Lying  back,  like  some  fair  young 
bride,  on  lier  couch,  with  the  part  she  was  learning  in  her 
hand,  she  might  hâve  passed  for  a  guileless  and  ignorant  girl 
of  sixteen,  protected  only  by  her  innocence.  But  let  some 
importunate  créditer  arrive,  and  she  was  on  her  feet  like  a 
startled  fawn,  a  good  round  oath  upon  her  lips. 

"My  good  fellow,"  she  would  address  him,  "your  insolence 
is  really  too  high  an  interest  on  my  debt.  I  am  tired  of  the 
sight  of  you;  go  and  send  the  bailifïs,  Eather  them  than 
your  imbécile  face." 

Florine  gave  charming  dinners,  concerts,  and  crowded  ré- 
ceptions, where  the  play  was  very  high.  Her  women  friends 
were  ail  beautiful.  Never  had  an  old  woman  been  seen  at 
her  parties  ;  she  was  entirely  f  ree  f  rom  jealousy,  whieh  seemed 
to  her  a  confession  of  weakness.  Among  her  old  acquaint- 
ances  were  Coralie  and  la  Torpille;  among  those  of  the  day, 
the  Tullias,  Euphrasie,  the  Aquilinas,  Mme.  du  Val-Noble, 
Mariette  ; — those  women  who  float  through  Paris  like  threads 
of  gossamer  in  the  air,  no  one  knowing  whence  they  come  or 
whither  they  go;  queens  to-day,  to-morrow  drudges.  Her 
rivais,  too,  came,  actresses  and  singers,  the  whole  company, 
in  short,  of  that  unique  féminine  world,  so  kindly  and  gra- 
cions in  its  recklessness,  whose  Bohemian  life  carries  away 
with  its  dash,  its  spirit,  its  scorn  of  to-morrow,  the  men  who 
join  the  frenzied  dance.  Though  in  Florine's  house  Bohe- 
mianism  flourished  unchecked  to  a  chorus  of  gay  artists,  the 
mistress  had  ail  her  wits  about  her,  and  could  use  them  as 
not  one  of  her  guests.  Secret  saturnalia  of  literature  and 
art  were  held  there  side  by  side  with  politics  and  finance. 
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There  passion  reigned  suprême;  there  temper  and  the  whim 
of  the  moment  received  the  révérence  which  a  simple  society 
pays  to  honor  and  virtue.  There  might  be  seen  Blondet, 
Finot,  Etienne  Lousteau,  her  seventh  lover,  who  believed  hira- 
self  to  be  the  first,  Félicien  Vernon,  the  journalist,  Couture, 
Bixiou,  Rastignac  formerly,  Claude  Vignon,  the  critic, 
Nucingen  the  banker,  du  Tillet,  Conti  the  composer;  in  a 
Word,  the  whole  diabolic  légion  of  ferocious  egotists  in 
every  walk  of  life.  There  also  came  the  friends  of  the 
singers,  dancers,  and  actresses  whom  Florine  knew. 

Every  member  of  this  society  liated  or  loved  every  other 
member  according  to  circumstances.  This  house  of  call,  open 
to  celebrities  of  every  kind,  was  a  sort  of  brothel  of  wit,  a 
galleys  of  the  mind.  Not  a  guest  there  but  had  filched  his 
fortune  within  the  four  corners  of  the  law,  had  worked 
through  ten  years  of  squalor,  had  strangled  two  or  three  love 
affairs,  and  had  made  his  mark,  whether  by  a  book  or  a 
waistcoat,  a  drama  or  a  carriage  and  pair.  Their  time  was 
spent  in  hatching  mischief,  in  exploring  roads  to  wealth,  in 
ridiculing  popular  outbreaks,  which  they  had  incited  the  day 
before,  and  in  studying  the  fluctuations  of  the  money  market. 
Each  man,  as  he  left  the  house,  donned  again  the  livery  of 
his  beliefs,  which  he  had  cast  aside  on  entering  in  order  to 
abuse  at  his  ease  his  own  party,  and  admire  the  strategy  and 
skill  of  its  opponents,  to  put  in  plain  words  thoughts  which 
men  keep  to  themselves,  to  practise,  in  fine,  that  license  of 
speech  which  goes  with  license  in  action.  Paris  is  the  one 
place  in  the  world  where  houses  of  this  eclectic  sort  exist,  in 
which  every  taste,  every  vice,  every  opinion,  finds  a  welcome, 
so  long  as  it  eomes  in  décent  garb. 

It  remains  to  be  said  that  Florine  is  still  a  second-rate  ac- 
tress.  Further,  her  life  is  neither  an  idle  nor  an  enviable  one. 
Many  people,  deluded  by  the  splendid  vantage  ground  which 
the  théâtre  gives  to  a  woman,  imagine  her  to  live  in  a  per- 
pétuai carnival.  How  many  a  poor  girl,  buried  in  some 
porter's  lodge  or  under  an  attic  roof,  dreams  on  her  retum 
from  the  théâtre  of  pearls  and  diamonds,  of  dresses  deeked 
4 


56  A  DAUGHTER  OP  EVE 

with  gold  and  rich  sashes,  and  pictiires  herself,  the  glitter 
of  the  footlights  on  lier  liair,  applauded,  purchased,  wor- 
shiped,  carried  off.  And  not  one  of  them  knows  the  facts  of 
that  treadmill  existence,  how  an  actress  is  forced  to  attend 
rehearsals  under  penalty  of  a  fine,  to  read  plays,  and  per- 
petually  study  new  parts,  at  a  time  when  two  or  three  hun- 
dred  pièces  a  year  are  played  in  Paris.  In  the  course  of  each 
performance,  Florine  changes  her  dress  two  or  three  times, 
and  often  she  returns  to  her  dressing-room  half-dead  with 
exhaustion.  Then  she  has  to  get  rid  of  the  red  or  white 
paint  with  the  aid  of  plentiful  cosmetics,  and  dust  the  powder 
ont  of  her  hair,  if  she  has  been  playing  an  eighteenth  century 
part.  Barely  has  she  time  to  dine.  When  she  is  playing,  an 
actress  can  neither  lace  her  stays,  nor  eat,  nor  talk.  For  sup- 
per  again  Florine  has  no  time.  On  returning  from  a  per- 
formance, which  nowadays  is  not  over  till  past  midnight, 
she  has  her  toilet  for  the  night  to  make  and  orders  to  give. 
After  going  to  bed  at  one  or  two  in  the  morning,  she  has 
to  be  up  in  time  to  revise  her  parts,  to  order  her  dresses, 
to  explain  them  and  try  them  on;  then  lunch,  read  her  love- 
letters,  reply  to  them,  transact  business  with  her  hired  ap- 
plauders,  so  that  she  may  be  properly  greeted  on  entering 
and  leaving  the  stage,  and,  while  paying  the  bill  for  her  tri- 
umphs  of  the  past  month,  order  wholesale  those  of  the  présent. 
In  the  days  of  Saint  Genest,  a  canonized  actor,  who  neglected 
no  means  of  grâce  and  wore  a  hair-shirt,  the  stage,  we  must 
suppose,  did  not  demand  this  relentless  activity.  Often 
Florine  is  forced  to  feign  an  illness  if  she  wants  to  go  into 
the  country  and  pick  flowers  like  an  ordinary  mortal. 

Yet  thèse  purely  mechanical  occupations  are  nothing  in 
comparison  with  the  mental  worries,  arising  from  intrigues 
to  be  conducted,  annoyances  to  vanity,  préférences  shown  by 
authors,  compétition  for  parts,  with  its  triumphs  and  disap- 
pointments,  unreasonable  actors,  ill-natured  rivais,  and  the 
importunities  of  managers  and  critics,  ail  of  which  demand 
another  twenty-four  hours  in  the  day. 

And,  lastly,  there  is  the  art  itself  and  ail  the  difficulties 
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it  involves — the  interprétation  of  passion,  détails  of  mim- 
icry,  and  stage  effects,  with  thousands  of  opera-glasses  ready 
to  pounce  on  the  slightest  flaw  in  the  most  brilliant  present- 
ment.  Thèse  are  the  things  which  wore  away  the  life  and 
energy  of  Talma,  Lekain,  Baron,  Contât,  Clairon,  Champ- 
meslé.  In  the  pandemonium  of  the  greenroom  self-love  is 
sexless;  the  sueeessful  artist,  man  or  woman,  has  ail  other 
men  and  women  for  enemies. 

As  to  profits,  however  handsome  Florine's  salaries  may  be, 
they  do  not  eover  the  eost  of  the  stage  finery,  which — not 
to  speak  of  costumes — demands  an  enormous  expenditure 
in  long  gloves  and  shoes,  and  does  not  do  away  with  the 
necessity  for  evening  and  visiting  dresses.  One-third  of  such 
a  life  is  spent  in  begging  favors,  another  in  making  sure  the 
ground  already  won,  and  the  remainder  in  repelling  attaeks  ; 
but  ail  alike  is  work.  If  it  contains  also  moments  of  intense 
happiness,  that  is  because  happiness  hère  is  rare  and  stolen, 
long  waited  for,  a  chance  godsend  amid  the  hateful  grind 
of  forced  pleasure  and  stage  smiles. 

To  Florine,  Eaoul's  power  was  a  sovereign  protection. 
He  saved  her  many  a  vexation  and  worry,  in  the  fashion  of 
a  great  noble  of  former  days  defending  his  mistress;  or, 
to  take  a  modem  instance,  like  the  old  men  who  go  on  their 
knees  to  the  éditer  when  their  idol  has  been  scarified  by  some 
half penny  print.  He  was  more  than  a  lover  to  her;  he  was 
a  stafî  to  lean  on.  She  tended  him  like  a  father,  and  de- 
ceived  him  like  a  husband;  but  there  was  nothing  in  the 
world  she  would  not  hâve  sacrificed  for  him.  Eaoul  was  in- 
dispensable to  her  artistic  vanity,  to  the  tranquillity  of  her 
self-esteem,  and  to  her  dramatic  future.  Without  the  inter- 
vention of  some  great  writer,  no  great  actress  can  be  pro- 
duced;  we  owe  la  Champmeslé  to  Racine,  as  we  owe  Mars 
to  Monvel  and  Andrieux.  Florine,  on  her  side,  could  do 
nothing  for  Eaoul,  much  as  she  would  hâve  liked  to  be  useful 
or  necessary  to  him.  She  counted  on  the  séductions  of  habit, 
and  was  always  ready  to  open  her  rooms  and  offer  the  pro- 
fusion of  her  table  to  help  his  plans  or  his  friends.    In  fact. 
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she  aspired  to  be  for  him  what  Madame  de  Pompadour  was 
for  Louis  XV.;  and  there  were  aetresses  who  envied  lier 
position,  just  as  there  were  joumalists  who  would  hâve 
changed  places  with  Raoul. 

Now,  those  who  know  the  bent  of  the  human  mind  to 
opposition  and  contrast  will  easily  undcrstand  that  Raoul, 
after  ten  years  of  this  rakisli  Bohemian  life,  should  weary 
of  its  ups  and  downs,  its  revelry  and  its  writs,  its  orgies  and 
its  fasts,  and  should  feel  drawn  to  a  pure  and  innocent  love, 
as  well  as  to  the  gentle  harmony  of  a  great  lady's  existence. 
In  the  same  way,  the  Comtesse  Félix  longed  to  introduce 
the  torments  of  passion  into  a  life  the  bliss  of  which  had 
cloyed  through  its  sameness.  This  law  of  life  is  the  law  of 
ail  art,  which  exists  only  through  contrast.  A  work  produced 
independently  of  such  aid  is  the  highest  expression  of  genius, 
as  the  cloister  is  the  highest  effort  of  Christianity. 

Raoul,  on  returning  home,  found  a  note  from  Florine, 
which  her  maid  had  brought,  but  was  too  sleepy  to  read  it. 
He  went  to  bed  in  the  restful  satisfaction  of  a  tender  love, 
which  had  so  far  been  lacking  to  his  life.  A  few  hours 
later,  he  found  important  news  in  this  letter,  news  of  which 
neither  Rastignac  nor  de  Marsay  had  dropped  a  hint.  Florine 
had  learned  from  some  indiscreet  friend  that  the  Chamber 
was  to  be  dissolved  at  the  close  of  the  session.  Raoul  at 
once  went  to  Florine's,  and  sent  for  Blondet  to  meet  him 
there. 

In  Florine's  boudoir,  their  feet  upon  the  fire-dogs,  Emile 
and  Raoul  dissected  the  political  situation  of  France  in 
1834.  On  what  side  lay  the  best  chance  for  a  man  who  wanted 
to  get  on?  Every  shade  of  opinion  was  passed  in  review — 
Republicans  pure  and  simple,  Republicans  with  a  Président, 
Republicans  without  a  republic.  Dynastie  Constitutionalists 
and  Constitutionalists  without  a  dynasty,  Conservative  Min- 
isterialists  and  Absolutist  Ministerialists  ;  lastly,  the  com- 
promising  right,  the  aristocratie  right,  the  Legitimist  right, 
the  Henri-quinquist  right,  and  the  Carlist  right.  As  between 
the  party  of  obstruction  and  the  party  of  progress  there 
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could  be  no  question;  as  well  might  one  hesitate  between 
life  and  death. 

The  vast  number  of  newspapers  at  this  time  in  circulation, 
representing  différent  shades  of  party,  was  significant  of  the 
chaotic  confusion — the  slush,  as  it  might  vulgarly  be  called — 
to  which  politics  were  reduced.  Blondet,  the  man  of  his  day 
with  most  judgment,  although,  like  a  barrister  unable  to 
plead  his  own  cause,  he  could  use  it  only  on  behalf  of  others, 
was  magnificent  in  thèse  friendly  discussions.  His  advice 
to  Nathan  was  not  to  désert  abruptly. 

"It  was  Napoléon  who  said  that  young  republics  cannot 
be  made  out  of  old  monarchies.  Therefore,  do  you,  my 
f riend,  become  the  hero,  the  pillar,  the  creator  of  a  lef t  centre 
in  the  next  Chamber,  and  a  political  future  is  before  you. 
Once  past  the  barricr,  once  in  the  Ministry,  a  man  can  do 
what  he  pleases,  he  can  wear  the  winning  colors." 

Nathan  decided  to  start  a  political  daily  paper,  of  which 
he  should  hâve  the  complète  control,  and  to  affiliate  to  it 
one  of  those  small  society  sheets  with  which  the  press 
swarmed,  establishing  at  the  same  time  a  connection  with 
some  magazine.  The  press  had  been  the  mainspring  of  so 
many  fortunes  around  him  that  Nathan  refused  to  listen 
to  Blondet's  warnings  against  trusting  to  it.  In  Blondet's 
opinion,  the  spéculation  was  unsafe,  because  of  the  multitude 
of  competing  papers,  and  because  the  power  of  the  press 
seemed  to  him  used  up.  Eaoul,  strong  in  his  supposed 
f riends  and  in  his  courage,  was  keen  to  go  forward  ;  with  a 
gesture  of  pride  he  sprang  to  his  feet  and  exclaimed: 

"I  shall  succeed  !" 

"You  haven't  a  penny  !" 

"I  shall  Write  a  play  !" 

"It  will  fall  dead." 

"Let  it,"  said  Nathan. 

He  paced  up  and  down  Plorine's  room,  followed  by  Blon- 
det, who  thought  he  had  gone  crazy  ;  he  cast  covetous  glanées 
on  the  costly  treasures  piled  up  around;  then  Blondet  under- 
stood  him. 
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"There's  more  than  one  hundred  tliousand  francs'  worth 
hère,"  said  Emile. 

"Yes,"  said  Kaoul,  with  a  sigh  towards  Florine's  sumptuous 
bed  ;  "Ijut  I  would  sell  patent  saf ety-chains  on  the  boulevards 
and  live  on  fried  potatoes  ail  my  life  rather  than  sell  a  single 
patera  from  thèse  rooms." 

"Not  one  patera,  no,"  said  Blondet,  "but  the  whole  lot! 
Ambition  is  like  death  ;  it  clutches  ail  because  life,  it  knows, 
is  hounding  it  on." 

"No  !  a  thousand  times,  no  !  I  would  accept  anything 
from  that  Countess  of  yesterday,  but  to  rob  Florine  of  her 
nest?     .     .     ." 

"To  overthrow  one's  mint,"  said  Blondet,  with  a  tragic 
air,  "to  smash  up  the  coining-press,  and  break  the  stamp, 
is  certainly  serions." 

"From  what  I  can  gather,  you  are  abandoning  the  stage 
for  politics,"  said  Florine,  suddenly  breaking  in  on  them. 

"Yes,  my  child,  yes,"  said  Eaoul  good-naturedly,  putting 
his  arm  round  her  neck  and  kissing  her  forehead.  "Why 
that  f rown  ?  It  will  be  no  loss  to  you.  Won't  the  minister  be 
better  placed  than  the  journalist  for  getting  a  first-rate  en- 
gagement for  the  queen  of  the  boards?  You  will  still  hâve 
your  parts  and  your  holidays." 

"Where  is  the  money  to  come  from  ?"  she  asked. 

"From  my  uncle,"  replied  Kaoul. 

Florine  knew  this  "uncle."  The  word  meant  a  money- 
lender,  just  as  "my  aunt"  was  the  vulgar  name  for  a  pawn- 
broker. 

"Don't  bother  yourself,  my  pretty  one,"  said  Blondet  to 
Florine,  patting  her  on  the  shoulder.  "I  will  get  Massol  to 
help  him.  He's  a  barrister,  and,  like  the  rest  of  them,  intends 
to  hâve  a  turn  at  being  Minister  of  Justice.  Then  there's 
du  Tillet,  who  wants  a  seat  in  the  Chamber;  Finot,  who  is 
still  backing  a  society  paper;  Plantin,  who  bas  his  eye  on  a 
post  under  the  Conseil  d'État,  and  who  has  some  share  in 
a  magazine.  No  fear!  I  won't  let  him  ruin  himself.  We 
will  get  a  meeting  hère  with  Etienne  Lousteau,  who  will  do 
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the  light  stuff,  and  Claude  Vignon  far  the  serious  criticism. 
Félicien  Vernou  will  be  the  charwoman  of  the  paper,  the 
barrister  will  sweat  for  it,  du  Tillet  will  look  after  trade  and 
the  Exchange,  and  we  shall  see  where  this  union  of  deter- 
mined  men  and  their  tools  will  land  us." 

"In  the  workhouse  or  on  the  Government  bench,  those 
refuges  for  the  ruined  in  body  or  mind/'  said  Raoul. 

"What  about  the  dinner?" 

"We'll  hâve  it  hère/'  said  Eaoul,  "five  days  hence." 

"Let  me  know  how  much  you  need,"  said  Florine  simply. 

"Why,  the  barrister,  du  Tillet,  and  Eaoul  can't  start  with 
less  than  one  hundred  thousand  francs  apiece,"  said  Blondet. 
'*That  will  run  the  paper  very  well  for  eighteen  months,  time 
enough  to  make  a  hit  or  miss  in  Paris." 

Florine  made  a  gesture  of  approval.  The  two  friands 
thcn  took  a  cab  and  set  out  in  quest  of  guests,  pens,  ideas, 
and  sources  of  support.  The  beautiful  actress  on  her  part 
sent  for  four  dealers  in  furniture,  curiosities,  pictures,  and 
jewelry.  The  dealers,  who  were  ail  men  of  substance,  entered 
the  sanctuary  and  made  an  inventory  of  its  whole  contents, 
just  as  though  Florine  were  dead.  She  threatened  them 
with  a  public  auction  in  case  they  hardened  their  hearts  in 
hopes  of  a  better  opportunity.  She  had,  she  told  them,  excited 
the  admiration  of  an  English  lord  in  a  mediœval  part,  and  she 
wished  to  dispose  of  ail  her  personal  property,  in  order  that 
her  apparently  destitute  condition  might  move  him  to  présent 
her  with  a  splendid  house,  which  she  would  furnish  as  a 
rival  to  Rothschilds'.  With  ail  her  arts,  she  only  succeeded  in 
getting  an  offer  of  seventy  thousand  francs  for  the  whole  of 
the  spoil,  which  was  well  worth  one  hundred  and  fifty  thou- 
sand. Florine,  who  did  not  care  a  button  for  the  things, 
prcmised  they  should  be  handed  over  in  seven  days  for  eighty 
thousand  francs. 

"You  can  take  it  or  leave  it,"  she  said. 

The  bargain  was  concluded.  When  the  dealers  had  gone, 
the  actress  skipped  for  joy,  like  the  little  hills  of  King  David. 
She  could  not  conlain  herself  for  delight;  never  had  she 
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dreamed  of  such  wealth.  When  Eaoul  returned,  she  pre- 
tended  to  be  ofïended  with  him,  and  declared  that  she  was 
deserted.  She  saw  throiigh  it  ail  now  ;  men  don't  change  their 
party  or  leave  the  stage  for  the  Chamber  without  some  reason. 
There  must  be  a  rival  !  Her  instinct  told  her  so  !  Vows  of 
eternal  love  rewarded  her  little  comedy. 

Five  days  later,  Florine  gave  a  magnificent  entertainment. 
The  ceremony  of  christening  the  paper  was  then  performed 
amidst  floods  of  wine  and  wit,  oaths  of  fidelity,  of  good  fel- 
lowship,  and  of  serions  alliance.  The  name,  forgotten  now, 
like  the  Libéral,  the  Communal,  the  Départemental,  the  Garde 
National,  the  Fédéral,  the  Impartial,  was  something  which 
ended  in  al,  and  was  bound  not  to  take.  Descriptions  of 
banquets  hâve  been  so  numerous  in  a  literary  period  which 
had  more  tirst-hand  expérience  of  starving  in  an  attic,  that 
it  would  be  difficult  to  do  justice  to  Florine's.  Suffice  it 
to  say  that,  at  three  in  the  morning,  Florine  was  able  to 
undress  and  go  to  bed  as  if  she  had  been  alone,  though  not 
one  of  her  guests  had  left.  Thèse  lights  of  their  âge  were 
sleeping  like  pigs.  When,  early  in  the  morning,  the  packers, 
commissionaires,  and  porters  arrived  to  carry  off  the  gorgeous 
trappings  of  the  famous  actress,  she  laughed  aloud  to  see 
them  lifting  thèse  celebrities  like  heavy  pièces  of  furniture 
and  depositing  them  on  the  floor. 

Thus  the  splendid  collection  went  its  way, 

Florine  carried  her  personal  remembrances  to  shops  where 
the  sight  of  them  did  not  enlighten  passers-by  as  to  how 
and  when  thèse  flowers  of  luxury  had  been  paid  for.  It  was 
agreed  to  leave  her  until  the  evening  a  few  specially  reserved 
articles,  including  her  bed,  her  table,  and  her  crockery,  so 
that  she  might  offer  breakfast  to  her  guests.  Thèse  witty 
gentlemen,  having  fallen  asleep  under  the  beauteous  drapery 
of  wealth,  awoke  to  the  cold,  naked  walls  of  poverty,  studded 
with  nail-marks  and  disfigured  by  those  incongruous  patches 
which  are  found  at  the  back  of  wall  décorations,  as  ropes 
behind  an  opéra  scène. 

"Why,   Florine,  the  poor  girl  has   an  exécution  in  the 
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house  !"  cried  Bixiou,  one  of  the  guests.  "Quick  !  your 
pockets,  gentlemen  !    A  subscription  !" 

At  thèse  words  the  whole  company  was  on  foot.  The  net 
sweepings  of  the  pockets  came  to  thirty-seven  francs,  which 
Eaoul  handed  over  with  mock  ceremony  to  the  laughing 
Florine.  The  happy  courtesan  raised  her  head  from  the  pil- 
low  and  pointed  to  a  heap  of  bank-notes  on  the  sheet,  thick  as 
in  the  golden  days  of  her  trade.     Kaoul  called  Blondet. 

"I  see  it  now,"  said  Blondet.  "The  little  rogne  has  sold 
off  without  a  word  to  us.    Well  done,  Florine  !" 

Delighted  with  this  stroke,  the  few  friends  who  remained 
carried  Florine  in  triumph  and  déshabille  to  the  dining-room. 
The  barrister  and  the  bankers  had  gone.  That  evening 
Florine  had  a  tremendons  réception  at  the  théâtre.  The 
rumor  of  her  sacrifice  was  ail  over  the  house. 

"I  should  prefer  to  be  applauded  for  my  talent,"  said 
Florine's  rival  to  her  in  the  greenroom. 

"That  is  very  natural  on  the  part  of  an  artist  who  has  never 
yet  won  applause  except  for  the  lavishness  of  her  favors,"  she 
replied. 

During  the  evening  Florine's  maid  had  her  things  moved 
to  Kaoul's  flat  in  the  Passage  Sandrié.  The  joumalist  was 
to  pitch  his  camp  in  the  building  where  the  newspaper  office 
was  opened. 

Such  was  the  rival  of  the  ingenuous  Mme.  de  Vandenesse. 
Eaoul's  fancy  was  a  link  binding  the  actress  to  the  lady  of 
title.  It  was  a  ghastly  tie  like  this  which  was  severed  by 
that  Duchess  of  Louis  XIV. 's  time  who  poisoned  Lecouvreur; 
nor  can  such  an  act  of  vengeance  be  wondered  at,  considering 
the  magnitude  of  the  offence. 
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CHAPTER  VI 

LOVE   VERSUS    SOCIETY 

Florins  proved  no  difficulty  in  tlie  early  stages  of  EaouFs 
passion.  Foreseeing  financial  disappointments  in  the  haz- 
ardous  scheme  into  which  he  had  plunged,  she  begged  leave 
of  absence  for  six  months.  Eaoul  took  an  active  part  in  the 
negotiation,  and  by  bringing  it  to  a  successful  issue  still 
further  endeared  himself  to  Florine.  With  the  good  sensé  of 
the  peasant  in  La  Fontaine's  fable,  who  makes  sure  of  his 
dinner  while  the  patricians  are  chattering  over  plans,  the 
actress  hurried  off  to  the  provinces  and  abroad,  to  glean 
the  wherewithal  to  support  the  great  nian  during  his  place- 
hunting. 

TJp  to  the  présent  time  the  art  of  fiction  has  seldom  dealt 
with  love  as  it  shows  itself  in  the  highest  society,  a  com- 
pound  of  noble  impulse  and  hidden  wretchedness.  There 
is  a  terrible  strain  in  the  constant  check  imposed  on  passion 
by  the  most  trivial  and  trumpery  incidents,  and  not  unfre- 
quently  the  thread  snaps  from  sheer  lassitude.  Perhaps  some 
glimpse  of  what  it  means  may  be  obtained  hère. 

The  day  after  Lady  Dudley's  bail,  although  nothing  ap- 
proaching  a  déclaration  had  escaped  on  either  side,  Marie  felt 
that  Raoul's  love  was  the  realization  of  her  dreams,  and 
Eaoul  had  no  doubt  that  he  was  the  chosen  of  Marie's  heart. 
Neither  of  the  two  had  reached  that  point  of  depravity 
where  preliminaries  are  curtailed,  and  yet  they  advanced 
rapidly  towards  the  end.  Eaoul,  sated  with  pleasure,  was 
in  the  mood  for  Platonic  affection  ;  whilst  Marie,  from  whom 
the  idea  of  an  actual  fault  was  still  remote,  had  never  con- 
templated  passing  beyond  it.  Never,  therefore,  was  love  more 
pure  and  innocent  in  fact,  or  more  impassioned  and  rapturous 
in  thought,  than  this  of  Eaoul  and  Marie.  The  Countess  had 
been  fascinated  by  ideas  which,  though  clothed  in  modem 
dress,  belonged  to  the  times  of  chivalry.     In  her  rôle,  as  she 


A  DAUGHTER  OF  EVE  65 

conceived  it,  her  husband's  dislike  to  Nathan  no  longer  ap- 
peared  an  obstacle  to  lier  love.  The  less  Kaoul  merited  es- 
teem,  the  nobler  was  her  mission.  The  inflated  language 
of  the  poet  stirred  her  imagination  rather  than  her  blood. 
It  was  charity  which  wakened  at  the  eall  of  passion.  This 
queen  of  the  virtues  lent  what  in  the  eyes  of  the  Countess 
seemed  almost  a  sanction  to  the  tremors,  the  delights,  the 
turbulence  of  her  love.  She  felt  it  a  fine  thing  to  be  the 
human  providence  of  Raoul.  How  sweet  to  think  of  sup- 
porting  with  her  feeble,  white  hand  this  colossal  figure,  whose 
feet  of  clay  she  refused  to  see,  of  sowing  life  where  none  had 
been,  of  working  in  secret  at  the  foundation  of  a  great  destiny. 
With  her  help  this  man  of  genius  should  wrestle  with  and 
overcome  his  fate;  her  hand  should  embroider  his  scarf  for 
the  tourney,  buckle  on  his  armor,  give  him  a  charm  against 
sorcery,  and  balm  for  ail  his  wounds  ! 

In  a  woman  with  Marie's  noble  nature  and  religious  up- 
bringing  this  passionate  charity  was  the  only  form  love  could 
assume.  Hence  her  boldness.  The  pure  in  mind  hâve  a 
superb  disdain  for  appearances,  which  may  be  mistaken  for 
the  shamelessness  of  the  courtesan.  No  sooner  had  the 
Countess  assured  herself  by  casuistical  arguments  that  her 
husband's  honor  ran  no  risk,  than  she  abandoned  herself 
completely  to  the  bliss  of  loving  Raoul.  The  most  trivial 
things  in  life  had  now  a  charm  for  her.  The  boudoir  in 
which  she  dreamed  of  him  became  a  sanctuary.  Even  her 
pretty  writing-table  recalled  to  her  the  countless  joys  of 
correspondence  ;  there  she  would  hâve  to  read,  to  hide,  his 
letters;  there  reply  to  them.  Dress,  that  splendid  poem  of 
a  woman's  life,  the  significance  of  which  she  had  either  ex- 
hausted  or  ignored,  now  appeared  to  her  full  of  a  magie 
hitherto  unknown.  Suddenly  it  became  to  her  what  it  is  to  ail 
women — a  continuons  expression  of  the  inner  thought,  a 
language,  a  symbol.  What  wealth  of  delight  in  a  costume 
designed  for  his  pleasure,  in  his  honor  !  She  threw  herself 
with  ail  simplicity  into  those  charming  nothings  which  make 
the  business  of  a  Paris  woman's  life,  and  which  charge  with 
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meaning  every  détail  in  lier  hoiise,  her  person,  her  clothes. 
Kare  indeed  are  the  women  who  fréquent  dress  shops,  milli- 
ners,  and  fashionable  tailors  simply  for  their  own  pleasure. 
As  they  become  old  they  cease  to  think  of  dress.  Scrutinize 
the  face  which  in  passing  you  see  for  a  moment  arrested 
bef ore  a  shop-f ront  :  "Would  he  like  me  better  in  this  ?"  are 
the  words  written  plain  in  the  clearing  brow,  in  eyes  sparkling 
with  hope,  and  in  the  smile  that  plays  upon  the  lips. 

Lady  Dudley's  bail  took  place  on  a  Saturday  evening;  on 
the  Monday  the  Coimtess  went  to  the  opéra,  allured  by  the 
certainty  of  seeing  Eaoul.  Eaoul,  in  fact,  was  there,  planted 
on  one  of  the  staircases  which  lead  down  to  the  amphithéâtre 
stalls.  He  lowered  his  eyes  as  the  Countess  entered  her  box. 
With  what  ecstasy  did  Mme.  de  Vandenesse  observe  the  un- 
wonted  carefulness  of  her  lover's  attire  !  This  contemner 
of  the  laws  of  élégance  might  be  seen  with  well-brushed  hair, 
which  shone  with  scent  in  the  recesses  of  every  curl,  a  fash- 
ionable waistcoat,  a  well-fastened  tie,  and  an  immaculate 
shirt-f ront.  Under  the  yellow  gloves,  which  were  the  order  of 
the  day,  his  hands  showed  very  white.  Eaoul  kept  his  arms 
crossed  over  his  breast,  as  though  posing  for  his  portrait, 
superbly  indiffèrent  to  the  whole  house,  which  murmured 
with  barely  restrained  impatience.  His  eyes,  though  bent  on 
the  ground,  seemed  turned  towards  the  red  velvet  bar  on 
which  Marie's  arm  rested.  Félix,  seated  in  the  opposite  corner 
of  the  box,  had  his  back  to  Nathan.  The  Countess  had  been 
adroit  enough  to  place  herself  so  that  she  looked  straight 
down  on  the  pillar  against  which  Eaoul  leaned.  In  a  single 
hour,  then,  Marie  had  brought  this  clever  man  to  abjure 
his  cynicism  in  dress.  The  humblest,  as  well  as  the  most 
distinguished,  woman  must  feel  her  head  turned  by  the  first 
open  déclaration  of  her  power  in  such  a  transformation. 
Every  change  is  a  confession  of  servitude. 

"They  were  right,  there  is  a  great  happiness  in  being  un- 
derstood,"  she  said  to  herself,  calling  to  mind  her  unworthy 
instructors. 

When  the  two  lovers  had  scanned  the  house  in  a  rapid 
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all-embracing  survey,  tliey  exchanged  a  glance  of  intelligence. 
For  both  it  was  as  though  a  heavenly  dew  had  fallen  with 
cooling  power  upon  their  fevered  suspense.  "I  hâve  been  in 
hell  for  an  liour;  now  the  heavens  open/'  spoke  the  eyes  of 
Raoul. 

"I  kuew  you  were  there,  but  am  I  free?"  replied  those  of 
the  Countess. 

Non&  but  slaves  of  every  variety,  including  thieves,  spies, 
lovers,  affiid  diplomatists,  know  ail  that  a  flash  of  the  eye  can 
convey  of  information  or  delight.  They  alone  can  grasp 
the  intelligence,  the  sweetness,  the  humor,  the  wrath,  and  the 
malice  with  which  this  changeful  lightning  of  the  soûl  is 
pregiiant.  Eaoul  felt  bis  passion  kick  against  the  pricks  of 
neeessity  and  grow  more  vigorous  in  présence  of  obstacles. 
Between  the  step  on  which  he  was  perched  and  the  box  of 
the  Comtesse  Félix  de  Vandenesse  was  a  space  of  barely  thirty 
feet,  impussable  for  him.  To  a  passionate  nian  who,  so  far 
in  bis  life,  had  known  but  little  interval  between  désire  and 
satisfaction,  this  abyss  of  solid  ground,  which  could  not  be 
spanned,  inspired  a  wild  désire  to  spring  upon  the  Countess 
in  a  tig(;r-like  bound.  In  a  paroxysm  of  fury  he  tried  to 
feel  his  way.  He  bowed  openly  to  the  Countess,  who  replied 
with  a  slight,  scornful  inclination  of  the  head,  such  as  women 
use  for  snubbing  their  admirers.  Félix  turned  to  see  who 
had  greeted  his  wife,  and  perceiving  Nathan,  of  whom  he 
took  no  notice  beyond  a  mute  inquiry  as  to  the  cause  of  this 
liberty,  turned  slowly  away  again,  with  some  words  probably 
approving  of  his  wife's  assumed  coldness.  Plainly  the  door 
of  the  box  was  barred  against  Nathan,  who  hurled  a  threat- 
ening  glance  at  Félix,  which  it  required  no  great  wit  to  in- 
terpret  by  one  of  Florine's  sallies,  "Look  out  for  your  bat; 
it  will  soon  not  rest  on  your  head  !" 

Mme.  d'Espard,  one  of  the  most  insolent  women  of  her 
time,  who  had  been  watching  thèse  manœuvres  from  her  box, 
now  raised  her  voice  in  some  meaningless  bravo.  Eaoul,  who 
was  standing  beneath  her,  turned.  He  bowed,  and  received 
in  return  a  gracions  smile,  which  so  clearly  said,  "If  you 
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are  dismissed  there,  corne  to  me  !"  that  Eaoul  lef  t  his  column 
and  went  to  pay  a  visit  to  Mme.  d'Espard.  He  wanted  to  be 
seen  there  in  order  to  show  that  fellow  Vandenesse  that  his 
famé  was  equal  to  a  patent  of  nobility,  and  that  before 
Nathan  blazoned  doors  flew  open.  The  Marchioness  made 
him  sit  down  in  the  front  of  the  box  opposite  to  her.  She  in- 
tended  to  play  the  inquisitor. 

"Mme.  Félix  de  Vandenesse  looks  charming  to-night,"  she 
said,  congratulating  him  on  the  lady's  dress,  as  though  it  were 
a  book  he  had  just  published. 

"Yes,"  said  Eaoul  earelessly,  "marabouts  are  very  becom- 
ing  to  her.  But  she  is  too  constant,  she  wore  them  the  day 
before  yesterday,"  he  added,  with  an  easy  air,  as  though  by 
his  eritical  attitude  to  repudiate  the  flattering  complicity 
which  the  Marchioness  had  laid  to  his  charge. 

"You  know  the  proverb  ?"  she  replied.  "  'Every  feast  day 
should  hâve  a  morrow.'  " 

At  the  game  of  repartee  literary  giants  are  not  always  equal 
to  ladies  of  title.  Eaoul  took  refuge  in  a  pretended  stupidity, 
the  last  resource  of  élever  men. 

"The  proverb  is  true  for  me,"  he  said,  casting  an  admiring 
look  on  the  Marchioness. 

"Your  pretty  speech,  sir,  comes  too  late  for  me  to  accept 
it,"  she  replied,  laughing.  "Come,  come,  don't  be  a  prude; 
in  the  small  hours  of  yesterday  morning,  you  thought  Mme. 
de  Vandenesse  entrancing  in  marabouts;  she  was  perfectly 
aware  of  it,  and  puts  them  on  again  to  please  you.  She  is 
in  love  with  you,  and  you  adore  her;  no  time  has  been  lost, 
certainly;  still  I  see  nothing  in  it  but  what  is  most  natural. 
If  it  were  not  as  I  say,  you  would  not  be  tearing  your  glove 
to  pièces  in  your  rage  at  having  to  sit  hère  beside  me,  instead 
of  in  the  box  of  your  idol — which  has  just  been  shut  in  your 
face  by  supercilious  authority — whispering  low  what  you 
would  fain  hear  said  aloud." 

Eaoul  was  in  fact  twisting  one  of  his  gloves,  and  the  hand 
which  he  showed  was  surprisingly  white. 

"She  has  won  from  you,"  she  went  on,  fixing  his  hand  with 
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an  impertinent  stare,  "sacrifices  which  you  refused  to  society. 
She  ought  to  be  enchanted  at  her  success,  and,  I  daresay,  she 
is  a  little  vain  of  it  ;  but  in  her  place  I  think  I  should  be  more 
BO.  So  far  she  bas  only  been  a  woman  of  good  parts,  now 
she  will  pass  for  a  woman  of  genius.  We  shall  find  her 
portrait  in  one  of  those  delightful  books  of  yours.  But, 
my  dear  f riend,  do  me  the  kindness  not  to  forget  Vandenesse. 
That  man  is  really  too  fatuous.  I  could  not  stand  such  self- 
complacency  in  Jupiter  Olympus  himself,  who  is  said  to  hâve 
been  the  only  god  in  mythology  exempt  from  domestic  mis- 
fortune." 

"Madame,"  cried  Eaoul,  "you  crédit  me  with  a  very  base 
soûl  if  you  suppose  that  I  would  make  profit  out  of  my  feel- 
ings,  out  of  my  love.  Sooner  than  be  guilty  of  such  literary 
dishonor,  I  would  follow  the  English  custom,  and  drag  a 
woman  to  market  with  a  rope  round  her  neck." 

"But  I  know  Marie  ;  she  will  ask  you  to  do  it." 

"No,  she  is  incapable  of  it,"  protested  Raoul. 

"You  know  her  intimately  then?" 

Nathan  could  not  help  laughing  that  he,  a  playwright, 
should  be  caught  in  this  little  comedy  dialogue. 

"The  play  is  no  longer  there,"  he  said,  pointing  to  the  foot- 
lights;  "it  rests  with  you." 

To  hide  his  confusion,  he  took  the  opera-glass  and  began 
to  examine  the  house. 

"Are  you  vexed  with  me?"  said  the  Marchioness,  with  a 
sidelong  glanée  at  him.  "Wouldn't  your  secret  bave  been 
mine  in  any  case?  It  won't  be  hard  to  make  peace. 
Come  to  my  house,  I  am  at  home  every  Wednesday  ;  the  dear 
Countess  won't  miss  an  evening  when  she  finds  you  come, 
and  I  shall  be  the  gainer.  Sometimes  she  comes  to  me  be- 
tween  four  and  five  o'clock;  I  will  be  very  good-natured,  and 
add  you  to  the  sélect  few  admitted  at  that  hour." 

"Only  see,"  said  Raoul,  '^ow  unjust  people  are  !  I  was 
told  you  were  spiteful." 

"Oh!  so  I  am,"  she  said,  "when  I  want  to  be.  One  has 
to  fight  for  one's  own  hand.     But  as  for  your  Countess, 
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I  adore  her.  You  hâve  no  idea  how  charming  she  is  !  You 
will  be  the  first  to  hâve  your  name  inscribed  on  her  heart  with 
that  inf  antine  joy  which  causes  ail  lovers,  even  drill-sergeants, 
to  eut  their  initiais  on  the  bark  of  a  tree.  A  woman's  first 
love  is  a  luscious  fruit.  Later,  you  see,  there  is  always  some 
ealculation  in  our  attentions  and  caresses.  l'm  an  old  wo- 
man,  and  can  say  what  I  like;  nothing  frightens  me,  not 
even  a  journalist.  Well,  then,  in  the  autumn  of  life,  we  know 
how  to  make  you  happy  ;  but  when  love  is  a  new  thing,  we  are 
happy  ourselves,  and  that  gives  endless  satisfaction  to  your 
pride.  We  are  full  of  delicious  surprises  then,  because  the 
heart  is  fresh.  You,  who  are  a  poet,  must  prefer  flowers  to 
fruit.    Six  months  hence  you  shall  tell  me  about  it." 

Eaoul  began  with  denying  everything,  as  ail  men  do  when 
they  are  brought  to  the  bar,  but  found  that  this  only  supplied 
weapons  to  so  practised  a  champion.  Entangled  in  the  noose 
of  a  dialogue,  manipulated  with  ail  the  dangerous  adroitness 
of  a  woman  and  a  Parisian,  he  dreaded  to  let  fall  admissions 
which  would  serve  as  fuel  for  the  lady's  wit,  and  he  beat 
a  prudent  retreat  when  he  saw  Lady  Dudley  enter, 

"Well,"  said  the  Englishwoman,  'Tiow  far  hâve  they  gone  ?" 

"They  are  desperately  in  love.  Nathan  has  just  told  me 
so." 

"I  wish  he  had  been  uglier,"  said  Lady  Dudley,  with  a 
venomous  scowl  at  Félix,  "Otherwise,  he  is  exactly  what  I 
would  hâve  wished;  he  is  the  son  of  a  Jewish  broker,  who 
died  bankrupt  shortly  af ter  his  marriage  ;  unf ortunately,  his 
mother  was  a  Catholie,  and  has  made  a  Christian  of  him," 

Nathan's  origin,  which  he  kept  a  most  profound  secret, 
was  a  new  discovery  to  Lady  Dudley,  who  gloated  in  advance 
over  the  delight  of  drawing  thence  some  pointed  shaft  to  aim 
at  Vandenesse, 

"And  l've  just  asked  him  to  my  house!"  exclaimed  the 
Marchioness. 

"Wasn't  he  at  my  bail  yesterday?"  replied  Lady  Dudley. 
"There  are  pleasures,  my  dear,  for  which  one  pays  heavily." 

The  news  of  a  mutual  passion  between  Eaoul  and  Mme.  de 
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Vandenesse  went  the  round  of  society  that  evening,  not  with- 
out  calling  forth  protests  and  doubts;  but  the  Countess  was 
defended  by  her  friends,  Lady  Dudley,  Mmes.  d'Espard,  and 
de  Manerville,  with  a  clumsy  eagerness  which  gained  some 
credence  for  the  rumor.  Yielding  to  necessity,  Raoul  went 
on  Wednesday  evening  to  Mme.  d'Espard's,  and  found  there 
the  usual  distinguished  company.  As  Félix  did  not  accom- 
pany  his  wife,  Eaoul  was  able  to  exchange  a  few  words  with 
Marie,  the  tone  of  which  expressed  more  than  the  matter. 
The  Countess,  warned  against  malicious  gossips  by  Mme, 
Octave  de  Camps,  realized  her  critical  position  before  society, 
and  contrived  to  make  Eaoul  understand  it  also. 

Amidst  this  gay  assembly,  the  lovers  found  their  only  joy 
in  a  long  draught  of  the  delicious  sensations  arising  from  the 
words,  the  voiee,  the  gestures,  and  the  bearing  of  the  loved 
one.  The  soûl  elings  desperately  to  sueh  trifles.  At  times 
the  eyes  of  both  will  converge  upon  the  same  spot,  embedding 
there,  as  it  were,  a  thought  of  which  they  thus  risk  the  inter- 
change. They  talk,  and  longing  looks  follow  the  peeping 
foot,  the  quivering  hand,  the  fingers  which  toy  with  some 
ornament,  flicking  it,  twisting  it  about,  then  dropping  it,  in 
significant  fashion.  It  is  no  longer  words  or  thoughts  which 
make  themselves  heard,  it  is  things;  and  that  in  so  clear  a 
voice,  that  often  the  man  who  loves  will  leave  to  others  the 
task  of  handing  a  cup  of  tea,  a  sugar-basin,  or  what  not, 
to  his  lady-love,  in  dread  lest  his  agitation  should  be  visible 
to  eyes  which,  apparently  seeing  nothing,  see  ail.  Thronging 
desires,  mad  wishes,  passionate  thoughts,  find  their  way  into 
a  glance  and  die  out  there.  The  pressure  of  a  hand,  eluding 
a  thousand  Argus  eyes,  is  éloquent  as  written  pages,  burning 
as  a  kiss.  Love  grows  by  ail  that  it  dénies  itself  ;  it  treads  on 
obstacles  to  reach  the  higher.  And  barriers,  more  often  cursed 
than  cleared,  are  hacked  and  cast  into  the  fire  to  feed  its 
fiâmes.  Hère  it  is  that  women  see  the  measure  of  their  power, 
when  love,  that  is  boundless,  coils  up  and  hides  itself  within  a 
thirsty  glance,  a  nervous  tbrill,  behind  the  screen  of  formai 
civility.  How  often  has  not  a  single  word,  on  the  last  step 
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of  a  stairease,  paid  the  priée  of  an  evening's  silent  agony  and 
empty  talk! 

Raoul,  careless  of  social  forms,  gave  rein  to  his  anger  in 
brilliant  oratory.  Everybody  présent  could  hear  the  lion's 
roar,  and  recognized  the  artist's  nature,  intolérant  of  disap- 
pointment.  This  Orlando-like  rage,  this  cutting  and  slashing 
wit,  this  laying  on  of  epigrams  as  with  a  club,  enraptured 
Marie  and  araused  the  onlookers,  much  as  the  spectacle  of  a 
maddened  bull,  covered  with  streamers,  in  a  Spanish  amphi- 
théâtre, might  hâve  donc. 

"Hit  out  as  much  as  yen  like,  you  can't  clear  the  ring," 
Blondet  said  to  him. 

This  sarcasm  restored  to  Raoul  his  présence  of  mind;  he 
ceased  making  an  exhibition  of  himself  and  his  vexation. 
The  Marchioness  came  to  offer  him  a  cup  of  tea,  and  said, 
loud  enough  for  Marie  to  hear: 

"You  are  really  very  amusing;  come  and  see  me  sometimes 
at  four  o'elock." 

Raoul  took  offence  at  the  word  "amusing,"  although  it  had 
served  as  passport  to  the  invitation.  He  began  to  give  ear, 
as  actors  do,  when  they  are  attending  to  the  house  and  not 
to  the  stage.     Blondet  took  pity  on  him. 

"My  dear  fellow,"  he  said,  drawing  him  aside  into  a  corner, 
•'you  behave  in  polite  society  exactly  as  you  might  at  Florine's. 
Hère  nobody  Aies  into  a  passion,  nobody  lectures  ;  f  rom  time 
to  time  a  smart  thing  may  be  said,  and  you  must  look  most 
impassive  at  the  very  moment  when  you  long  to  throw  some 
one  out  of  the  window  ;  a  gentle  raillery  is  allowed,  and  some 
show  of  attention  to  the  lady  you  adore,  but  you  can't  lie  down 
and  kick  like  a  donkey  in  the  middle  of  the  road.  Hère,  my 
good  soûl,  love  proceeds  by  rule,  Either  carry  oiï  Mme.  de 
Vandenesse  or  behave  like  a  gentleman.  You  are  too  much 
the  lover  of  one  of  your  own  romances." 

Nathan  listened  with  hanging  head;  he  was  a  wild  beast 
caught  in  the  toils. 

"I  shall  never  set  foot  hère  again,"  said  he.  "This  papier- 
maché  Marchioness  puts  too  high  a  priée  upon  her  tea.    She 
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thinks  me  amusing,  does  she?  Now  I  know  why  St.  Just 
guillotined  ail  thèse  people." 

"You'll  corne  back  to-morrow." 

Blondet  was  right.  Passion  is  as  cowardiy  as  it  is  cruel. 
The  next  day,  after  fluetuating  long  between  "l'il  go"  and 
"I  won't  go,"  Raoul  left  his  partners  in  the  middle  of  an 
important  discussion  to  hasten  to  the  Faubourg  St.  Honoré 
and  Mme.  d'Espard's  house.  The  sight  of  Rastignac's  élé- 
gant cabriolet  driving  up  as  he  was  paying  his  cabman  at 
the  door  hurt  Nathan's  vanity;  he  too  would  hâve  such  a 
cabriolet,  he  resolved,  and  the  correct  tiger.  The  carriage 
of  the  Countess  was  in  the  court,  and  Raoul's  heart  swelled 
with  joy  as  he  perceived  it.  Marie's  movements  responded 
to  her  longings  with  the  regularity  of  a  clock-hand  propelled 
by  its  spring.  She  was  reclining  in  an  armchair  by  the  fire- 
place  in  the  small  drawing-room.  Instead  of  looking  at 
Nathan  as  he  entered,  she  gazed  at  his  reflection  in  the  rairror, 
feeling  sure  that  the  mistress  of  the  house  would  turn  to  him. 
Love,  baited  by  society,  is  forced  to  bave  recourse  to  thèse 
little  tricks;  it  endows  with  life  mirrors,  muffs,  fans,  and 
numberless  objects,  the  purpose  of  which  is  not  clear  at  first 
sight,  and  is  indeed  never  found  out  by  many  of  the  women 
who  use  them. 

"The  Prime  Minister,"  said  Mme.  d'Espard,  with  a  glanée 
at  de  Marsay,  as  she  drew  Nathan  into  the  conversation,  "was 
Just  declaring,  when  you  came  in,  that  there  is  an  understand- 
ing  between  the  Royalists  and  Republicans.  What  do  you 
say?    You  ought  to  know  something  about  it." 

"Supposing  it  were  so,  where  would  be  the  harm?"  said 
Raoul.  "The  object  of  our  animosity  is  the  same;  we  agrée 
in  our  hatred,  and  difîer  only  in  what  we  love." 

"The  alliance  is  at  least  singular,"  said  de  Marsay,  with 
a  glance  which  embraced  Raoul  and  the  Comtesse  Félix. 

"It  will  not  last,"  said  Rastignac,  who,  like  ail  novices,  took 
his  politics  a  little  too  seriously. 

"What  do  you  say,  darling?"  asked  Mme.  d'Espdard  of  the 
Countess. 
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"I  !  oh  !  I  know  nothing  about  politics." 

^'You  will  loarn,  inadamo,"  said  de  Marsay,  "and  then  you 
will  be  doubly  our  enemy." 

Neither  Nathan  nor  Marie  understood  de  Marsay's  sally 
till  he  had  gone.  Eastignac  followed  hira,  and  Mme.  d'Espard 
went  with  them  both  as  far  as  the  door  of  the  first  drawing- 
room.  Not  another  thought  did  the  lovers  give  to  the  min- 
ister's  epigram  ;  they  saw  the  priceless  wealth  of  a  f ew  minutes 
before  them.  Marie  swiftly  removed  her  glove,  and  held  out 
her  hand  to  Eaoul,  who  took  it  and  kissed  it  with  the  fervor 
of  eighteen.  The  eyes  of  the  Countess  were  éloquent  of  a 
dévotion  so  gênerons  and  absolute  that  Eaoul  felt  his  own 
moisten.  A  tear  is  always  at  the  command  of  men  of  nervous 
tempérament. 

''Where  can  I  see  you — speak  to  you?"  he  said.  "It  will 
kill  me  if  I  must  perpetually  disguise  my  looks  and  my  voice, 
my  heart  and  my  love." 

Moved  by  the  tear,  Marie  promised  to  go  to  the  Bois  when- 
ever  the  weather  did  not  make  it  impossible.  This  promise 
gave  Eaoul  more  happiness  than  Florine  had  brought  him  in 
five  years. 

"I  hâve  so  mueh  to  say  to  you  !  I  suffer  so  f rom  the  silence 
to  which  we  are  condemned." 

The  Countess  was  gazing  at  him  rapturously,  unable  to 
reply,  when  the  Marchioness  retumed. 

"So  !"  she  exclaimed  as  she  entered,  "you  had  no  retort  for 
de  Marsay!" 

"One  must  respect  the  dead,"  replied  Eaoul.  "Don't  you 
see  that  he  is  at  the  last  gasp  ?  Eastignac  is  acting  as  nurse, 
and  hopes  to  be  mentioned  in  the  will." 

The  Countess  made  an  excuse  of  having  calls  to  pay,  and 
took  leave,  as  a  précaution  against  gossip.  For  this  quarter 
of  an  hour  Eaoul  had  sacrifîced  precious  time  and  most 
urgent  claims.  Marie  as  yet  knew  nothing  of  the  détails 
of  a  life  which,  while  to  ail  appearance  gay  and  idle  as  a 
bird's,  had  yet  its  side  of  very  complicated  business  and  ex- 
tremely  taxing  work.     When  two  beings,  united  by  an  en- 
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during  love,  lead  a  life  which  each  day  knits  them  more 
closely  in  the  bonds  of  niiitual  confidence  and  by  the  inter- 
cliange  of  counsel  over  ditïiculties  as  they  arise;  when  two 
hearts  pour  fortli  their  sorrows,  night  and  morning,  with 
mingled  sighs  ;  wlien  tliey  share  tlie  same  suspense  and  shud- 
der  togetlier  at  a  common  danger,  then  everytliing  is  taken 
into  account.  Tlie  woman  tlien  can  measure  the  love  in 
an  averted  gaze,  tlie  cost  of  a  hurried  visit,  she  lias  her  part 
in  the  business,  the  hurrying  to  and  fro,  the  hopes  and 
anxieties  of  the  hard-worked,  harassed  man.  If  she  com- 
plains,  it  is  only  of  the  actual  conditions;  her  doubts  are  at 
rest,  for  she  knows  and  appréciâtes  the  détails  of  his  life. 
But  in  the  opening  chapters  of  passion,  when  ail  is  eagemess, 
suspicion,  and  demands  ;  when  neither  of  the  two  know  them- 
selves  or  each  other;  when,  in  addition,  the  woman  is  an 
idler,  expecting  love  to  stand  guard  ail  day  at  her  door — 
one  of  those  who  hâve  an  exaggerated  estimate  of  their  own 
claims,  and  choose  to  be  obeyed  even  when  obédience  spells 
ruin  to  a  career — then  love,  in  Paris  and  at  the  présent  time, 
becomes  a  superhuman  task.  Women  of  fashion  hâve  not 
yet  thrown  ofï  the  traditions  of  the  eighteenth  century,  when 
every  man  had  his  own  place  marked  ont  for  him.  Few 
of  them  know  anything  of  the  difficulties  of  existence  for  the 
bulk  of  men,  ail  with  a  position  to  carve  ont,  a  distinction  to 
win,  a  fortune  to  consolidate.  Men  of  well-established  for- 
tune are,  at  présent,  rare  exceptions.  Only  the  old  hâve 
time  for  love  ;  men  in  their  prime  are  chained,  like  Nathan, 
to  the  galleys  of  ambition. 

Women,  not  yet  reconciled  to  this  change  of  habits,  can- 
not  bring  them.selves  to  believe  any  man  short  of  the  time 
which  is  so  cheap  a  commodity  with  them  ;  they  can  imagine 
no  occupations  or  aims  other  than  their  own.  Had  the  gal- 
lant  vanquished  the  hydra  of  Lema  to  get  at  them,  he 
would  not  rise  one  whit  in  their  estimation;  the  joy  of 
seeing  him  is  everything.  They  are  grateful  because  he 
makes  them  happy,  but  never  think  of  asking  what  their  hap- 
piness  has  cost  him.    Whereas,  if  they,  in  an  idle  hour,  hâve 
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devised  some  stratagem  such  as  they  abound  in,  they  flaunt 
it  in  your  eyes  as  something  superlative.  You  hâve  wrenched 
the  iron  bars  of  destiny,  while  they  hâve  played  with  subter- 
fuge and  diplomacy — and  yet  the  pahn  is  theirs,  dispute  were 
vain.  After  ail,  are  they  not  right?  The  woman  who  gives 
up  ail  for  you,  should  she  not  receive  ail?  She  exacts  no 
more  than  she  gives. 

Eaoul,  during  his  walk  home,  pondered  on  the  difficulty 
of  directiug  at  one  and  the  same  time  a  fashionable  intrigue, 
the  ten-horse  chariot  of  journalism,  his  theatrical  pièces,  and 
his  entangled  personal  afïairs. 

"It  will  be  a  wretched  paper  to-night,"  he  said  to  him- 
self  as  he  went;  "nothing  from  my  hand,  and  the  second 
number  too  !" 

Mme.  Félix  de  Vandenesse  went  three  times  to  the  Bois 
de  Boulogne  without  seeing  Raoul  ;  she  came  home  agitated 
and  despairing.  Nathan  was  determined  not  to  show  himself 
till  he  could  do  so  in  ail  the  glory  of  a  press  magnate.  He 
spent  the  week  in  looking  out  for  a  pair  of  horses  and  a 
suitable  cabriolet  and  tiger,  in  persuading  his  partners  of 
the  necessity  of  sparing  time  so  valuable  as  his,  and  in  get- 
ting  the  purchase  put  down  to  the  genera.1  expenses  of  the 
paper.  Massol  and  du  Tillet  agreed  so  readily  to  this  request, 
that  he  thought  them  the  best  fellows  in  the  world.  But  for 
this  assistance,  life  would  hâve  been  impossible  for  Eaoul. 
As  it  was,  it  became  so  taxing,  in  spite  of  the  exquisite  de- 
lights  of  idéal  love  with  which  it  was  mingled,  that  many 
men,  even  of  excellent  constitution,  would  hâve  broken  down 
under  the  strain  of  such  distractions.  A  violent  and  re- 
ciprocal  passion  is  bound  to  bulk  largely  even  in  an  ordinary 
life;  but  when  its  object  is  a  woman  of  conspicuous  posi- 
tion, like  Mme.  de  Vandenesse,  it  cannot  fail  to  play  havoc 
with  that  of  a  busy  man  like  Nathan. 

Hère  are  some  of  the  duties  to  which  his  passion  gave  the 
first  place.  Almost  every  day  between  two  and  three  o'clock 
he  rode  to  the  Bois  de  Boulogne  in  the  style  of  the  purest 
dandy.    He  then  leamed  in  what  house  or  at  what  théâtre 
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he  might  meet  Mme.  de  Vandenesse  again  that  evening.  He 
never  left  a  réception  till  close  upon  midnight,  when  he  had 
at  last  succeeded  in  snapping  up  some  long  watched-for  words, 
a  few  crumbs  of  tenderness,  artfully  dropped  below  the  table, 
or  in  a  corridor,  or  on  the  way  to  the  carriage.  Marie,  who 
had  launched  him  in  the  world  of  fashion,  generally  got  hira 
invitations  to  dinner  at  the  houses  where  she  visited.  Noth- 
ing  could  be  more  natural.  Eaoul  was  too  proud,  and  also 
too  much  in  love,  to  say  a  word  about  business.  He  had 
to  obey  every  caprice  and  whim  of  his  innocent  tyrant  ;  while, 
at  the  same  time,  following  closely  the  debates  in  the  Cham- 
ber  and  the  rapid  current  of  politics,  directing  his  paper, 
and  bringing  ont  two  plays  which  were  to  furnish  the  sinews 
of  war.  If  ever  he  asked  to  be  let  ofï  a  bail,  a  concert,  or  a 
drive,  a  look  of  annoyance  from  Mme.  de  Vandenesse  was 
enough  to  make  him  sacrifice  his  interests  to  her  pleasure. 

When  he  returned  home  from  thèse  engagements  at  one 
or  two  in  the  morning,  he  worked  till  eight  or  nine,  leav- 
ing  scant  time  for  sleep.  Directly  he  was  up,  he  plunged 
into  consultations  with  influential  supporters  as  to  the  policy 
of  the  paper.  A  thousand  and  one  internai  difficulties  mean- 
time  would  await  his  settlement,  for  journalism  nowadays 
has  an  all-embracing  grasp.  Business,  public  and  private 
interests,  new  ventures,  the  personal  sensitiveness  of  literary 
men,  as  well  as  their  compositions — nothing  is  alien  to  it. 
When,  harassed  and  exhausted,  Nathan  flew  from  his  office 
to  the  théâtre,  from  the  théâtre  to  the  Chamber,  from  the 
Chamber  to  a  créditer,  he  had  next  to  présent  himself,  calm 
and  smiling,  before  Marie,  and  canter  beside  her  carriage 
with  the  ease  of  a  man  who  has  no  cares,  and  whose  only 
business  is  pleasure.  When,  as  sole  reward  for  so  many  un- 
noticed  acts  of  dévotion,  he  found  only  the  gentlest  of  words 
or  prettiest  assurances  of  undying  attachment,  a  warm 
pressure  of  the  hand,  if  by  chance  they  escaped  observation 
for  a  moment,  or  one  or  two  passionate  expressions  in  re- 
sponse  to  his  own,  Eaoul  began  to  feel  that  it  was  mère 
Quixotism  not  to  make  known  the  extravagant  priée  he  paid 
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for  thèse  "modest  favors,"  as  our  fatliers  miglit  hâve  called 
them. 

The  opportunity  for  an  explanation  was  not  long  of  com- 
ing.  On  a  lovely  April  day  the  Countess  took  Nathan's  arm 
in  a  secluded  corner  of  the  Bois  de  Boulogne.  She  had  a 
pretty  little  quarrel  to  pick  with  hini  about  one  of  those  mole- 
hills  which  women  hâve  the  art  of  turning  into  mountains. 
There  was  no  smiling  welcome,  no  radiant  brow,  the  eyes 
did  not  sparkle  with  fun  or  happiness;  it  was  a  serions  and 
burdened  woman  who  met  him. 

"What  is  wrong  ?"  said  Nathan. 

"Oh!  Why  worry  about  trifles?"  she  said.  "Surely  you 
know  how  childish  women  are." 

"Are  you  angry  with  me  ?" 

"Should  I  be  hère?" 

"But  you  don't  smile,  you  don't  seem  a  bit  glad  to  see 
me/' 

"I  suppose  you  mean  that  I  am  cross,"  she  said,  with  the 
resigned  air  of  a  woman  determined  to  be  a  martyr. 

Nathan  walked  on  a  few  steps,  an  overshadowing  fear 
gripping  at  his  heart.  After  a  moment's  silence,  he  went 
on: 

"It  can  only  be  one  of  those  idle  fears,  those  vague  sus- 
picions, to  which  you  give  such  exaggerated  importance.  A 
straw,  a  thread  in  your  hands  is  enough  to  upset  the  balance 
of  the  world  !" 

"Satire  next  !  .  .  .  Well,  I  expected  it,"  she  said, 
hanging  her  head. 

"Marie,  my  beloved,  do  you  not  see  that  I  say  this  only  to 
wring  your  secret  from  you?" 

"My  secret  will  remain  a  secret,  even  after  I  hâve  told 
you." 

"Well,  tell  me    .     .     ." 

"I  am  not  loved,"  she  said,  with  the  stealthy  side-look, 
which  is  a  woman's  instrument  for  probing  the  man  she 
means  to  torture. 

"Not  loved!"  exclaimed  Nathan. 
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"No;  you  hâve  too  many  things  on  yoiir  mind.  What  am 
I  in  the  midst  of  this  whirl?  You  are  only  too  glad  to 
forget  me.  Yesterday  I  came  to  the  Bois,  I  waited  for 
you " 

"But " 


"I  had  put  on  a  new  dress  for  you,  and  you  did  not  come. 
Where  were  you?" 

"But " 

"I  couldn't  telL  I  went  to  Mme.  d'Espard's;  you  were 
not  there." 

«But " 

"At  the  opéra  in  the  evening  my  eyes  never  left  the  bal- 
cony.  Every  tirae  the  door  opened  my  heart  beat  so  that  I 
thought  it  would  break." 

"But " 


"What  an  evening!     You  hâve  na  conception  of  such 
agony  I" 


"But " 

"It  eats  into  life " 

«But " 

"Well?"  she  said. 

"Yes,"  replied  Nathan,  "it  does  eat  into  life,  and  in  a  few 
months  you  will  hâve  consumed  mine.  Your  wild  reproaches 
hâve  torn  from  me  my  secret  also.  .  .  .  Ah  !  you  are 
not  loved  ?     My  God,  you  are  loved  too  well." 

He  drew  a  graphie  picture  of  his  straits.  He  told  her  how 
he  sat  up  at  nights,  how  he  had  to  keep  certain  engagements 
at  fixed  hours,  and  how,  above  ail  things,  he  was  bound  to 
succeed.  He  showed  her  how  insatiable  were  the  clâims  of 
a  paper,  compelled,  at  risk  of  losing  its  réputation,  to  be  be- 
forehand  with  an  accurate  judgment  on  every  event  that 
took  place,  and  how  incessant  was  the  call  for  a  rapid 
survey  of  questions,  which  chased  each  other  like  clouds 
over  the  horizon  in  that  period  of  political  convulsions. 

In  a  moment  the  mischief  was  done.  Raoul  had  been  told 
by  the  Marquise  d'Espard  that  nothing  is  so  ingenuous  as  a 
first  love,  and  it  soon  appeared  that  the  Countess  erred  in 
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loving  too  much.  A  loving  woman  meets  every  difficulty  with 
delight  and  with  fresh  proof  of  her  passion.  On  seeing  the 
panorama  of  this  varied  life  unrolled  before  her,  the  Countess 
was  filled  with  admiration.  She  had  pictured  Nathan  a 
great  man,  but  now  he  seemed  transcendent.  She  blamed 
herself  for  an  excessive  love,  and  begged  him  to  corne  only 
when  he  was  at  liberty;  Nathan's  ambitions  struggles  sank 
to  nothing  before  the  glance  she  cast  towards  Heaven  !  She 
would  wait!  Henceforth  her  pleasure  should  be  sacrifîced. 
She,  who  had  wished  to  be  a  stepping-stone,  had  proved  only 
an  obstacle.     .     .     .     She  wept  despairingly. 

"Women,  it  seems,"  she  said  with  tearful  eyes,  "are  fit  only 
to  love.  Men  hâve  a  thousand  différent  ways  of  spending 
their  energy;  ail  we  can  do  is  to  dream,  and  pray,  and  wor- 
ship." 

So  much  love  deserved  a  recompense.  Peeping  round, 
like  a  nightingale  ready  to  alight  from  its  branch  beside  a 
spring  of  water,  she  tried  to  make  sure  whether  they  were 
alone  in  this  solitude,  and  whether  no  spectator  lurked  in 
the  silence.  Then  raising  her  head  to  Kaoul,  who  bent  his 
to  meet  her,  she  allowed  him  a  kiss,  the  first,  the  only,  con- 
traband  kiss  she  was  destined  to  give,  At  that  instant  she 
was  happier  than  she  had  been  for  five  years,  while  Eaoul 
felt  himself  repaid  for  ail  that  he  had  gone  through. 

They  had  to  return  to  their  carriages,  and  walked  on, 
hardly  knowing  whither,  aloug  the  road  from  Auteuil  to 
Boulogne,  moving  with  the  even  rhythmic  step  familiar  to 
lovers.  Confidence  came  to  Eaoul  in  that  kiss,  tendered  with 
the  modest  frankness  that  is  the  outcome  of  a  pure  mind. 
Ail  the  evil  came  from  society,  not  from  this  woman,  who  was 
so  absolutely  his.  The  hardships  of  his  frenzied  existence 
were  nothing  now  to  him  ;  and  Marie,  in  the  ardor  of  her  first 
passion,  was  bound,  woman-like,  soon  to  forget  them,  since 
she  could  not  witness  from  hour  to  hour  the  terrible  throes  of 
a  life  too  exceptional  to  be  easily  imagined. 

Marie,  penetrated  by  the  grateful  vénération,  characteristie 
of  a  woman's  love,  hastened  with  resolute  and  active  tread 
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along  the  sand-strewn  alley.  Like  Eaoul,  she  spoke  but  little, 
but  that  little  came  from  the  heart,  and  was  full  of  mean- 
ing.  The  sky  was  clear;  buds  were  forming  on  the  larger 
trees,  where  already  spots  of  green  enlivened  the  délicate 
brown  tracery;  while  the  shrubs,  birches,  willows,  and  pop- 
lars  showed  their  first  tender  and  unsubstantial  foliage. 
What  heart  can  resist  the  harmony  of  such  a  scène?  Love 
was  now  interpreting  nature  to  the  Countess,  as  it  had  already 
interpreted  the  ways  of  men. 

"If  only  I  were  your  first  love!"  she  breathed. 

"You  are,"  replied  Eaoul.  "We  hâve  each  been  the  first 
to  reveal  true  love  to  the  other." 

Nor  did  he  speak  f alsely.  In  posing  bef ore  this  f  resh  young 
heart  as  a  man  of  pure  life,  he  became  affected  by  the  noble 
sentiments  with  which  he  embroidered  bis  talk.  His  passion, 
at  first  a  matter  of  policy  and  ambition,  had  become  sincère. 
Starting  from  falsehood,  he  had  arrived  at  truth.  Add  to 
this  that  ail  authors  hâve  a  natural  instinct,  repressed  only 
with  effort,  to  admire  moral  beauty.  Lastly,  a  man  bas  but 
to  make  enough  sacrifices  in  order  to  become  attached  to  the 
person  demanding  them.  Women  of  the  world  know  this  in- 
tuitively,  just  as  courtesans  do,  and  it  may  even  be  that  they 
unconsciously  act  upon  the  knowledge. 

The  Countess,  after  her  first  burst  of  surprised  gratitude, 
was  delighted  to  bave  inspired  so  much  dévotion  and  been 
the  cause  of  such  astounding  feats.  The  man  who  loved  her 
was  worthy  of  her.  Raoul  had  not  the  least  idea  to  what  this 
playing  at  greatness  would  commit  him.  He  forgot  that  no 
woman  will  allow  her  lover  to  fall  below  her  idéal  of  him, 
and  that  nothing  paltry  can  be  sufïered  in  a  god.  Marie  had 
never  heard  that  solution  of  the  problem  which  Raoul  had 
disclosed  to  his  friends  in  the  course  of  the  supper  at  Véry's. 
His  struggles  as  a  man  of  letters,  forcing  his  way  upward 
from  the  masses,  had  filled  the  first  ten  years  of  early  man- 
hood;  now  he  was  resolved  to  be  loved  by  one  of  the  queens 
of  the  fashionable  world.    Vanity,  without  which,  as  Cham- 
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fort  said,  love  has  no  backbone,  sustained  his  passion,  and 
could  not  fail  to  augment  it  day  by  day. 

"Can  you  swear  to  me,"  said  Marie,  "that  you  are  noth- 
ing,  and  never  will  be  anything,  to  another  woman  ?" 

"My  life  has  no  space  for  another,  even  were  my  heart 
free,"  was  his  reply,  made  in  ail  sincerity,  so  completely  had 
riorine  dropped  ont  of  sight. 

And  she  believed  him. 

When  they  reached  the  road  where  the  carriages  were  wait- 
ing,  Marie  let  go  the  arm  of  Nathan,  who  at  once  assumed 
a  respectful  attitude,  as  though  this  were  a  chance  meeting. 
He  walked  with  lier,  hat  in  hand,  as  far  as  the  carriage,  and 
then  followed  it  down  the  avenue  Charles  X.,  inhaling  the 
dust  it  raised,  and  watching  the  drooping  feathers  swaying 
in  the  wind. 

In  spite  of  Marie's  generous  resolutions  of  sacrifice,  Eaoul, 
spurred  on  by  passion,  continued  to  appear  wherever  she 
went;  he  adored  the  half-vexed,  half-smiling  air  with  which 
she  vainly  tried  to  scold  him  for  wasting  the  time  he  could 
so  badly  spare.  Marie  began  to  take  Eaoul's  work  in  hand, 
laid  down  what  he  was  to  do  every  hour  in  the  day,  and  re- 
mained  at  home  herself,  so  as  to  leave  him  no  excuse  for  taking 
a  holiday.  She  read  his  paper  every  morning,  and  she 
trumpeted  the  praises  of  Etienne  Lousteau  the  feuilletonist, 
whom  she  thought  charming,  of  Félicien  Vernou,  Claude 
Vignon,  and  ail  the  staff.  It  was  she  who  advised  Eaoul  to 
deal  generously  with  de  Marsay  when  he  died,  and  she  read 
with  dizzy  pride  the  fine  dignified  tribute  which  he  paid  the 
late  minister,  while  deploring  his  Machiavellianism  and 
hatred  of  the  masses.  She  was  of  course  présent  in  a  stage 
box  at  the  Gymnase  on  the  first  night  of  the  play,  to  which 
Eaoul  was  trusting  for  the  funds  of  his  undertaking,  and 
which  seemed  to  her,  deceived  by  the  hired  applause,  an  im- 
mense success. 

"You  did  not  corne  to  say  farewell  to  the  opéra?"  asked 
Lady  Dudley,  to  whose  house  she  went  after  the  perform- 
ance. 
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"No;  I  was  at  the  Gymnase.    It  was  a  fîrst  night." 

"I  can't  bear  vaudeville.  I  feel  to  it  as  Louis  XIV.  did  to 
a  Teniers,"  said  Lady  Dudley. 

"For  my  part,"  reraarked  Mme.  d'Espard,  "I  think  they 
hâve  improved  very  much.  Vaudevilles  now  are  charming 
comédies,  full  of  wit,  and  the  work  of  very  élever  men.  I 
enjoy  them  immensely." 

"The  acting  is  so  good  too,"  said  Marie.  "The  play  to- 
night  at  the  Gymnase  went  capitally;  it  seemed  to  suit  the 
aetors,  and  the  dialogue  is  spirited  and  amusing." 

"A  regular  Beaumarchais  business,"  said  Lady  Dudley. 

"M.  Nathan  is  not  a  Molière  yet,  but "  said  Mme. 

d'Espard,  with  a  look  at  the  Countess. 

"But  he  makes  vaudevilles,"  said  Mme.  Charles  de  Van- 
denesse. 

"And  unmakes  ministers,"  retorted  Mme.  de  Manerville. 

The  Countess  remained  silent;  she  racked  her  brains  for 
pungent  epigrams;  her  heart  bumed  with  rage,  but  noth- 
ing  better  occurred  to  her  than — 

"Some  day  perhaps  he  will  make  one." 

Ail  the  women  exchanged  glances  of  mysterious  under- 
standing.  When  Mme.  de  Vandenesse  had  gone,  Moïna  de 
Saint-Héren  exelaimed: 

"Why,  she  adores  Nathan  !" 

"She  makes  no  mystery  of  it,"  said  Mme.  d'Espard. 


CHAPTER  VII 

SUICIDE 

With  the  raonth  of  May,  Vandenesse  took  his  wife  away 
to  their  country  seat.  Hère  her  only  comfort  was  in  pas- 
sionate  letters  from  Raoul,  to  whom  she  wrote  every  day. 

The  absence  of  the  Countess  might  possibly  hâve  saved 
Raoul  from  the  abyss  over  which  he  hung  had  Florine  been 
with  him.    But  he  was  alone  amongst  friends,  secretly  turned 
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to  eneniies  ever  since  his  détermination  to  take  the  whip 
hand  became  plain.  For  the  moment  he  was  an  object  of 
hatred  to  his  staff,  who  reserved  however  the  right  of  hold- 
ing ont  a  consoling  hand  in  case  he  failed,  or  of  eringing  to 
him  should  he  succeed.  This  is  the  way  in  the  literary  world, 
where  people  are  friendly  only  to  their  inferiors,  and  the  ris- 
ing  man  has  everybody  against  him.  This  universal  jealousy 
increases  tenfold  the  chance  of  mediocrities,  who  arouse 
neither  env}'  nor  suspicion.  Like  moles,  they  work  their  way 
underground,  and,  with  ail'  their  incompétence,  find  more 
than  one  snug  corner  in  the  officiai  lists,  while  really  able  men 
are  struggling  and  blocking  each  other  at  the  door  of  promo- 
tion. Florine,  with  the  inborn  gift  of  such  women  for  put- 
ting  their  finger  on  the  real  thing  among  a  thousand  present- 
ments  of  it,  would  at  once  hâve  detected  the  underhand 
animosity  of  thèse  false  friends. 

But  this  was  not  Raoul's  greatest  danger.  His  two  part- 
ners, the  barrister  Massol  and  the  banker  du  Tillet,  had  con- 
ceived  the  idea  of  harnessing  his  energy  to  the  car  in  wliich 
they  should  loll  at  ease,  with  the  full  intention  of  turning 
him  adrift  as  soon  as  his  resources  failed  to  keep  the  paper 
going,  or  of  wresting  it  from  his  hands  the  moment  they  saw 
their  way  to  using  this  powerful  instrument  for  their  own 
purposes.  To  their  minds,  Nathan  represented  so  much 
capital  to  run  through,  a  literary  force,  equal  to  that  of  ten 
ordinary  writers,  to  exploit. 

Massol  belonged  to  the  type  of  barrister  who  takes  a 
flux  of  words  for  éloquence  and  can  weary  any  audience  by 
his  prolixity,  who  in  every  gathering  of  men  acts  as  a 
blight,  shriveling  up  their  enthusiasm,  yet  who  is  determined 
at  ail  costs  to  be  a  somebody.  Massol's  ambition,  however, 
no  longer  pointed  to  the  ministry  of  justice.  Within  four 
years  he  had  seen  five  or  six  men  clothed  with  the  robes  of 
office,  and  this  had  cured  him  of  the  fancy.  Meanwnile  he 
was  ready  to  accept,  as  something  in  hand,  a  professorship  or 
a  post  under  the  Council,  with  of  course  the  Cross  of  the 
Légion  of  Honor  to  season  the  dish.    Du  Tillet  and  the  Baron 
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de  Nucingen  had  guaranteed  him  the  Cross  and  the  desired 
post  if  he  fell  in  with  their  views;  and  as  he  jiidged  them 
to  be  in  a  better  position  than  Nathan  for  fulfilling  their 
promises,  he  followed  them  blindly. 

The  better  to  hoodwink  Eaoul,  thèse  men  allowed  him  to 
exercise  uncontrolled  power.  Du  Tillet  only  niade  use  of 
the  paper  for  his  stock-jobbing  interests^  which  were  outside 
Raoul's  ken.  He  had,  however,  already  given  Eastignac  to 
understand,  through  the  Baron  de  Nucingen,  that  this  organ 
was  ready  to  give  a  silent  adhésion  to  the  Government,  on 
the  one  condition  that  the  Government  should  support  du  Til- 
let's  candidature  as  successor  to  M.  de  Nucingen,  who  would 
be  a  peer  some  day,  and  who  at  présent  sat  for  a  rotten  bor- 
ough,  where  the  paper  was  lavishly  circulated,  gratis.  Thus 
was  Raoul  jockeyed  by  both  the  banker  and  the  barrister, 
who  took  a  huge  delight  in  seeing  him  lord  it  at  the  office, 
pocketing  ail  the  gains,  as  well  as  the  less  substantial  dues 
of  vanity  and  the  like.  Nathan  could  not  praise  them  enough  ; 
again,  as  when  they  furnished  his  stables,  they  were  "the  best 
fellows  in  the  world,"  and  he  actually  believed  that  he  was 
duping  them. 

Men  of  imagination,  whose  whole  life  is  based  on  hope, 
never  will  admit  that  in  business  the  moment  of  danger  is 
that  when  everything  goes  to  a  wish.  Such  a  moment  of 
triumph  had  eome  for  Nathan,  and  he  made  full  use  of  it, 
letting  himself  be  seen  both  in  political  and  finaneial  circles. 
Du  Tillet  introduced  him  to  the  Nucingens,  and  he  was  re- 
ceived  in  a  most  friendly  way  by  Mme.  de  Nucingen,  not 
so  much  for  his  own  sake  as  for  that  of  Mme.  de  Vandenesse. 
Yet,  when  she  alluded  to  the  Countess,  Nathan  thought  him- 
self a  raarvel  of  discrétion  for  taking  refuge  behind  Florine, 
and  he  enlarged  with  generous  self-complacency  on  his  rela- 
tions with  the  actress,  which  nothing,  he  declared,  could 
break.  How  could  any  m  an  abandon  an  assured  happiness 
for  the  coquetry  of  the  Faubourg  Saint-Germain? 

Nathan,  beguiled  by  Nucingen  and  Eastignac,  du  Tillet 
and  Blondet,  lent  an  ostentations  support  to  the  doctrinaire 
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party  in  the  formation  of  one  of  their  ephemeral  cabinets. 
At  the  same  time,  wishing  to  start  in  public  life  with  clean 
hands,  lie  refused,  with  much  parade,  to  accept  any  share  in 
the  profits  of  certain  enterprises,  which  had  been  launched 
by  the  help  of  this  paper.  And  this  was  the  man  who  never 
hesitated  to  compromise  a  friend,  or  was  hampered  by  a 
scruple  in  his  relations  with  a  certain  class  of  business  men 
at  critical  moments  !  Such  startling  contrasts,  born  of  vanity 
and  ambition,  may  often  be  found  in  careers  like  his.  The 
mantle  must  malce  a  brave  show  to  the  public,  but  scraps 
raised  from  a  friend  will  serve  to  patch  it. 

But  in  the  very  midst  of  ail  his  suecesses,  Nathan  was 
roused  to  some  uneasiness  by  a  bad  quarter  of  an  hour  which 
he  spent  over  his  business  accounts  two  months  after  the  de- 
parture  of  the  Countess.  Du  Tillet  had  advanced  a  hundred 
thousand  francs.  The  money  given  by  Florine,  the  third 
part  of  his  original  capital,  had  gone  in  government  dues 
and  in  the  expenses  of  starting  the  paper,  which  were  enor- 
mous.  The  future  had  to  be  provided  for.  The  banker  as- 
sisted  him  by  aeeepting  bills  for  fifty  thousand  francs  at 
four  months,  and  thereby  fastened  a  halter  round  the  author's 
neck.  Thanks  to  this  subvention,  the  paper  was  in  funds 
again  for  six  months.  In  the  eyes  of  many  literary  men, 
six  months  is  an  eternity.  Further,  by  dint  of  puffs  and  by 
sending  round  canvassers,  who  offered  illusory  advantages 
to  subscribers,  they  managed  to  raise  the  circulation  by  two 
thousand.  This  semi-triumph  was  an  incentive  to  cast  his 
latest  borrowings  into  the  melting-pot.  One  more  effort  of 
his  wits,  and  a  political  lawsuit  or  a  sham  persécution  might 
give  Eaoul  a  place  among  those  modem  Condottieri,  whose 
ink  has  to-day  taken  the  place  of  gunpowder. 

TJnfortunately,  thèse  steps  were  already  taken  when  Florine 
returned  with  about  fifty  thousand  francs.  Instead  of  set- 
ting  this  aside  as  a  reserve,  Eaoul,  confident  of  a  success 
which  was  his  only  safety,  humiliated  at  the  thought  of 
having  once  before  aecepted  money  from  the  actress,  feeling 
that  his  love  had  raised  him  to  a  higher  plane,  and  dazzled 
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by  the  specious  plaudits  of  his  flatterers,  deceived  Florine 
as  to  his  situation,  and  obliged  her  to  spend  the  money  in 
setting  up  house  again.  Under  présent  circumstanees,  a 
Smart  and  dashing  style  was,  he  assiired  her,  essential.  The 
actress,  who  needed  no  spurring,  got  into  debt  for  thirty  thou- 
sand  francs.  Instead  of  a  flat,  Florine  took  a  charming 
house  in  the  Eue  Pigalle,  where  her  old  friends  came  about 
lier  again.  The  house  of  a  woman  in  Florine's  position 
supplied  a  neutral  ground,  most  convenient  for  pushing  poli- 
ticians,  who,  following  the  example  of  Louis  XIV.  with  the 
Dutch,  entertained  at  Raoul's  house  in  Raoul's  absence. 

Nathan  had  reserved  for  the  return  of  the  actress  a  play, 
the  chief  part  in  which  suited  her  admirably.  This  vaude- 
ville-drama  was  intended  as  Eaoul's  farewell  to  the  théâtre. 
The  newspapers,  by  an  attention  to  Eaoul  which  cost  them 
nothing,  planned  beforehand  such  an  ovation  to  Florine  that 
the  Comédie-Française  began  to  speak  of  engaging  her. 
Critics  pointed  to  her  as  the  direct  successor  of  Mlle.  Mars. 
This  trium.ph  threw  the  actress  so  far  ofp  her  balance  as  to 
prevent  her  examining  carefully  the  state  of  Nathan's  afïairs  ; 
her  life  was  a  whirl  of  banquets  and  revelry,  Queen  in  a 
world  of  bustling  suitors,  each  with  something  to  push — a 
book,  a  play,  a  ballet-girl,  a  théâtre,  a  company,  or  an  ad- 
vertisement — she  reveled  in  the  delights  of  this  press  in- 
fluence, which  she  pictured  as  the  dawn  of  ministerial  pa- 
tronage. In  the  mouths  of  those  who  frequented  her  house, 
Nathan  was  a  politician  of  high  standing.  His  scheme  would 
succeed,  he  would  be  elected  to  the  Chamber,  and  beyond 
doubt  bave  a  turn  at  office,  like  so  many  others.  Actresses 
are  rarely  slow  to  believe  what  flatters  their  hopes.  How 
could  Florine,  lauded  in  the  notices,  mistrust  the  paper  or 
its  contributors  ?  She  was  too  ignorant  of  the  meehanism 
of  the  press  to  be  uneasy  about  its  resourees,  and  women  of 
her  stamp  look  only  to  results. 

As  for  Nathan,  he  no  longer  doubted  that  in  the  course 
of  the  next  session  he  would  come  to  the  front,  along  with 
two  former  Journalists,  one  of  whom,  already  in  office,  was 
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anxious  to  strengthen  his  position  by  turning  ont  his  col- 
leagues.  After  six  months  of  absence,  Xathan  was  glad  to 
see  Florine  again,  and  lazily  fell  back  into  his  old  habits. 
The  coarse  web  of  his  life  was  covertly  embroidered  by  him 
with  the  loveliest  flowers  of  his  idéal  passion  and  with  the 
pleasures  scattered  by  Florine.  His  letters  to  Marie  were 
masterpieces  of  love,  élégance,  and  style.  He  made  of  her 
the  guiding-star  of  his  life;  he  undertook  nothing  without 
Consulting  his  good  genius.  Misérable  at  being  on  the  popular 
side,  he  was  tempted  at  times  to  join  the  aristocrats;  but, 
with  ail  his  skill  in  turning  his  back  on  himself,  it  seemed 
impossible  to  make  the  leap  f  rom  lef t  to  right  ;  it  was  easier 
to  get  office. 

Marie's  precious  letters  were  kept  in  a  portfolio  with  secret 
springs,  an  invention  either  of  Huret  or  Fichet;,  the  two 
mechanists  who  carry  on  a  war  of  émulation  in  the  news- 
paper  columns  and  on  the  walls  of  Paris  as  to  the  compara- 
tive efficacy  and  unobtrusiveness  of  their  locks.  The  port- 
folio lay  in  Florine's  new  boudoir,  where  Kaoul  worked.  No 
one  is  more  easily  deceived  than  the  woman  who  is  used  to 
f  rankness  ;  she  has  no  suspicions,  because  slie  believes  herself 
to  know  and  see  ail  that  goes  on.  Moreover,  since  her  re- 
tum  the  actress  took  her  part  in  Nathan's  daily  life,  which 
appeared  to  go  on  just  as  usual.  It  never  would  hâve  oc- 
curred  to  her  that  this  writing-case,  which  she  had  barely 
noticed,  and  which  Eaoul  made  no  mystery  about  locking, 
contained  love  tokens  in  the  shape  of  a  rival's  letters,  ad- 
dressed,  at  Eaoul's  request,  to  the  office.  To  ail  appearance, 
therefore,  Nathan's  situation  was  of  the  brightest.  He  had 
plenty  of  nominal  friends.  Two  plays,  at  which  he  had 
worked  jointly  with  others,  and  which  had  just  made  a  sue- 
cess,  kept  him  in  luxuries  and  removed  ail  anxiety  for  the 
future.  Indeed,  his  debt  to  his  friend  du  Tillet  never  gave 
him  a  moment's  uneasiness. 

"How  can  one  suspect  a  friend?"  he  said,  when  now  and 
again  Blondet  would  give  utterance  to  doubts,  which  were 
natural  to  his   analytic   tum  of  mind. 
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"But  we  hâve  no  need  to  fcar  our  enemies,"  said  Florine. 

Nathan  stood  up  for  du  Tillet.  Du  Tillet  was  the  best, 
most  good-natured,  and  most  honorable  of  men. 

This  life  upon  the  tight-rope,  without  even  a  steadying- 
pole,  which  niight  hâve  appalîed  a  mère  onlooker  who  had 
grasped  its  meaning,  was  watched  by  du  Tillet  with  the 
stoicism  and  hard-heartedness  of  a  parvenu.  At  times  a 
fierce  irony  broke  through  the  génial  cordiality  of  his  man- 
ner  with  Nathan.  One  day  he  pressed  his  hand  as  he  was 
leaving  Florine's,  and  watched  him  get  into  his  cabriolet. 

"There  goes  our  dandy  ofï  to  the  Bois  in  tiptop  style,"  he 
said  to  Lousteau,  the  very  incarnation  of  envy,  "and  in  six 
months  he  may  be  laid  by  the  heels  in  Clichy." 

"Not  he  !"  exclaimed  Lousteau  ;  "think  of  Florine." 

"And  how  do  you  know,  my  good  fellow,  that  he'll  keep 
Florine?  I  tell  you,  you're  worth  a  thousand  of  him,  and 
I  expect  six  months  will  see  you  in  the  editorial  chair." 

In  October  the  bills  fell  due,  and  du  Tillet  graciously  re- 
newed  them,  but  this  time  for  two  months  only,  and  the 
amount  was  increased  by  the  discount  and  by  a  new  loan. 
Confident  of  victory,  Kaoul  drained  his  till.  An  overmaster- 
ing  désire  to  see  him  was  bringing  the  Countess  back  to 
town  a  month  earlier  than  usual — within  a  few  days  in  fact 
— and  it  would  not  do  to  be  crippled  for  lack  of  funds  whe» 
the  moment  had  corne  for  entering  the  field  again. 

The  pen  is  always  bolder  than  the  tongue,  and  the  letterè 
she  received  had  raised  the  Comtesse  de  Vandenesse  to  the 
highest  pitch  of  exeitement.  Thoughts  clothed  in  the  flowers 
of  rhetoric  can  express  so  much  without  meeting  a  repuise. 
She  saw  in  Raoul  one  of  the  finest  intellects  of  the  day,  a 
delieately-strung  and  unappreciated  heart,  which  in  its  un- 
stained  purity  was  worthy  of  adoration.  She  watched  him 
put  forth  a  bold  hand  upon  the  citadel  of  power.  Ere  long 
that  voice,  so  tuneful  in  love,  would  thunder  from  the  tribune 
Marie  was  now  entirely  absorbed  in  that  life  of  intersect- 
ing  circles,  which  resemble  the  orbits  of  the  planets,  and  re- 
volve round  the  sun  of  society  as  their  centre.     Finding  no 
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flavor  in  the  calm  pleasures  of  home,  she  received  the  shock 
of  every  agitation  in  this  whirling  life,  brought  home  to 
her  by  the  pen  of  a  literary  artist  and  a  lover.  She  showered 
kisses  on  letters  which  had  been  written  in  the  thick  of  press 
combats,  or  purloined  from  hours  of  study.  She  realized 
now  what  they  had  cost  and  was  well  assured  of  being  his 
only  love,  with  no  rivais  but  glory  and  ambition.  Even  in 
the  depths  of  her  solitude  she  found  occupation  for  ail  her 
powers,  and  could  dwell  with  satisfaction  upon  the  choice 
of  her  heart.    There  was  no  one  like  Nathan. 

Fortunately,  her  withdrawal  into  the  country  and  the 
barriers  thus  placed  between  her  and  Eaoul  had  silenced 
ill-natured  gossip.  During  the  last  days  of  autumn,  there- 
fore,  Marie  and  Eaoul  were  able  once  more  to  begin  their 
walks  in  the  Bois  de  Boulogne,  their  only  meeting-place  until 
the  season  opened.  Eaoul  had  now  a  little  more  leisure  to 
enjoy  the  exquisite  delights  of  his  idéal  life,  and  also  to  prac- 
tise  concealment  with  Florine;  his  work  at  the  office  had 
ceased  to  be  so  hard  since  things  were  well  in  train  there  and 
each  member  of  the  staff  understood  his  duty.  Involuntarily 
he  made  comparisons  which,  though  always  favorable  to 
Florine,  did  the  Countess  no  injury.  Exhausted  once  more 
by  the  varions  shifts  to  which  his  passion,  alike  of  the  head 
and  of  the  heart,  for  a  woman  of  fashion  impelled  him, 
Eaoul  put  forth  superhuman  energy  in  the  effort  to  appear 
simultaneously  on  three  différent  stages — society,  the  office, 
and  the  greenroom,  While  Florine,  always  grateful  and 
taking  almost  a  partner's  share  in  his  work  and  difficulties, 
appeared  and  vanished  as  required,  and  showered  on  him  a 
wealth  of  substantial  and  unpretentious  happiness,  which 
called  forth  no  remorse,  the  unapproaehable  Countess,  with 
her  hungry  eyes,  had  already  forgotten  his  stupendous  labors 
and  the  trouble  it  often  cost  him  to  get  a  passing  glimpse 
of  her.  Florine,  far  from  trying  to  impose  her  will,  would 
let  herself  be  taken  up  and  put  down  with  the  good-natured 
indifférence  of  a  eat,  which  always  falls  on  its  feet  and  walks 
off,  shaking  its  ears.     This  easy  way  of  life  is  admirably 
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fitted  to  the  habits  of  brain-workers  ;  and  it  is  only  in  the 
artist's  nature  to  take  full  advantage  of  it,  as  Nathan  did, 
whilst  not  abandoning  the  pursuit  of  that  fine  idéal  love, 
that  splendid  passion,  which  delighted  at  once  his  poetic  in- 
stincts, the  germ  of  greatness  in  him,  and  his  social  am- 
bitions. Fully  aware  how  disastrous  woiild  be  the  effect  of 
any  indiscrétion,  he  told  himself  it  wa^  impossible  that  cither 
the  Countess  or  Florine  should  find  ont  anything.  The  chasm 
between  them  was  too  great. 

With  the  beginning  of  winter  Raoul  once  more  made  his 
appearance  in  society,  and  this  time  in  the  heyday  of  his 
glory  :  he  was  ail  but  a  personage.  Rastignac,  who  had  f allen 
with  the  Government  which  went  to  pièces  on  de  Marsay's 
death,  leant  upon  Raoul,  and  in  return  gave  him  the  support 
of  his  good  Word.  Mme.  de  Vandenesse  was  curions  to  know 
whether  her  husband  had  changed  his  opinion  of  Raoul. 
After  the  lapse  of  a  year  she  questioned  him  again,  in  the 
expectation  of  a  signal  revenge,  such  as  the  noblest  and  least 
earthly  of  women  do  not  disdain;  for  we  may  be  sure  that 
the  angels  in  heaven  hâve  not  lost  ail  thought  of  self  as  they 
range  themselves  round  the  throne. 

"That  he  should  become  the  tool  of  unscrupulous  men 
was  the  one  thing  lacking  to  him,"  replied  the  Count. 

Félix,  with  the  keen  insight  of  a  politician  and  a  man  of 
the  world,  had  thoroughly  gauged  Raoul's  position.  He 
calmly  explained  to  his  wife  how  the  attempt  of  Fieschi  had 
resulted  in  rallying  many  lukewarm  people  round  the  in- 
terests  threatened  in  the  person  of  Louis-Philippe.  The 
comparatively  neutral  papers  would  go  down  in  circulation 
as  joumalism,  along  with  politics,  fell  into  more  definite 
lines.  If  Nathan  had  put  his  capital  into  his  paper,  he 
would  soon  be  done  for.  This  summary  of  the  situation,  so 
clear  and  accurate  in  spite  of  its  brevity  and  the  purely  ab- 
stract  point  of  view  from  which  it  was  made,  and  coming 
from  a  man  well  used  to  calculate  the  chances  of  party, 
frightened  Mme.  de  Vandenesse. 

"Do  you  take  much  interest  in  him  then?"  asked  Félix  of 
his  wife. 
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"Oh  !  I  like  liis  hmnor,  and  lie  talks  well." 

The  reply  came  so  naturally  that  it  did  not  rouse  the 
Count's  suspicions. 

At  four  o'clock  next  day  at  Mme.  d'Espard's,  Marie  and 
Eaoul  held  a  long  whispered  conversation.  The  Countess 
gave  expression  to  fears  which  Eaoul  dissipated,,  only  too  glad 
of  this  opportunity  to  damage  the  husband's  authority  under 
a  battery  of  epigrams.  He  had  his  revenge  to  take.  The 
Count,  thus  handled,  appeared  a  man  of  narrow  mind  and  be- 
hind  the  day,  who  judged  the  Révolution  of  July  by  the 
standard  of  the  Eestoration,  and  shut  his  eyes  to  the  triumph 
of  the  middle-class,  that  new  and  substantial  factor  to  be 
reekoned  with,  for  a  time  at  least  if  not  permanently,  in 
every  society.  The  great  feudal  lords  of  the  past  were  im- 
possible now,  the  reign  of  true  merit  had  begun.  Instead 
of  weighing  well  the  indirect  and  impartial  warning  he  had 
received  from  an  experienced  politician  in  the  expression 
of  his  deliberate  opinion,  Eaoul  made  it  an  occasion  for  dis- 
play,  mounted  his  stilts,  and  draped  himself  in  the  purple 
of  success.  Where  is  the  woman  who  would  not  believe  her 
lover  rather  than  her  husband  ? 

Mme.  de  Vandenesse,  reassured,  plunged  once  more  into 
that  life  of  repressed  irritation,  of  little  stolen  pleasures,  and 
of  covert  hand-pressings  which  had  carried  her  through  the 
preceding  winter;  but  which  can  hâve  no  other  end  than  to 
drag  a  woman  over  the  boundary  line  if  the  man  she  loves 
has  any  spirit  and  chafes  against  the  curb.  Happily  for 
her,  Eaoul,  kept  in  check  by  Florine,  was  not  dangerous.  He 
was  engrossed,  too,  in  business  which  did  not  allow  him  to 
turn  his  good  fortune  to  account.  Nevertheless,  some  sudden 
disaster,  a  renewal  of  difficulties,  an  outburst  of  impatience, 
might  at  any  moment  precipitate  the  Countess  into  the  abyss. 

Eaoul  was  becoming  conscious  of  this  disposition  in  Marie 
when,  towards  the  end  of  December,  du  Tillet  asked  for 
his  money.  The  wealthy  banker  told  Eaoul  he  was  hard  up, 
and  advised  him  to  borrow  the  amount  for  a  fortnight  from 
a   money-lender   called    Gigonnet — a    twenty-five    per   cent 
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Providence  for  ail  young  men  in  diffîculties.  In  a  few  days 
the  paper  would  make  a  fresh  financial  start  with  the  new 
year,  there  would  be  cash  in  the  counting-house,  and  then  du 
Tillet  would  see  what  he  could  do.  Besides,  why  should  not 
Nathan  write  another  play?  Nathan  was  too  proud  not  to 
résolve  on  paying  at  any  cost.  Du  Tillet  gave  him  a  letter 
for  the  money-lender,  in  response  to  which  Gigonnet  handed 
him  the  amount  required  and  took  bills  payable  in  twenty 
days.  Eaoul,  instead  of  having  his  suspicions  roused  by  this 
accommodating  réception,  was  only  vexed  that  he  had  not 
asked  for  more.  This  is  the  way  with  men  of  the  greatest  in- 
tellectual  power;  they  see  only  matter  for  pleasantry  in  a 
grave  predicament,  and  reserve  their  wits  for  writing  books,  as 
though  afraid  there  might  not  be  enough  of  them  to  go 
round  if  applied  to  daily  life.  Eaoul  told  Florine  and  Blon- 
det  how  he  had  spent  his  morning  ;  he  drew  a  f aithful  picture 
of  Gigonnet  and  his  surroundings,  his  cheap  fleur-de-lys  wall- 
paper,  his  staircase,  his  asthmatic  bell,  his  stag-foot  knocker, 
his  worn  little  door  mat,  his  hearth  as  devoid  of  fire  as  his 
eye;  he  made  them  laugh  at  his  new  "uncle,"  and  neither 
du  Tillet's  professed  need  of  money  nor  the  facility  of  the 
usurer  caused  them  the  least  uneasiness. — One  can't  account 
for  every  whim  ! 

"He  has  only  taken  fifteen  per  cent  from  you,"  said  Blon- 
det;  "he  deserves  your  thanks.  At  twenty-five  they  cease 
to  be  gentlemen;  at  iifty,  usury  begins;  at  this  figure  they 
are  only  contemptible  !" 

"Contemptible  !"  cried  Florine.  "I  should  like  to  know 
which  of  your  friends  would  lend  you  money  at  this  rate 
without  posing  as  a  benefactor?" 

"She  is  quite  right;  I  am  heartily  glad  to  be  quit  of  du 
Tillet's  debt,"  said  Eaoul. 

Most  mysterious  is  this  laek  of  pénétration  in  regard  to 
their  private  affairs  on  the  part  of  men  generally  so  keen- 
sighted  !  It  may  be  that  it  is  impossible  for  the  mind  to  be 
fully  equipped  on  every  side;  it  may  be  that  artists  live  too 
entirely  in  the  présent  to  trouble  about  the  future  ;  or  it  may 
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be  that,  alwa3's  on  the  lookout  for  the  ridiculous,  they  are 
blind  to  traps,  and  cannot  believe  in  any  one  daring  to  fool 
tliem. 

The  end  did  not  tarry.  Twenty  days  later  the  bills  were 
protested;  but  in  the  court  Florine  had  a  respite  of  twenty- 
five  days  applied  for  and  granted.  Eaoul  made  an  effort 
to  see  where  he  stood;  he  sent  for  the  books;  and  from  thèse 
it  appeared  that  the  receipts  of  the  paper  covered  two- 
thirds  of  the  cost,  and  that  the  circulation  was  going  down. 
The  great  man  became  uneasy  and  gloomy,  but  only  in  the 
Company  of  Florine,  in  whom  he  confided.  Florine  advised 
hira  to  borrow  on  the  security  of  plays  not  yet  written,  sell- 
ing  them  in  a  lump,  and  parting  at  the  same  time  with  the 
royalties  on  his  acted  plays.  By  this  means  Nathan  raised 
twenty  thousand  francs,  and  reduced  his  debt  to  forty  thou- 
sand. 

On  the  lOth  of  February  the  twenty-five  days  expired. 
Du  Tillet,  determined  to  oust  Nathan,  as  a  rival,  from  the 
constituency,  where  he  intended  to  stand  himself  (leaving 
to  Massol  another  which  was  in  the  pocket  of  the  Govern- 
ment), got  Gigonnet  to  refuse  Eaoul  ail  quarter.  A  man 
laid  by  the  heels  for  debt  can  hardly  présent  himself  as  a 
candidate;  and  the  embr}'0  minister  might  disappear  in  the 
maw  of  a  debtor's  prison.  Florine  herself  was  in  constant 
communication  with  the  bailifïs  on  account  of  her  own  debts, 
and  in  this  crisis  the  only  resource  left  to  her  Avas  the  "I  !" 
of  Medea,  for  her  furniture  was  seized.  The  aspirant  to 
famé  heard  on  every  side  the  crack  of  ruin  in  his  freshly 
reared  but  baseless  fabric.  TJnequal  to  the  task  of  sustain- 
ing  so  vast  an  enterprise,  how  could  he  think  of  beginning 
again  to  lay  the  foundations?  Nothing  remained,  therefore, 
but  to  perish  beneath  his  crumbling  visions.  His  love  for 
the  Countess  still  brought  flashes  of  life,  but  only  to  the 
outer  mask;  within,  ail  hope  was  dead.  He  did  not  suspect 
du  Tillet  ;  the  usurer  alone  filled  his  view.  Eastignac,  Blon- 
det,  Lousteau,  Vernou,  Finot,  Massol,  carefully  refrained 
from  enlightening  a  man  of  such  dangerous  energy.     Eas- 
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tignac,  who  aimed  at  getting  back  to  power,  made  common 
cause  with  Nucingen  and  du  Tillet.  The  rest  found  measure- 
less  delight  in  watching  the  expiring  agony  of  one  of  their 
comrades,  convicted  of  the  crime  of  aiming  at  mastery.  Not 
one  of  them  would  breathe  a  word  to  Florine;  to  her.  on  the 
contrary,  they  were  full  of  Kaoul's  praises.  "Nathan's 
shoulders  were  broad  enough  to  bear  the  world;  he  would 
corne  out  ail  right,  no  f ear  !" 

"The  circulation  went  up  two  yesterday,"  said  Blondet 
solemnly.  "Eaoul  will  be  elected  yet.  As  soon  as  the  budget 
is  through  the  dissolution  will  be  announced." 

Nathan,  dogged  by  the  law,  could  no  longer  look  to  money- 
lenders;  Florine,  her  furniture  distrained,  had  no  hope  left 
save  in  the  chance  of  inspiring  a  passion  in  some  good-natured 
fool,  who  never  turns  up  at  the  right  moment.  Nathan's 
friends  were  ail  men  without  money  or  crédit.  His  political 
chances  would  be  ruiued  by  his  arrest.  To  crown  ail,  he 
saw  himself  pledged  to  huge  tasks,  paid  for  in  advance;  it 
was  a  bottomless  pit  of  horrors  into  which  he  gazed. 

Before  an  outlook  so  threatening  his  self-confidence  de- 
serted  him.  Would  the  Comtesse  de  Vandenesse  unité  her 
fate  to  his  and  fly  with  him  ?  Only  a  fully  developed  passion 
can  bring  a  woman  to  this  fatal  step,  and  theirs  had  never 
bound  them  to  each  other  in  the  mysterious  ties  of  rapture. 
Even  supposing  the  Countess  would  follow  him  abroad,  she 
would  corne  penniless,  bare,  and  stripped,  and  would  prove 
an  added  burden.  A  proud  man,  of  second-rate  quality, 
like  Nathan,  could  not  fail  to  see  in  suicide,  as  Nathan  did, 
the  sword  with  which  to  eut  this  Gordian  knot.  The  idea 
of  overthrow,  in  full  view  of  that  society  into  which  he  had 
worked  his  way,  and  which  he  had  aspired  to  dominate,  of 
leaving  the  Countess  enthroned  there,  while  he  fell  back  to 
join  the  mud-spattered  rank  and  file,  was  unbearable.  Mad- 
ness  danced  and  rang  her  bells  before  the  door  of  that  airy 
palace  in  which  the  poet  had  made  his  home.  In  this  ex- 
tremity,  Nathan  waited  upon  chance,  and  put  off  killing  him- 
self till  the  last  moment. 
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Duriiig  the  last  days,  occupied  with  the  notice  of  judg- 
ment,  the  writs,  and  ;  publication  of  order  of  arrest,  Eaoul 
could  not  succeed  in  throwing  off  tliat  coldly  sinister  look, 
observed  by  noticing  people  to  haunt  those  marked  ont  for 
suicide,  or  whose  minds  are  dwelling  on  it.  The  dismal  ideas 
which  they  fondle  cast  a  gray,  gloomy  shade  over  the  fore- 
head;  their  smile  is  vaguely  ominous,  and  they  move  with 
solemnity.  The  unhappy  wretches  seeni  resolved  to  suck 
dry  the  golden  fruit  of  life;  they  cast  appealing  glanées  on 
every  side,  the  toll  of  the  passing  bell  is  in  their  ears,  and 
their  minds  wander.  Thèse  alarming  symptoms  were  per- 
ceived  by  Marie  one  night  at  Lady  Dudlcy's.  Eaoul  had  re- 
mained  alone  on  a  sofa  in  the  boudoir,  while  the  rest  of  the 
Company  were  conversing  in  the  drawing-room  ;  when  the 
Countess  came  to  the  door,  he  did  not  raise  his  head;  he 
heard  neither  Marie's  breath  nor  the  rustle  of  her  silk  dress; 
his  eyes,  stupid  with  pain,  were  fixed  on  a  flower  in  the  car- 
pet.  "Sooner  die  than  abdicate,"  was  his  thought.  It  is  not 
every  man  who  bas  a  Saint-Helena  to  retire  upon.  Suicide, 
moreover,  was  at  that  time  in  vogue  in  Paris  :  what  more 
suitable  key  to  the  mystery  of  life  for  a  sceptical  society? 
Eaoul  then  had  just  resolved  to  put  an  end  to  himself.  De- 
spair must  be  proportioned  to  hope,  and  that  of  Eaoul  could 
find  no  issue  but  the  grave. 

'^hat  is  the  matter?"  said  Marie,  flying  to  him. 

"ISTothing,"  he  replied. 

Levers  hâve  a  way  of  using  this  word  "nothing"  which 
implies  exactly  the  opposite.    Marie  gave  a  little  shrug. 

*^hat  a  child  you  are  !"  she  said.  "Something  bas  gone 
wrong  with  you?" 

"Not  with  me,"  he  said.  "Besides,"  he  added  affection- 
ately,  "you  will  know  it  ail  too  soon,  Marie." 

'^hat  were  you  thinking  of  when  I  came  in?"  she  said, 
with  an  air  that  would  not  be  denied. 

"Are  you  determined  to  know  the  truth?" 

She  bowed  her  head. 

"I  was  thinking  of  you  ;  I  said  to  myself  that  many  men 
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in  my  place  would  liave  wished  to  be  lovcd  without  reserve  : 
I  am  loved,  am  I  not?" 

"Yes,"  she  said. 

Braving  the  risk  of  interruption,  Kaoïil  put  his  arm  round 
her,  and  drew  her  near  enough  to  kiss  her  on  the  forehead, 
as  he  continued  : 

"And  I  am  leaving  you  pure  and  free  from  remorse.  I 
might  drag  you  into  the  abyss,  but  you  stand  upon  the  brink 
in  ail  your  stainless  glory.  One  thought,  though,  haunts 
me     .     .     ." 

"What  thought?" 

"You  will  despise  me." 

She  smiled  a  proud  smile. 

"Yes,  you  will  never  believe  in  the  holiness  of  my  love  for 
you  ;  and  then  they  vi^ill  slandcr  me,  I  know.  No  woman  can 
conçoive  how,  from  ont  of  the  filth  in  which  we  wallow,  we 
raise  our  eyes  to  heaven  in  single-hearted  worship  of  some 
radiant  star — some  Marie.  They  mix  up  this  adoration  with 
painful  questions;  they  cannot  understand  that  men  of  high 
intellect  and  poetic  vision  are  able  to  wean  their  soûls  from 
p'ieasure  and  keep  them  to  lay  entire  upon  some  cherished 
altar.  And  yet,  Marie,  our  dévotion  to  the  idéal  is  more 
ardent  than  yours;  we  embody  it  in  a  woman,  while  she  does 
not  even  seek  for  it  in  us." 

"Why  this  effusion  ?"  she  said,  with  the  irony  of  a  woman 
who  has  no  misgivings. 

"I  am  leaving  France;  you  will  learn  how  and  why  to- 
morrow  from  a  letter  which  my  servant  will  bring  you.  Fare- 
well,  Marie." 

Kaoul  went  out,  after  pressing  the  Countess  to  his  heart 
in  an  agonized  embrace,  and  left  her  dazed  with  misery. 

"What  is  wrong,  dear?"  said  the  Marquise  d'Espard,  com- 
ing  to  look  foi  her.  "What  has  M.  Nathan  been  saying  ?  He 
left  us  with  quite  a  melodramatic  air.  You  must  hâve  been 
terribly  foolish — or  terribly  prudent." 

The  Countess  took  Mme.  d'Espard's  arm  to  return  to  the 


98  A  DAUGHTER  OF  EVE 

drawing-room,  where,  however,  she  only  stayed  a  few  in- 
stants. 

"Perhaps  she  is  going  to  lier  first  appointment/'  said  Lady 
Diidley  to  the  Marchioness. 

"I  shall  make  sure  as  to  that,"  replied  Mme.  d'Espard,  who 
left  at  once  to  follow  the  Coimtess'  carriage. 

But  the  coupé  of  Mme.  de  Vandenesse  took  the  road  to  the 
Faubourg  St.  Honoré.  When  Mme.  d'Espard  entered  her 
house,  she  saw  the  Countess  driving  along  the  Faubourg  in 
the  direction  of  the  Eue  du  Kocher.  Marie  went  to  bed,  but 
not  to  slecp,  and  spent  the  night  in  reading  a  voyage  to  the 
North  Pôle,  of  which  she  did  not  take  in  a  word. 

At  half-past  eight  next  morning,  she  got  a  letter  from 
Eaoul  and  opened  it  in  feverish  haste.  The  letter  began 
with  the  classic  phrase: 

"My  loved  one,  when  this  paper  is  in  your  hands,  I  shall 
be  no  more." 

She  read  no  f  urther,  but  crushing  the  paper  with  a  nervous 
motion,  rang  for  her  maid,  hastily  put  on  a  loose  gown,  and 
the  first  pair  of  shoes  that  came  to  haud,  wrapped  a  shawl 
round  her,  took  a  bonnet,  and  then  went  out,  instructing 
her  maid  to  tell  the  Count  that  she  had  gone  to  her  sister, 
Mme.  du  Tillet. 

"Where  did  you  leave  your  master?"  she  asked  of  Raoul's 
servant. 

"At  the  newspaper  office." 

"Take  me  there,"  she  said. 

To  the  amazement  of  the  household,  she  left  the  house  on 
foot  before  nine  o'clock,  visibly  distraught.  Fortunately  for 
her,  the  maid  went  to  tell  the  Count  that  her  mistress  had 
just  received  a  letter  from  Mme.  du  Tillet  which  had  upset 
her  very  much,  and  that  she  had  started  in  a  great  hurry 
for  her  sister's  house,  accompanied  by  the  servant  who  had 
brought  the  letter.  Vandenesse  waited  for  further  explana- 
tions  till  his  wife's  return.  The  Countess  got  a  cab  and  was 
borne  rapidly  to  the  office.  At  that  time  of  day  the  spacious 
rooms  occupied  by  the  paper,  in  an  old  house  in  the  Rue 
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Feydeau,  were  deserted.  The  only  occupant  was  an  at- 
tendant, whose  astonishment  was  great  when  a  pretty  and 
distracted  young  woman  rushed  up  and  demanded  M. 
Xathan. 

"I  expect  he  is  with  Mlle.  Florine,"  he  replied,  taking  the 
Countess  for  some  jealous  rival,  bent  on  making  a  scène. 

"Where  does  he  work?"  she  asked. 

"In  a  small  room,  the  key  of  which  is  in  his  pocket." 

"I  must  go  there." 

The  man  led  her  to  a  dark  room,  looking  ont  on  a  back- 
yard,  which  had  formerly  been  the  dressing-closet  attached  to 
a  large  bedroom.  This  closet  made  an  angle  with  the  bed- 
room,  in  which  the  recess  for  the  bed  still  remained.  By 
opening  the  bedroom  window,  the  Countess  was  able  to  see 
through  that  of  the  closet  what  was  happening  within. 

Nathan  lay  in  the  editorial  chair,  the  death-rattle  in  his 
throat. 

"Break  open  that  door,  and  tell  no  one  !  I  will  pay  you 
to  keep  silence,"  she  cried.  "Can't  you  see  that  M.  Nathan 
is  dying  ?" 

The  man  went  to  the  eompositors'  room  to  fetch  an  iron 
chase  with  which  to  force  the  door.  Raoul  was  killing  him- 
self,  like  some  poor  work-girl,  with  the  fumes  from  a  pan  of 
charcoal.  He  had  just  finished  a  letter  to  Blondet,  in  which 
he  begged  him  to  attribute  his  death  to  a  fit  of  apoplexy. 
The  Countess  was  just  in  time;  she  had  Eaoul  carried  into 
the  cab;  and  not  knowing  where  to  get  him  looked  after,  she 
went  to  a  hôtel,  took  a  room  there,  and  sent  the  attendant 
to  fetch  a  doctor.  Raoul  in  a  few  hours  was  out  of  danger; 
but  the  Countess  did  not  leave  his  bedside  till  she  had  ob- 
tained  a  full  confession.  When  the  prostrate  wrestler  with 
fate  had  poured  into  her  heart  the  terrible  elegy  of  his  suf- 
ferings,  she  returned  home  a  prey  to  ail  the  torturing  fancies 
which  the  evening  before  had  brooded  over  Nathan's  brow. 

"Leave  it  ail  to  me,"  she  had  said,  hoping  to  win  him  back 
to  life. 

"Well,  what  is  wrong  with  your  sister?"  asked  Félix,  on 
seeing  his  wife  retum.    "You  look  like  a  ghost." 
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"It  is  a  frightfui  story,  but  I  must  keep  it  an  absolute 
secret,"  slie  replied,  sunimoning  ail  lier  strength  to  put  on  an 
appearance  of  composure. 

In  order  to  be  alone  and  able  to  think  in  peace,  she  went 
to  the  opéra  in  the  evening,  and  thence  had  gone  on  to  un- 
bosom  lier  woes  to  Mme.  du  Tillet.  After  describing  the 
ghastl}^  scène  of  the  morning,  she  implored  her  sister's  ad- 
vice  and  aid.  Neither  of  them  had  an  idea  then  that  it  was 
du  Tillet  whose  hand  had  put  the  match  to  that  vulgar  pan 
of  charcoal,  the  sight  of  which  had  so  dismayed  Mme.  de 
Vandenesse. 

"He  has  no  one  but  me  in  the  world,"  Marie  had  said  to 
her  sister,  "and  I  shall  not  fail  him." 

In  thèse  words  may  be  read  the  key  to  women's  hearts. 
They  become  heroic  in  the  assurance  of  being  ail  in  ail  to 
a  great  and  honorable  man. 


CHAPTEE  VIII 

A  LOVER  SAVED  AND  LOST 

Du  Tii.LET  had  heard  many  spéculations  as  to  the  greater 
or  less  probability  of  his  sister-in-law's  love  for  Nathan; 
but  he  was  one  of  those  who  deemed  the  liaison  incompatible 
with  that  existing  between  Eaoul  and  Florine,  or  who  denied 
it  on  other  grounds.  In  his  vîew,  either  the  actress  made  the 
Countess  impossible,  or  vice  versa.  But  when,  on  his  return 
that  evening,  he  found  his  sister-in-law,  whose  agitation  had 
been  plainly  written  on  her  face  at  the  opéra,  he  surmised 
that  Eaoul  had  confided  his  plight  to  the  Countess.  This 
meant  that  the  Countess  loved  him,  and  had  come  to  beg  from 
Marie-Eugénie  the  amount  due  to  old  Gigonnet.  Mme.  du 
Tillet,  at  a  loss  how  to  explain  this  apparently  miraculous 
insight,  had  betrayed  so  much  confusion,  that  du  Tillet's  sus- 
picion   became    a    certainty.       The    banker   was    confident 
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that  he  could  now  gct  hold  of  the  due  to  Nathan's  intrigues. 

No  one  knew  of  the  poor  wretcli  who  lay  ill  in  a  private 
hôtel  in  the  Eue  du  Mail,  under  the  name  of  the  attendant, 
François  Quillet,  to  whom  the  Countess  had  promised  five 
hundred  francs  as  the  reward  for  silence  on  the  events  of  the 
night  and  morning.  Quillet  in  conséquence  had  taken  the 
précaution  of  telling  the  portress  that  Nathan  was  ill  from 
overwork.  It  was  no  surprise  to  du  Tillet  not  to  see  Nathan, 
for  it  was  only  natural  the  journalist  should  keep  in  hiding 
from  the  hailifïs.  When  the  détectives  came  to  make  in- 
quiry,  thcy  were  told  that  a  lady  had  been  there  that  morn- 
ing and  carried  off  the  éditer.  Two  days  elapsed  before 
they  had  discovered  the  number  of  the  cab,  questioned  the 
driver,  and  identified  and  explored  the  house  in  which  the 
poor  insolvent  was  coming  back  to  life.  Thus  Marie's  wary 
tactics  had  won  for  Nathan  a  respite  of  three  days. 

Each  of  the  sisters  passed  an  agitated  night.  Such  a 
tragedy  casts  a  lurid  light,  like  the  glow  of  its  own  charcoal, 
upon  the  whole  substance  of  a  life,  throwing  out  its  shoals 
and  reefs  rather  than  the  heights  which  hitherto  had  struck 
the  eye.  Mme.  du  Tillet,  overcome  by  the  frightful  spectacle 
of  a  young  man  dying  in  his  editorial  chair,  and  writing  his 
last  words  with  Eoman  stoicism,  could  think  of  nothing  but 
how  to  help  him,  how  to  restore  to  life  the  being  in  whom 
her  sister's  life  was  bound  up.  It  is  a  law  of  the  mind  to 
look  at  efïects  before  analyzing  causes.  Eugénie  once  more 
approved  the  idea,  which  had  oceurred  to  her,  of  applying 
to  the  Baronne  Delphine  de  Nucingen,  with  whom  she  had 
a  dining  acquaintance,  and  felt  that  it  promised  well.  With 
the  generosity  natural  to  those  whose  hearts  hâve  not  been 
ground  in  the  polished  mill  of  society,  Mme.  du  Tillet  de- 
termined  to  take  everything  upon  herself. 

The  Countess  again,  happy  in  having  saved  Nathan's  life, 
spent  the  night  in  scheming  how  to  lay  her  hands  on  forty 
thousand  francs.  In  such  a  erisis  women  are  beyond  praise. 
Under  the  impulse  of  feeling  they  light  upon  contrivances 
which  would  excite,  if  anything  could,  the  admiration  of 
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thieves,  brokers,  usurers,  those  three  more  or  less  licensed 
classes  of  men  who  live  by  their  wits.  The  Countess  would  sell 
her  diamonds  and  wcar  false  oncs.  Then  she  was  for  asking 
Vandenesse  to  give  her  the  raoney  for  her  sister,  whom  she 
had  already  used  as  a  pretext;  but  she  was  too  high-minded 
not  to  recoil  f  rom  such  degrading  expédients,  whieh  occurred 
to  her  only  to  be  rejected.  To  give  Vandenesse's  money  to 
Nathan  !  At  the  very  thought  she  leaped  up  in  bed,  horrified 
at  her  own  baseness.  Wear  false  diamonds  !  her  husband 
would  find  oui  sooner  or  later.  She  would  go  and  beg  the 
money  from  the  Eothschilds,  who  had  so  much;  from  the 
Archbishop  of  Paris,  whose  duty  it  was  to  suceor  the  poor. 
Then  in  her  extremity  she  rushed  from  one  religion  to  an- 
other  with  impartial  prayers.  She  lamented  being  in  op- 
position; in  old  days  she  could  hâve  borrowed  from  persons 
near  to  royalty.  She  thought  of  applying  to  her  f ather.  But 
the  ex-judge  had  a  horror  of  any  breach  of  the  law;  his 
children  had  learned  from  expérience  how  little  sympathy 
he  had  with  love  troubles  ;  he  ref  used  to  hear  of  them,  he  had 
become  a  misanthrope,  he  could  not  away  with  intrigue  of 
any  description.  As  to  the  Comtesse  de  Granville,  she  had 
gone  to  live  in  retirement  on  one  of  her  estâtes  in  Normandy, 
and,  icy  to  the  last,  was  ending  her  days,  pinching  and  pray- 
ing,  between  priests  and  money-bags.  Even  were  there  time 
for  Marie  to  reach  Bayeax,  would  her  mother  give  her  so 
large  a  sum  without  knowing  what  it  was  wanted  for?  Im- 
aginary  debts?  Yes,  possibly  her  favorite  child  might  move 
her  to  compassion.  Well,  then,  as  a  last  resource,  to  Nor- 
mandy the  Countess  would  go.  The  Comte  de  Granville 
would  not  refuse  to  give  her  a  pretext  by  sending  false  news 
of  his  wife's  serions  illness. 

The  tragedy  which  had  given  her  such  a  shock  in  the 
morning,  the  care  she  had  lavished  on  Nathan,  the  hours 
passed  by  his  bedside,  the  broken  taie,  the  agony  of  a  great 
mind,  the  career  of  genius  eut  short  by  a  vulgar  and  ignoble 
détail,  ail  rushed  upon  her  memory  as  so  many  spurs  to  love. 
Once  more  she  lived  through  every  heart-throb,  and  felt  her 
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love  stronger  in  the  hour  of  Nathan's  abasement  than  in  that 
of  his  success.  Would  slie  hâve  kised  that  forehead  crowned 
with  triumph?  Her  heart  answered:  No.  The  parting 
words  Nathan  had  spoken  to  her  in  Lady  Dudley's  boudoir 
touched  her  unspeakably  by  their  noble  dignity.  Was  ever 
farewell  more  saintly?  What  could  be  more  heroic  than  to 
abandon  happiness  because  it  would  hâve  made  her  misery? 
The  Countess  had  longed  for  sensations  in  her  life,  truly  she 
had  a  wealth  of  them  now,  fearful,  agonizing,  and  yet  dear 
to  her.  Her  life  seemed  fuller  in  pain  than  it  had  ever  been 
in  pleasure.  With  what  ecstasy  she  repeated  to  herself,  "I 
hâve  saved  him  already,  and  I  will  save  him  again!"  She 
heard  his  cry,  "Onîy  the  misérable  know  the  power  of  love  !" 
when  he  had  felt  his  Marie's  lips  upon  his  forehead. 

"Are  you  ill?"  asked  her  husband,  coming  into  her  room 
to  fetch  her  for  lunch. 

"I  cannot  get  over  the  tragedy  which  is  being  enacted  at  my 
sister's,"  she  said,  truthfully  enough. 

"She  has  fallen  into  bad  hands;  it's  a  disgrâce  to  the 
family  to  hâve  a  du  Tillet  in  it,  a  worthless  fellow  like  that. 
If  your  sister  got  into  any  trouble,  she  would  find  scant  pity 
with  him." 

''What  woman  could  endure  pity  ?"  said  the  Countess,  with 
an  involuntary  shudder.  "Your  ruthless  harshness  is  the 
truest  bornage." 

"There  speaks  your  noble  heart  !"  said  Félix,  kissing  his 
wife's  hand,  quite  touched  by  her  fine  scom.  "A  woman  who 
feels  like  that  does  not  need  guarding." 

"Guarding  ?"  she  answered  ;  "that  again  is  another  disgrâce 
which  recoils  on  you." 

Félix  smiled,  but  Marie  blushed.  When  a  woman  has 
committed  a  secret  fault,  she  cloaks  herself  in  an  exaggerated 
womanly  pride,  nor  can  we  blâme  the  fraud,  which  points 
to  a  reserve  of  dignity  or  even  high-mindedness. 

Marie  wrote  a  line  to  Nathan,  under  the  name  of  M.  Quillet, 
to  tell  him  that  ail  was  going  well,  and  sent  it  by  a  commis- 
sionaire  to  the  Mail  Hôtel.  At  the  Opéra  in  the  evening  the 
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Countess  reaped  tlic  benefit  of  her  falsehoods,  her  husband 
finding  it  quite  natural  that  she  should  leave  her  box  to  go 
and  see  her  sister.  Félix  waited  to  give  her  his  arm  till  du 
Tillet  had  left  his  wife  alone.  What  were  not  Marie's  feelings 
as  she  crossed  the  passage,  entered  her  sister^s  box,  and  took 
her  seat  there,  facing  with  calm  and  serene  countenance  the 
world  of  f ashion,  amazed  to  see  the  sisters  together  ! 

"Tell  me,"  she  said. 

The  reply  was  written  on  Marie-Eugénie's  face,  the  radi- 
ance  of  which  many  people  ascribed  to  gratified  vanity. 

"Yes,  he  will  be  saved,  darling,  but  for  three  months  only, 
during  which  time  we  will  put  our  heads  together  and  find 
some  more  substantial  help.  Mme.  de  Nucingen  will  take 
four  bills,  each  for  ten  thousand  francs,  signed  by  any  one 
you  like,  so  as  not  to  compromise  you.  She  has  explained  to 
me  how  they  are  to  be  made  out;  I  don't  understand  in  the 
least,  but  M.  Nathan  will  get  them  ready  for  you.  Only  it 
occurred  to  me  that  perhaps  our  old  master,  Schmucke,  might 
be  useful  to  us  now  ;  he  would  sign  them.  If,  in  addition  to 
thèse  four  securities,  you  write  a  letter  guaranteeing  their 
payment  to  Mme.  de  Nucingen,  she  will  hand  you  the  money 
to-morrow.  Do  the  whole  thing  yourself  ;  don't  trust  to  any- 
body.  Schmucke,  you  see,  would,  I  think,  make  no  difïiculty 
if  you  asked  him.  To  disarm  suspicion,  I  said  that  you 
wanted  to  do  a  kindness  to  our  old  music-master,  a  German 
who  was  in  trouble.  In  this  way  I  was  able  to  beg  for  the 
strictest  secrecy." 

"You  angel  of  cleverness  !  If  only  the  Baronne  de  Nucin- 
gen does  not  talk  till  af  ter  she  has  given  the  money  !"  said  the 
Countess,  raising  her  eyes  as  though  in  prayer,  regardless  of 
her  surroundings. 

"Schmucke  lives  in  the  little  Rue  de  Nevers,  on  the  Quai 
Conti;  don't  forget,  and  go  yourself." 

"Thanks,"  said  the  Countess,  pressing  her  sister*s  hand. 
"Ah  !  I  would  give  ten  years  of  my  life " 

"From  your  old  âge '* 


I 
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"To  put  an  end  to  ail  thèse  horrors,"  said  the  Countess, 
with  a  smile  at  the  interruption. 

The  crowd  at  this  moment,  spying  the  two  sisters  through 
their  opera-glasses,  might  suppose  them  to  be  talking  of 
trivialities,  as  they  heard  the  ring  of  their  frank  laughter. 
But  any  one  of  those  idlers,  who  fréquent  the  Opéra  rather 
to  study  dress  and  faces  than  to  enjoy  themselves,  would  be 
able  to  detect  the  secret  of  the  Countess  in  the  wave  of 
feeling  which  suddenly  blotted  ail  cheerfulness  out  of  their 
fair  faces.  Eaoul,  who  did  not  fear  the  bailifîs  at  night,  ap- 
peared,  pale  and  ashy,  with  anxions  eye  and  gloomy  brow, 
on  the  step  of  the  staircase  where  he  regularly  took  his  stand. 
He  looked  for  the  Countess  in  her  box  and,  finding  it  empty, 
buried  his  face  in  his  hands,  leaning  his  elbows  on  the  balus- 
trade. 

"Can  she  be  hère  !"  he  thought. 

"Look  up,  unhappy  hero,"  whispered  Mme.  du  Tillet. 

As  for  Marie,  at  ail  risks  she  fixed  on  him  that  steady 
magnetie  gaze,  in  which  the  will  flashes  from  the  eye,  as 
rays  of  light  from  the  sun.  Such  a  look,  mesmerizers  say, 
pénétrâtes  to  the  person  on  whom  it  is  direeted,  and  certainly 
Raoul  seemed  as  though  struck  by  a  magie  wand.  Eaising  his 
head,  his  eyes  met  those  of  the  sisters.  With  that  charming 
femùnine  readiness  which  is  never  at  fault,  Mme.  de  Yande- 
nesse  seized  a  cross,  sparkling  on  her  neck,  and  direeted  his 
attention  to  it  by  a  swift  smile,  full  of  meaning.  The  brill- 
iance  of  the  gem  radiated  even  upon  Raoul's  forehead,  and 
he  replied  with  a  look  of  joy  ;  he  had  understood. 

"Is  it  nothing,  then,  Eugénie,"  said  the  Countess,  "thus 
to  restore  lif e  to  the  dead  ?" 

"You  hâve  a  chance  yet  with  the  Royal  Humane  Society," 
replied  Eugénie,  with  a  smile. 

"How  wretched  and  depressed  he  looked  when  he  came, 
and  how  happy  he  will  go  away  !" 

At  this  moment  du  Tillet,  coming  up  to  Raoul  with  every 
mark  of  friendliness,  pressed  his  hand,  and  said  : 

'^ell,  old  f ellow,  how  are  you  ?" 
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"As  well  as  a  man  is  likely  to  be  who  lias  just  got  the  best 
possible  news  of  the  élection.  I  shall  be  successful,"  replied 
Kaoul,  radiant. 

"Delighted,"  said  du  Tillet.  "We  shall  want  money  for  the 
paper." 

"The  money  will  be  found,"  said  Eaoul. 

"The  devil  is  with  thèse  woraen!"  exclaimed  du  Tillet, 
still  unconvinced  by  the  words  of  Eaoul,  whom  he  had  nick- 
named  Charnathan. 

"What  are  you  talking  about?"  said  Raoul. 

"My  sister-in-law  is  there  with  my  wife,  and  they  are 
hatching  something  together.  You  seem  in  high  favor  with 
the  Countess  ;  she  is  bowing  to  you  right  across  the  house." 

"Look,"  said  Mme.  du  Tillet  to  her  sister,  "they  told  us 
wrong.  See  how  my  husband  fawns  on  M.  Nathan,  and  it  is 
he  who  they  deelared  was  trying  to  get  him  put  in  prison  !" 

"And  men  call  us  slanderers  !"  cried  the  Countess.  "I 
will  give  him  a  warning." 

She  rose,  took  the  arm  of  Vandenesse,  who  was  waiting  in 
the  passage,  and  returned  jubilant  to  her  box;  by  and  by 
she  left  the  Opéra,  ordered  her  carriage  for  the  next  moming 
before  eight  o'clock,  and  found  herself  at  half-past  eight 
on  the  Quai  Conti,  having  called  at  the  Eue  du  Mail  on  her 
way. 

The  carriage  could  not  enter  the  narrow  Eue  de  Nevers; 
but,  as  Schmueke's  house  stood  at  the  corner  of  the  Quay, 
the  Countess  was  not  obliged  to  walk  to  it  through  the  mud. 
She  almost  leapt  from  the  step  of  the  carriage  on  to  the  dirty 
and  dilapidated  entrance  of  the  grimy  old  house,  which  was 
held  together  by  iron  clamps,  like  a  poor  man's  crockery,  and 
overhung  the  street  in  quite  an  alarming  fashion. 

The  old  organist  lived  on  the  fourth  floor,  and  rejoiced 
in  a  beautiful  view  of  the  Seine,  from  the  Pont  Neuf  to  the 
rising  ground  of  Chaillot.  The  simple  fellow  was  so  taken 
aback  when  the  footman  announced  his  former  pupil,  that, 
before  he  could  recover  himself,  she  was  in  the  room.  Never 
could  the  Countess  hâve  imagined  or  guessed  at  an  existence 
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such  as  that  siiddenly  laid  bare  to  her,  though  she  had  long 
known  Schmucke's  scorn  for  appearanccs  and  liis  indifférence 
to  worldly  things.  Who  could  hâve  believed  in  so  neglected 
a  life,  in  carelessness  carried  to  such  a  pitch?  Schmucke 
was  a  musical  Diogenes;  he  felt  no  shame  for  the  hugger- 
mugger  in  which  he  lived;  indeed,  custom  had  made  him  in- 
sensible to  it. 

The  constant  use  of  a  fat,  friendly,  German  pipe  had 
spread  over  the  ceiling  and  the  flimsy  wall-paper — well  rubbed 
by  the  cat— a  faint  yellow  tint,  which  gave  a  pervading  im- 
pression of  the  golden  harvests  of  Ceres.  The  cat,  whose  long 
ruffled  silky  coat  made  a  garment  such  as  a  portress  might 
bave  envied,  did  the  honors  of  the  house,  sedately  whiskered, 
and  entirely  at  her  ease.  From  the  top  of  a  first-rate  Vienna 
piano,  where  she  lay  couched  in  state,  she  cast  on  the  Countess 
as  she  entered  the  gracious  yet  chilly  glance  with  which  any 
woman,  astonished  at  her  beauty,  might  bave  greeted  her. 
She  did  not  stir,  except  to  wave  the  two  silvery  threads  of 
her  upright  moustache  and  to  fix  upon  Schmucke  two  golden 
eyes.  The  piano,  which  had  known  better  days,  and  was  cased 
in  a  good  wood,  painted  black  and  gold,  was  dirty,  discolored, 
chipped,  and  its  keys  were  worn  like  the  teeth  of  an  old  horse 
and  mellowed  by  the  deeper  tints  which  fell  from  the  pipe. 
Little  piles  of  ashes  on  the  ledge  proclaimed  that  the  night 
before  Schmucke  had  bestridden  the  old  instrument  to  some 
witches'  rendezvous.  The  brick  floor,  strewn  with  dried  mud, 
tom.  paper,  pipe  ashes,  and  odds  and  ends  that  defy  descrip- 
tion, suggested  the  boards  of  a  lodging-house  floor,  when 
they  hâve  not  been  swept  for  a  week  and  heaps  of  litter,  a 
cross  between  the  contents  of  the  ash-pit  and  the  rag-bag, 
await  the  servants'  brooms.  A  more  practised  eye  than  that 
of  the  Countess  might  bave  read  indications  of  Schmucke's 
way  of  living  in  the  chestnut  parings,  scraps  of  apple  peel, 
and  shells  of  Easter  eggs,  which  covered  broken  fragments 
of  plates,  ail  messed  with  sauerhraut.  This  German  détritus 
formed  a  carpet  of  dusty  filth  which  grated  under  the  feet 
and  lost  itself  in  a  mass  of  cinders,  dropping  with  slow  dig- 
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nity  from  a  painted  stone  fireplace,  where  a  lump  of  coal 
lorded  it  over  two  half-burnt  logs  that  seemed  to  waste  away 
before  it.  On  the  mantelpiece  was  a  pier-glass  with  figures 
dancing  a  saraband  round  it;  on  one  side  the  glorious  pipe 
hung  on  a  nail,  on  the  other  stood  a  china  pot  in  which  the 
Professor  kept  his  tobacco.  Two  arrachairs,  casually  picked 
up,  together  with  a  thin,  flattencd  couch,  a  worm-eaten  chest 
of  drawers  with  the  niarble  top  gone,  and  a  maimed  table,  on 
which  lay  the  remains  of  a  frugal  breakfast,  made  up  the 
furniture,  unpretending  as  that  of  a  Mohican  wigwam.  A 
shaving-glass  hanging  from  the  catch  of  a  curtainless  win- 
dow,  and  surmounted  by  a  rag,  striped  by  razor  scrapings, 
were  évidence  of  the  sole  sacrifices  paid  by  Schmucke  to  the 
grâces  and  to  society. 

The  cat,  petted  as  a  feeble  and  dépendent  being,  was  the 
best  off.  It  rejoiced  in  an  old  armchair  cushion,  beside 
which  stood  a  white  china  cup  and  dish.  But  what  no  pen 
can  describe  is  the  state  to  which  Schmucke,  the  cat,  and 
the  pipe — trinity  of  living  beings — had  reduced  the  furniture. 
The  pipe  had  scorched  the  table  in  places.  The  cat  and 
Schmucke's  head  had  greased  the  green  Utrecht  velvet  of  the 
two  armchairs  till  it  was  worn  quite  smooth.  But  for  the 
cat's  magnificent  tail,  which  did  a  part  of  the  cleaning, 
the  dust  would  hâve  lain  for  ever  undisturbed  on  the  un- 
covered  parts  of  the  chest  of  drawers  and  piano.  In  a  corner 
lay  the  army  of  slippers,  to  which  only  a  Homeric  catalogue 
could  do  justice.  The  tops  of  the  chest  of  drawers  and  of 
the  piano  were  blocked  with  broken-backed,  loose-paged 
music-books,  the  boards  showing  ail  the  pages  peeping 
through,  with  corners  white  and  dog-eared.  Along  the 
walls  the  addresses  of  pupils  were  glued  with  little  wafers. 
The  wafers  without  paper  showed  the  number  of  obsolète 
addresses.  On  the  wall-paper  chalk  additions  might  be  read. 
The  chest  of  drawers  was  adomed  with  last  night's  tankards, 
which  stood  out  quite  fresh  and  bright  in  the  midst  of  ail 
this  stuflfiness  and  decay.  Hygiène  was  represented  by  a  water- 
jug  crowned  with  a  towel  and  a  bit  of  common  soap,  white 
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marbled  with  blue,  which  left  its  damp-mark  hère  and  there 
on  the  red  wood.  Two  hats,  equally  ancient,  hung  on  pegs, 
from  which  also  was  suspended  the  familiar  blue  ulster 
with  its  three  capes,  without  which  the  Countess  would  hardly 
hâve  known  Schmucke.  Beneath  the  window  stood  three  pots 
of  fiowers,  German  flowers  presumably,  and  close  by  a  holly 
walking-stick. 

Though  the  Countess  was  disagreeably  affected  both  in 
sight  and  smell,  yet  Schmucke's  eyes  and  smile  transformed 
the  sordid  scène  with  heavenly  rays,  that  gave  a  glory  to  the 
dingy  tones  and  animation  to  the  chaos.  The  soûl  of  this 
man,  who  seemed  to  belong  to  another  world  and  revealed 
so  many  of  its  mysteries,  radiated  light  like  a  sun.  His  frank 
and  hearty  laugh  at  the  sight  of  one  of  his  Saint  Cecilias 
diffused  the  brightness  of  youth,  mirth,  and  innocence.  He 
poured  ont  treasures  of  that  which  mankind  holds  dearest, 
and  made  a  cloak  of  them  to  veil  his  poverty.  The  most 
purse-proud  upstart  would  perhaps  hâve  blushed  to  think 
twice  of  the  surroundings  within  which  moved  this  noble 
apostle  of  the  religion  of  music. 

"Eh,  py  vot  tchance  came  you  hère,  tear  Montame  la  Gond- 
esse  ?"  he  said.  "Must  I  den  zing  de  zong  ov  Zimeon  at  mein 
asche  ?" 

This  idea  started  him  on  another  peal  of  ringing  laughter. 

"Is  it  dat  I  haf  a  conqvest  made?"  he  went  on,  with  a 
look  of  cunning. 

Then,  laughing  like  a  child  again  : 

"You  com  for  de  musike,  not  for  a  boor  man,  I  know," 
he  said  sadly  ;  "but  come  for  vat  you  vill,  you  know  dat  ail  is 
hère  for  you,  pody,  zoul,  ant  coots  !" 

He  took  the  hand  of  the  Countess,  kissed  it,  and  dropped 
a  tear,  for  with  this  good  man  every  day  was  the  morrow 
of  a  kindness  received.  His  joy  had  for  a  moment  deprived 
him  of  memory,  only  to  bring  it  back  in  greater  force.  He 
seized  on  the  chalk,  leaped  on  the  armchair  in  front  of  the 
piano,  and  then,  with  the  alacrity  of  a  young  man,  wrote 
on  the  wall  in  large  letters,  "Felruary  ilth,  1835."     This 
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movement,  so  pretty  and  artiess,  came  with  such  an  outburst 
of  gratitude  that  the  Countess  was  quite  moved. 

"My  sister  is  coming  too,"  she  said. 

"De  oder  alzo  !  Ven  ?  Ven  ?  May  it  pe  bevor  I  tie  !"  he 
replied. 

"She  will  come  to  thank  you  for  a  great  favor  which  I 
am  hère  now  to  ask  from  you  on  her  behalf." 

"Qvick  ;  qvick  !  qvick  !  qvick  !"  cried  Schmucke,  "vot  is  dis 
dat  I  mosd  to?    Mosd  I  to  de  teufel  go?" 

"I  only  want  you  to  write,  /  promise  to  pay  the  sum  of  ten 
thousand  francs  on  each  of  thèse  papers,"  she  said,  drawing 
from  her  mutï  the  four  bills,  which  Nathan  had  prepared 
in  accordance  with  the  formula  prescribed. 

"Ach  !  dat  vill  pe  soon  tone/'  replied  the  German  with  a 
lamblike  docility.  "Only,  I  know  not  vere  are  mein  bens  and 
baber. — Get  you  away,  Meinherr  Mirr,"  he  cried  to  the  cat, 
who  stared  at  him  frigidly.  "Dis  is  mein  gat,"  he  said,  point- 
ing  it  out  to  the  Countess.  "Dis  is  de  boor  peast  vich  lifs  mit 
de  boor  Schmucke.    He  is  peautivul,  not  zo?" 

The  Countess  agreed. 

"You  vould  vish  him?" 

"What  an  idea  !    Take  away  your  friend  !" 

The  cat,  who  was  hiding  the  ink-bottle,  divined  what 
Schmucke  wanted  and  jumped  on  to  the  bed. 

"He  is  naughty  ass  ein  monkey  !"  he  went  on,  pointing 
to  it  on  the  bed.  "I  name  him  Mirr,  for  do  glorivy  our  créât 
Hoffmann  at  Berlin,  dat  I  haf  mosh  known." 

The  good  man  signed  with  the  innocence  of  a  child  doing 
its  mother's  bidding,  utterly  ignorant  what  it  is  about,  but 
sure  that  ail  will  be  right.  He  was  far  more  taken  up  with 
presenting  the  cat  to  the  Countess  than  with  the  papers, 
which,  by  the  laws  relating  to  foreigners,  might  bave  deprived 
him  for  ever  of  liberty. 

"You  make  me  zure  dat  dese  leetl  stambed  babers." 

"Don't  hâve  the  least  uneasiness,"  said  the  Countess. 

"I  haf  not  oneasiness,"  he  replied  hastily.  "I  ask  if  dese 
leetl  stambed  babers  vill  plees  do  Montame  ti  Dilet  ?" 
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"Oh  yes,"  she  said;  "you  will  be  helping  her  as  a  father 
might." 

"I  am  fer  habby  do  pe  coot  do  her  for  zomting.  Com,  do 
mein  music!"  he  said,  leaving  the  papers  on  the  table  and 
springing  to  the  piano. 

In  a  moment  the  hands  of  this  unworldly  being  were  flying 
over  the  well-worn  keys,  in  a  moment  his  glance  pierced  the 
roof  to  heaven,  in  a  moment  the  sweetest  of  songs  blossomed 
in  the  air  and  penetrated  the  soûl.  But  only  while  the  ink 
was  drying  could  this  simple-minded  interpréter  of  heavenly 
things  be  allowed  to  draw  forth  éloquence  from  wood  and 
string,  like  Raphael's  St.  Cecilia  playing  to  the  listening 
hosts  of  heaven.  The  Countess  then  slipped  the  bills  into 
her  mufï  again,  and  recalled  the  radiant  master  from  the 
ethereal  sphères  in  which  he  soared  by  a  touch  on  the  shoulder. 

"My  good  Schmucke,"  she  cried. 

"Zo  zoon,"  he  exclaimed,  with  a  submissiveness  painful  to 
see.     "Vy  den  are  you  kom?" 

He  did  not  complain,  he  stood  like  a  faithful  dog,  waiting 
for  a  Word  from  the  Countess. 

"My  good  Schmucke,"  she  again  began,  "this  is  a  question 
of  life  and  death,  minutes  now  may  be  the  priée  of  blood  and 
tears." 

"Efer  de  zame  !"  he  said.  "Go  den  !  try  de  tears  ov  oders  ! 
Know  dat  de  poor  Schmucke  counts  your  fisit  for  more  dan 
your  pounty." 

"We  shall  meet  again,"  she  said.  "You  must  corne  and 
play  to  me  and  dine  with  me  every  Sunday,  or  else  we  shall 
quarrel.    I  shall  expect  you  next  Sunday." 

"Truly?" 

"Indeed,  I  hope  you  will  come;  and  my  sister,  I  am  sure, 
will  fîx  a  day  for  you  also." 

"Mein  habbiness  vill  be  den  gomplete,"  he  said,  "vor  I  tid 
not  zee  you  put  at  de  Champes-Hailysées,  ven  you  passed  in 
de  carrisch,  fery  rarely." 

The  thought  of  this  dried  the  tears  which  had  gathered  in 
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the  old  man's  eyes,  and  he  offered  his  arm  to  his  fair  pupil, 
who  could  feel  the  wild  beats  of  his  heart. 

"You  thought  of  us  then  sometimes,"  she  said. 

"Efery  time  ven  I  mein  prêt  eat  !"  he  replied.  '^^irst  ass 
mein  pountivnl  laties,  ant  den  ass  de  two  virst  yoimg  girls 
vurty  of  luf  dat  I  haf  zeen." 

The  Countess  dared  say  no  more  !  There  was  a  raarveloiis 
and  respectful  solemnity  in  thèse  words,  as  though  they 
formed  part  of  some  religions  service,  breathing  fidelity. 
That  smoky  room,  that  den  of  refuse,  became  a  temple  for 
two  goddesses.  Dévotion  there  waxed  stronger,  ail  unknown 
to  its  objects. 

"Hère,  then,  we  are  loved,  truly  loved,"  she  tliought. 

The  Countess  shared  the  émotion  with  whieh  old  Sehmucke 
saw  her  get  into  lier  carriage,  as  she  blew  from  the  ends  of 
her  Angers  one  of  those  airy  kisses,  which  are  a  woman's 
distant  greeting.  At  this  sight,  Sehmucke  stood  transfixed 
long  after  the  carriage  had  disappeared. 

A  iew  minutes  later,  the  Countess  entered  the  courtyard 
of  Mme.  de  Nucingen's  house.  The  Baroness  was  not  yet 
up  ;  but,  in  order  not  to  keep  a  lady  of  position  waiting,  she 
flung  round  her  a  shawl  and  dressing  gown. 

"I  come  on  the  business  of  others,  and  promptitude  is  then 
a  virtue,"  said  the  Countess.  "This  must  be  my  excuse  for 
disturbing  you  so  early." 

"Not  at  ail  !  I  am  only  too  happy,"  said  the  banker's  wife, 
taking  the  four  papers  and  the  guarantee  of  the  Countess. 

She  rang  for  her  maid. 

"Theresa,  tell  the  cashier  to  bring  me  up  himself  at  once 
forty  thousand  francs." 

Then  she  sealed  the  letter  of  Mme.  de  Vandenesse,  and 
locked  it  into  a  secret  drawer  of  her  table. 

"What  a  pretty  room  you  hâve  !"  said  the  Countess. 

"M.  de  Nucingen  is  going  to  deprive  me  of  it  ;  he  is  getting 
a  new  house  built." 

"You  will  no  doubt  give  this  one  to  your  daughter.  I  hear 
that  she  is  engaged  to  M.  de  Eastignac." 
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The  cashier  appeared  as  Mme.  de  Nucingen  was  on  the 
point  of  replying.  She  took  the  notes  and  handed  him  the 
four  bills  of  exchange. 

"That  balances,''  said  the  Baroness  to  the  cashier. 

"Egzebd  for  de  disgound,"  said  the  cashier.  "Dis  Schmucke 
iss  ein  musician  vrom  Ansbach,"  he  added,  with  a  glance  at 
the  signature,  which  sent  a  shiver  through  the  Countess. 

"Do  you  suppose  I  am  transacting  business  ?"  said  Mme.  de 
Nucingen,  with  a  haughty  glance  of  rebuke  at  the  cashier. 
"This  is  my  afïair." 

In  vain  did  the  cashier  cast  sly  glances  now  at  the  Countess, 
now  at  the  Baroness  ;  not  a  line  of  their  faces  moved. 

"You  can  leave  us  now. — Be  so  good  as  remain  a  minute 
or  two,  so  that  you  may  not  seem  to  hâve  anything  to  do  with 
this  matter,"  said  the  Baroness  to  Mme.  de  Vandenesse, 

"I  must  beg  of  you  to  add  to  your  other  kind  services  that 
of  keeping  my  secret,"  said  the  Countess. 

"In  a  matter  of  charity  that  is  of  course,"  replied  the 
Baroness,  with  a  smile.  "I  shall  hâve  your  carriage  sent  to 
the  end  of  the  garden  ;  it  will  start  without  you  ;  then  we  shall 
cross  the  garden  together,  no  one  will  see  you  leave  this.  The 
whole  thing  will  remain  a  mystery." 

"You  must  bave  known  suffering  to  hâve  learned  so  much 
thought  for  others,"  said  the  Countess. 

"I  don't  know  about  thoughtfulness,  but  I  hâve  suffered 
a  great  deal,"  said  the  Baroness  ;  "you,  I  trust,  bave  paid  less 
dearly  for  yours." 

The  orders  given,  the  Baroness  took  her  fur  shoes  and 
cloak  and  led  the  Countess  to  the  side  door  of  the  garden. 

When  a  man  is  plotting  against  any  one,  as  du  Tillet  did 
against  Nathan,  he  makes  no  confidant.  Nucingen  had  some 
notion  of  what  was  going  on,  but  his  wife  remained  entirely 
outside  this  Machiavellian  scheming.  She  knew,  however, 
that  Raoul  was  in  difficulties,  and  was  not  deceived  therefore 
by  the  sisters;  she  suspected  shrewdly  into  whose  hands  the 
money  would  pass,  and  it  gave  her  real  pleasure  to  help 
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the  Countess.  Entanglements  of  the  kind  always  roused  her 
deepest  sympathy. 

Rastignae,  who  was  playing  the  détective  on  the  intrigues 
of  the  two  bankers,  came  to  lunch  with  Mme.  de  Nucingen. 
Delphine  and  Eastignac  had  no  secrets  from  each  other,  and 
she  told  him  of  her  intei-view  with  the  Countess.  Eastignac, 
unablc  to  imagine  how  the  Baroness  had  become  mixed  up  in 
this  affair,  which  in  his  eyes  was  merely  incidental,  one 
weapon  amongst  many,  explained  to  her  that  she  had  this 
morning  in  ail  probability  demolished  the  électoral  hopes  of 
du  Tillet  and  rendered  abortive  the  foui  play  and  sacrifices 
of  a  whole  year.  He  then  went  on  to  enlighten  her  as  to  the 
whole  position,  urging  her  to  keep  silence  about  her  own  mis- 
take. 

"If  only,"  she  said,  "the  cashier  does  not  speak  of  it  to 
Nucingen," 

Du  Tillet  was  at  lunch  when,  a  few  minutes  after  twelve, 
M.  Gigonnet  was  announced. 

"Show  him  in,"  said  the  banker,  regardless  of  his  wife'g 
présence.  "Well,  old  Shylock,  is  our  man  under  lock  and 
key?" 

"No." 

"No !    Didn't  I  tell  you  Eue  du  Mail,  at  the  hôtel?" 

"He  has  paid,"  said  Gigonnet,  drawing  from  his  pocket- 
book  forty  bank-notes. 

A  look  of  despair  passed  over  du  Tillet's  face. 

"You  should  never  look  askance  at  good  raoney,"  said  the 
impassive  crony  of  du  Tillet;  "it's  unlucky." 

"Where  did  you  get  this  money,  madame  ?"  said  the  banker, 
with  a  scowl  at  his  wife,  which  made  her  scarlet  to  the  roots 
of  her  hair. 

"I  hâve  no  idea  what  you  mean,"  she  said. 

"I  shall  get  to  the  bottom  of  this,"  he  replied,  starting 
up  in  a  fury.    "You  hâve  upset  my  most  cherished  plans." 

"You  will  upset  your  lunch,"  said  Gigonnet,  laying  hold 
of  the  tablecloth,  which  had  caught  in  the  skirts  of  du  Tillet's 
dressing-gown. 
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Mme.  du  Tillet  rose  with  frigid  dignity,  for  his  words  had 
terrifîed  her.     She  rang,  and  a  footman  came. 

"My  horses,"  she  said.  "And  send  Virginie;  I  wish  to 
dress." 

"Where  are  you  going?"  said  du  Tillet. 

"Men  who  hâve  any  manners  do  not  question  their  wives. 
You  profess  to  be  a  gentleman." 

"You  hâve  not  been  yourself  for  the  last  two  days,  since 
your  flippant  sister  has  twiee  been  to  see  you." 

"You  ordered  me  to  be  flippant,"  she  said.  "I  am  practis- 
ing  on  you." 

Gigonnet,  who  took  no  interest  in  family  broils,  saluted 
Mme.  du  Tillet  and  went  out. 

Du  Tillet  looked  fixedly  at  his  wife,  whose  eyes  met  his 
without  wavering. 

"What  is  the  meaning  of  this?"  he  said. 

"It  means  that  I  am  no  longer  a  ehild  to  be  cowed  by  you," 
she  replied.  "I  am,  and  shall  remain  ail  ray  life,  a  faithful, 
attentive  wife  to  you;  you  may  be  master  if  you  like,  but 
tyrant,  no." 

Du  Tillet  left  her,  and  Marie-Eugénie  retired  to  her  room, 
quite  unnerved  by  such  an  effort. 

"But  for  my  sister's  danger,"  she  said  to  herself,  "I 
should  never  hâve  ventured  to  beard  him  thus  ;  as  the  proverb 
says,  'It's  an  ill  wind  that  blows  no  good.'  " 

During  the  night  Mme.  du  Tillet  again  passed  in  review 
her  sister's  confidences.  Eaoul's  safety  being  assured,  her 
reason  was  no  longer  overpowered  by  the  thought  of  this 
imminent  danger.  She  recalled  the  alarming  energy  with 
which  the  Countess  had  spoken  of  flying  with  Nathan,  in 
order  to  console  him  in  his  calamity  if  she  could  not  avert  it. 
She  foresaw  how  this  man,  in  the  violence  of  his  gratitude 
and  love,  might  persuade  her  sister  to  do  what  to  the  well- 
balanced  Eugénie  seemed  an  act  of  madness.  There  had 
been  instances  lately  in  the  best  society  of  such  elopements, 
which  pay  the  priée  of  a  doubtful  pleasure  in  remorse  and 
the  social  discrédit  arising  out  of  a  false  position,  and  Eu- 
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îrénie  recallcd  to  mind  their  disastrous  results.  Du  Tillet's 
words  had  put  the  last  touch  to  lier  panic;  she  drcaded  dis- 
covery;  she  saw  the  signature  of  the  Comtesse  de  Van- 
denesse  in  the  archives  of  the  Nucingen  firm  and  she  re- 
solved  to  implore  lier  sister  to  confess  everything  to  Félix. 

Mme.  du  Tillet  did  not  find  the  Countess  next  moming; 
but  Félix  was  at  home.  A  voice  within  called  on  Eugénie 
to  save  her  sister.  To-morrow  even  might  bc  too  late.  It 
was  a  heavy  responsibility,  but  she  decided  to  tell  everything 
to  the  Count.  Surely  he  would  be  lenient,  since  his  honor 
was  still  safe  and  the  Countess  was  not  so  much  depraved 
as  misguided.  Eugénie  hesitated  to  commit  what  seemed 
like  an  act  of  cowardice  and  treachery  by  divulging  secrets 
which  Society,  at  one  in  this,  universally  respects.  But  then 
came  the  thought  of  her  sister's  future,  the  dread  of  seeing 
her  some  day  deserted,  ruined  by  Nathan,  poor,  ill,  unhappy, 
despairing;  she  hesitated  no  longer,  and  asked  to  see  the 
Count.  Félix,  greatly  surprised  by  this  visit,  had  a  long 
conversation  with  his  sister-in-law,  in  the  course  of  which 
he  showed  such  calm  and  self-mastery  that  Eugénie  trembled 
at  the  desperate  steps  he  might  be  revolving. 

"Don't  be  troubled,"  said  Vandenesse;  "I  shall  act  so  that 
the  day  will  come  when  your  sister  will  bless  you.  Howeveî* 
great  your  répugnance  in  keeping  from  her  the  faet  that  you 
hâve  spoken  to  me,  I  must  ask  you  to  give  me  a  few  days' 
grâce.  I  require  this  in  order  to  see  my  way  through  certain 
mysteries,  of  which  you  know  nothing,  and  above  ail  to  take 
my  measures  with  prudence.  Possibly  I  may  find  out  every- 
thing at  once  !  I  am  the  only  one  to  blâme,  dear  sister.  Ail 
lovers  play  their  own  game,  but  ail  women  are  not  fortunate 
enough  to  see  life  as  it  really  is." 
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CHAPTER IX 

A  husband's  triumph 

Mme.  du  Tillet  left  Vandenesse's  house  somewhat  cora- 
forted.  Félix,  on  his  part,  went  at  once  to  draw  forty  thou- 
sand  francs  from  the  Bank  of  France,  and  then  hastened  to 
Mme.  de  Nucingen.  He  found  her  at  home,  thanked  her  for 
the  confidence  she  had  shown  in  his  wife,  and  returned  her  the 
money.  He  gave,  as  the  reason  for  this  mysterious  loan, 
an  excessive  almsgiving,  on  which  he  had  wished  to  impose 
some  limit. 

"Do  not  trouble  to  explain,,  since  Mme.  de  Vandenesse  has 
told  you  about  it,"  said  the  Baronne  de  Nucingen. 

"She  knows  ail,"  thought  Vandenesse. 

The  Baroness  handed  him  his  wife's  guarantee  and  sent  for 
the  four  bills.  Vandenesse,  while  this  was  going  on,  scanned 
the  Baroness  with  the  statesman's  piercing  eye;  she  flinched 
a  little,  and  he  judged  the  time  had  come  for  negotiating. 

"We  live,  madame,"  he  said,  "at  a  period  when  nothing  is 
stable.  Thrones  rise  and  disappear  in  France  with  a  discon- 
certing  rapidity.  Fifteen  years  may  see  the  end  of  a  great 
empire,  of  a  monarchy,  and  also  of  a  révolution.  No  one 
can  take  upon  himself  to  answer  for  the  future.  You  know 
my  dévotion  to  the  legitimist  party.  Such  words  in  my 
mouth  cannot  surprise  you.  Imagine  a  catastrophe:  would 
it  not  be  a  satisfaction  to  you  to  hâve  a  friend  on  the  winning 
side?" 

"TJndoubtedly,"  she  replied  with  a  smile. 

"Supposing  such  a  case  to  occur,  will  you  hâve  in  me, 
unknown  to  the  world,  a  grateful  friend,  ready  to  secure  for 
M.  de  Nucingen  under  thèse  circumstances  the  peerage  to 
which  he  aspires?" 

"What  do  you  ask  from  me  ?"  she  said. 

"Not  much.  Only  the  facts  in  your  possession  about  M. 
Nathan." 


118  A  DAUGHTER  OF  EVE 

The  Baroness  repeated  her  conversation  of  the  moming 
with  Eastignac,  and  said  to  the  ex-peer  of  France,  as  she 
handed  him  the  four  bills  wliich  the  cashier  brought  her  : 

"Don't  forget  your  promise." 

So  far  was  Vandenesse  f rom  forgetting  this  magical  prom- 
ise, that  he  dangled  it  before  the  eyes  of  the  Baron  de  Eas- 
tignac  in  order  to  extract  from  him  further  information. 

On  leaving  the  Baron,  he  dictated  to  a  scrivener  the  fol- 
lowing  letter  addressed  to  Florine  : 

"If  Mlle.  Florine  wishes  to  know  what  part  is  awaiting 
her,  will  she  be  so  good  as  come  to  the  approaching  masked 
bail,  and  bring  M.  Nathan  as  her  escort  ?" 

This  letter  posted,  he  went  next  to  his  man  of  business,  a 
very  acute  fellow,  full  of  resource,  and  withal  honest. 

Him  he  begged  to  personate  a  friend,  to  whom  the  visit 
of  Mme.  de  Vandenesse  should  hâve  been  confided  by 
Schmueke,  aroused  to  a  tardy  suspicion  by  the  fourfold 
répétition  of  the  words,  "I  promise  to  pay  ten  thousand 
francs,"  and  who  should  hâve  come  to  request  from  M.  Nathan 
a  bill  for  forty  thousand  francs  in  exehange.  It  was  a  risky 
game.  Nathan  might  already  hâve  leamed  how  the  thing 
had  been  arranged,  but  something  had  to  be  dared  for  so 
great  a  prize.  In  her  agitation,  Marie  might  easily  hâve  for- 
gotten  to  ask  her  beloved  Eaoul  for  an  acknowledgment  for 
Schmueke.  The  man  of  business  went  at  once  to  Nathan's 
office,  and  returned  triumphant  to  the  Count  by  five  o'clock 
with  the  bill  of  forty  thousand  francs.  The  very  first  words 
exchanged  with  Nathan  had  enabled  him  to  pass  for  an 
emissary  from  the  Countess. 

This  success  obliged  Félix  to  take  steps  for  preventing  a 
meeting  between  Eaoul  and  his  wife  before  the  masked  bail, 
whither  he  intended  to  escort  her,  in  order  that  she  might 
discover  for  herself  the  relation  in  which  Nathan  stood  to 
Florine.  He  knew  the  jealous  pride  of  the  Countess,  and 
was  anxious  to  bring  her  to  renounce  the  love  affair  of  her 
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owû  will,  so  that  she  might  be  spared  f rom  humiliation  bef ore 
himself.  He  also  hoped  to  show  her  before  it  was  too  late 
hor  letters  to  Nathan  sold  by  Florine,  from  whora  he  reckoned 
on  buying  them  back.  This  prudent  plan,  so  swiftly  coneeived 
and  in  part  executed,  was  destined  to  fail  through  one  of 
those  chances  to  which  the  affairs  of  mortals  are  subject. 
xA.fter  dinner  Félix  turned  the  conversation  on  the  masked 
bail,  remarking  that  Marie  had  never  been  to  one,  and  pro- 
posed  to  take  her  there  the  f  ollowing  day  by  way  of  diversion. 

"I  will  find  some  one  for  you  to  mystify." 

"Ah!  I  should  like  that  immensely." 

"To  make  it  really  amusing,  a  woman  ought  to  get  hold  of 
a  foeman  worthy  of  her  steel,  some  celebrity  or  wit,  and  make 
mincemeat  of  him.  What  do  you  say  to  Nathan?  A  man 
who  knows  Florine  could  put  me  up  to  a  few  little  things 
that  would  drive  him  wild." 

"Florine,"  said  the  Countess,  "the  actress?" 

Marie  had  already  heard  this  name  from  the  lips  of  Quillet 
the  office  attendant  ;  a  thought  flashed  through  her  like  light- 
ning. 

"Well,  yes,  his  mistress,"  replied  the  Count.  "What  is  there 
surprising  in  that  ?" 

"I  should  hâve  thought  M.  Nathan  was  too  busy  for  such 
things.    How  can  literary  men  find  time  for  love  ?" 

"I  say  nothing  about  love,  my  dear,  but  they  hâve  to  ïodge 
somewhere,  like  other  people;  and  when  they  hâve  no  home 
and  the  bloodhounds  of  the  law  are  after  them,  they  lodge 
with  their  mistresses,  which  may  seem  a  little  strong  to  you, 
but  which  is  infinitely  préférable  to  lodging  in  prison." 

The  fire  was  less  red  than  the  cheeks  of  the  Countess. 

"Would  you  like  him  for-your  victim?  You  could  easily 
give  him  a  fright,"  the  Count  went  on,  paying  no  attention  to 
his  wife's  looks.  "I  can  give  you  proofs  by  which  you  can 
show  him  that  he  bas  been  a  mère  child  in  the  hands  of  your 
brother-in-law  du  Tillet.  The  wretch  wanted  to  clap  him 
in  prison  in  order  to  disqualify  him  for  opposing  his  candida- 
ture in  Nucingen's  constitueney.  I  hâve  leamed  from  a 
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friend  of  Florine's  tlie  amount  prodiieed  by  the  sale  of  her 
furnitiire,  the  whole  of  which  she  gave  to  Nathan  for  starting 
his  paper,  and  I  know  what  portion  was  sent  to  him  of  the 
harvest  which  she  reaped  this  year  in  the  provinces  and 
Belgium;  money  which,  in  the  long  run,  ail  goes  into  the 
pockets  of  du  Tillet,  Nucingen,  and  Massol.  Thèse  three 
hâve  sold  the  paper  in  advance  to  the  Government,  so  confi- 
dent are  they  of  dispossessing  the  great  man." 

"M.  Nathan  would  never  take  money  from  an  actress." 

"You  don't  know  thèse  people,  my  dear,"  said  the  Count; 
*'he  won't  deny  the  fact." 

"I  shall  certainly  go  to  the  bail,"  said  the  Countess. 

"You  will  hâve  some  fun,"  replied  Vandenesse.  "Armed 
with  such  weapons,  you  will  read  a  sharp  lesson  to  Nathan's 
vanity,  and  it  will  be  a  kindness  to  him.  You  will  watch  the 
ebb  and  flow  of  his  rage,  and  his  writliings  under  your  sting- 
ing  epigrams.  Your  badinage  will  be  quite  enough  to  show 
a  élever  man  like  him  the  danger  in  which  he  stands,  and 
you  will  hâve  the  satisfaction  of  getting  a  good  trouncing 
for  the  juste  milieu  team  within  their  own  stables.  .  .  . 
You  are  not  listening,  my  child." 

"Yes,  indeed,  I  am  only  too  much  interested,"  she  an- 
swered.  "I  will  tell  you  later  why  I  am  so  anxious  to  be 
certain  about  ail  this." 

"Certain?"  replied  Vandenesse.  "If  you  keep  on  your 
mask,  I  will  take  you  to  supper  with  Florine  and  Nathan. 
It  will  be  sport  for  a  great  lady  like  you  to  take  in  an  actress 
after  having  kept  a  famous  man  on  the  stretch,  manœuvring 
round  his  most  precious  secrets;  you  can  hamess  them  both 
to  the  same  mystification.  I  shall  put  myself  on  the  track 
of  Nathan's  infidelities.  If  I  can  lay  hold  of  the  détails  of 
any  récent  affair,  you  will  be  able  to  indulge  yourself  in  the 
spectacle  of  a  courtesan's  rage,  which  is  worth  seeing.  The 
fury  of  Florine  will  seethe  like  an  Alpine  torrent.  She  adores 
Nathan;  he  is  everything  to  her,  precious  as  the  marrow 
of  her  bones,  dear  as  her  cubs  to  a  lioness.  I  remember  in  my 
youth  having  seen  a  celebrated  actress,  whose  writing  was  like 
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a  kitchen-maid's,  corne  to  demand  back  her  letters  from  one 
of  my  f riends.  I  hâve  never  seen  anything  like  it  since  ;  that 
quiet  f ury,  that  impudent  dignity,  that  barbarie  pose.  .  .  . 
Are  you  ill,  Marie?" 

"No  !  only  the  fire  is  so  hot." 

The  Countess  went  to  fling  herself  down  on  a  sofa.  Ail  at 
once  an  incalculable  impulse,  inspired  by  the  consuming  ache 
of  jealousy,  drove  her  to  her  feet.  Trembling  in  every  limb, 
she  crossed  her  arms,  and  advanced  slowly  towards  her  hus- 
band. 

"How  mueh  do  you  know?"  she  asked.  "It  is  not  like 
you  to  torture  me.  Even  were  I  guilty,  you  would  give 
me  an  easy  death." 

"What  should  I  know,  Marie?" 

"About  Nathan?" 

"You  believe  you  love  him,"  he  replied,  "but  you  love  only 
a  phantom  made  of  words." 

"Then  you  do  know ?" 

"Everything,"  he  said. 

The  Word  fell  like  a  blow  on  Marie's  head. 

"If  you  wish,"  he  continued,  "it  shall  be  as  though  I  knew 
nothing.  My  child,  you  hâve  fallen  into  an  abyss,  and  I 
must  save  you;  already  I  hâve  donc  something.    See " 

He  drew  from  his  pocket  her  guarantee  and  Sehmucke's 
four  bills,  whieh  the  Countess  recognized,  and  threw  them 
into  the  fire. 

"What  would  hâve  become  of  you,  poor  Marie,  in  three 
months  from  now?  You  would  hâve  been  dragged  into 
Court  by  bailiffs.  Don't  hang  your  head,  don't  be  ashamed  ; 
you  hâve  been  betrayed  by  the  noblest  of  feelings;  you  hâve 
trifled,  not  with  a  man,  but  with  your  own  imagination. 
There  is  not  a  woman — not  one,  do  you  hear,  Marie? — who 
would  not  hâve  been  fascinated  in  your  place.  It  would  be 
absurd  that  men,  who,  in  the  course  of  twenty  years,  hâve 
committed  a  thousand  acts  of  folly,  should  insist  that  a  wo- 
man is  not  to  lose  her  head  once  in  a  lifetime.  Pray  Heaven 
I  may  never  triumph  over  you  or  burden  you  with  a  pity 
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such  as  you  repudiatcd  witli  scorii  the  other  day  !  Possibly 
this  wretched  man  was  sincère  when  he  wrote  to  you,  sincère 
in  trying  to  put  an  end  to  himsclf,  sincère  in  returning  that 
very  evening  to  Florine.  A  man  is  a  poor  créature  compared 
to  a  woman.  I  a  m  speaking  now  for  you,  not  for  myself. 
I  am  tolérant,  but  society  is  not;  it  shuns  the  woman  who 
niakes  a  scandai;  it  will  allow  none  to  be  rich  at  once  in  its 
regard  and  in  the  indulgence  of  passion.  Whether  this  is 
just  or  not,  I  cannot  say.  Enough  that  the  world  is  cruel. 
It  may  be  that,  taken  in  the  mass,  it  is  harsher  than  are  the 
individuals  separately.  A  thief,  sitting  in  the  pit,  will  ap- 
plaud  the  triumph  of  innocence,  and  filch  its  jewels  as  he 
goes  out.  Society  has  no  balm  for  the  ills  it  créâtes;  it 
honors  clever  roguery,  and  leaves  unrewarded  silent  dévotion. 
Ail  this  I  see  and  know;  but  if  I  cannot  reform  the  world, 
at  least  I  can  protect  you  f  roni  yourself .  We  hâve  hère  to  do 
with  a  man  who  brings  you  nothing  but  trouble,  not  with  a 
saintly  and  pious  love,  such  as  sometimes  commands  self- 
effacement  and  brings  its  own  excuse  with  it.  Perhaps  I  hâve 
been  to  blâme  in  not  bringing  more  variety  into  your  peaceful 
life;  I  ought  to  hâve  enlivened  our  calm  routine  with  the 
stir  and  excitement  of  travel  and  change.  I  can  see  also 
an  explanation  of  the  attraction  which  drew  you  to  a  man  of 
note,  in  the  envy  you  roused  in  certain  women.  Lady  Dudley, 
Mme.  d'Espard,  Mme.  de  Manerville,  and  my  sister-in-law 
Emilie  count  for  something  in  ail  this.  Thèse  women,  whom 
I  warned  you  against,  hâve  no  doubt  worked  on  your  curiosity, 
more  with  the  object  of  annoying  me  than  in  order  to  pre- 
cipitate  you  among  storms  which,  I  trust,  may  hâve  only 
threatened  without  breaking  over  you." 

The  Countess,  as  she  listened  to  thèse  gênerons  words,  was 
tossed  about  by  a  host  of  conflicting  feelings,  but  lively  ad- 
miration for  Félix  dominated  the  tempest.  A  noble  and 
high-spirited  soûl  quickly  responds  to  gentle  handling.  This 
sensitiveness  is  the  counterpart  of  physical  grâce.  Marie  ap- 
preeiated  a  magnanimity  which  sought  in  self-depreciation  a 
sereen  for  the  blushes  of  an  erring  woman.    She  made  a  fran- 
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tic  motion  to  leave  the  room,  then  turned  back,  fearing  lest 
her  husband  should  misunderstand  and  take  alarm. 

"Wait!"  she  said,  as  she  vanished. 

Félix  had  artfully  prepared  her  defenee,  and  he  was  soon 
recompensed  for  his  adroitness;  for  his  wife  returned  with 
the  whole  of  Nathan's  letters  in  her  hand,  and  held  them  ont 
to  him. 

"Be  my  judge,"  she  said,  kneeling  before  him. 

"How  can  a  man  judge  where  he  loves?"  he  replied. 

He  took  the  letters  and  t.hrew  them  on  the  fîre;  later,  the 
thought  that  he  had  read  them  might  hâve  stood  between  him 
and  his  wife.  Marie,  her  head  upon  his  knees,  burst  into 
tears. 

"My  child,  where  are  yours?"  he  said,  raising  her  head. 

At  this  question,  the  Countess  no  longer  felt  the  intolérable 
burning  of  her  cheeks,  a  cold  chill  went  through  her. 

"That  you  may  not  suspect  your  husband  of  slandering  the 
man  whom  you  hâve  thought  worthy  of  you,  I  will  hâve  those 
letters  restored  to  you  by  Florine  herself." 

"Oh  !  surely  he  would  give  them  back  if  I  asked  him." 

"And  supposing  he  refused  ?" 

The  Countess  hung  her  head. 

"The  world  is  horrid,"  she  said  ;  "I  will  not  go  into  it  any 
more;  I  will  live  alone  with  you,  if  you  forgive  me." 

"You  might  weary  again.  Besides,  what  would  the  world 
say  if  you  left  it  abruptly?  When  spring  cornes,  we  will 
travel,  we  will  go  to  Italy,  we  will  wander  about  Europe,  until 
another  child  comes  to  need  your  care.  We  must  not  give 
up  the  bail  to-morrow,  for  it  is  the  only  way  to  get  hold  of 
your  letters  without  compromising  ourselves;  and  when 
Florine  brings  them  to  you,  will  not  that  be  the  measure  of 
her  power?" 

"And  I  must  see  that?"  said  the  terrified  Countess. 

"To-morrow  night." 

Towards  midnight  next  evening  Nathan  was  pacing  the 
promenade  at  the  masked  bail,  giving  his  arm  to  a  domino 
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with  a  very  fair  imitation  of  thc  conjugal  manner.  After 
two  or  three  turns  two  masked  women  came  up  to  them, 

"Fool!  you  hâve  donc  for  yourself;  Marie  is  hère  and  sees 
you,"  said  Vandenesse,  in  the  disguise  of  a  woman,  to  Nathan, 
while  the  Countess,  ail  trembling,  addressed  Florine: 

"If  you  will  listen,  I  will  tell  you  secrets  which  ISTathan  has 
kept  from  you,  and  which  will  show  you  the  dangers  that 
threaten  your  love  for  him." 

Nathan  had  abruptly  dropped  Florine's  arm  in  order  to 
follow  the  Count,  who  escapcd  him  in  the  crowd.  Florine 
went  to  take  a  seat  beside  the  Countess,  who  had  drawn  her 
away  to  a  form  by  the  side  of  A^andenesse,  now  returned  to 
look  after  his  wife. 

"Speak  out,  my  dear,"  said  Florine,  "and  don't  suppose 
you  can  keep  me  long  on  the  tentcr-hooks.  Not  a  créature 
in  the  world  can  get  Eaoul  from  me,  I  can  tell  you.  He  is 
bound  to  me  by  habit,  which  is  better  than  love  any  day." 

"In  the  first  place,  are  you  Florine  ?"  said  Félix,  resuming 
his  natural  voice. 

"A  pretty  question  indeed  !  If  you  don't  know  who  I  am, 
why  should  I  believe  you,  pray  ?" 

"Go  and  ask  Nathan,  who  is  hunting  now  for  the  mis- 
tress  of  whom  I  speak,  where  he  spent  the  night  three  days 
ago  !  He  tried  to  stifle  himself  with  charcoal,  my  dear,  un- 
known  to  you,  because  he  was  ruined.  That's  ail  you  know 
about  the  affairs  of  the  man  whom  you  profess  to  love;  you 
leave  him  penniless,  and  he  kills  himself,  or  rather  he  doesn't, 
he  tries  to  and  fails.  Suicide  when  it  doesn't  come  ofï  is 
much  on  a  par  with  a  bloodless  duel." 

"It  is  a  lie,"  said  Florine.  "He  dined  with  me  that  day, 
but  not  till  after  sunset.  The  bailifïs  were  after  him,  poor 
boy.    He  was  in  hiding,  that's  ail." 

"Well,  you  can  go  and  ask  at  the  Hôtel  du  Mail,  Rue  du 
Mail,  whcther  he  was  not  brought  there  at  the  point  of  death 
by  a  beautiful  lady,  with  whom  he  has  had  intimate  relations 
for  a  year;  the  letters  of  your  rival  arc  hidden  in  your  house, 
under  your  very  nose.    If  you  care  to  catch  Nathan  out,  we 


A  DAUGHTER  OF  EVE  125 

can  go  ail  three  to  your  house;  thcrc  I  sliall  f!;ivc  you  ocular 
proof  that  you  can  get  him  cicar  of  his  difTicultios  very  shortly 
if  you  like  to  be  good-natured." 

'•'That's  not  good  enough  for  Florine,  thank  you,  my  f riend. 
I  know  very  well  that  Nathan  can't  hâve  a  love  affair." 

"Because,  I  suppose,  he  has  redoubled  his  attentions  to  you 
of  late,  as  if  that  were  not  the  very  proof  that  he  is  tremen- 
dously  in  love " 

"With  a  Society  woman? — Nathan?"  said  Florine.  "Oh! 
I  don't  trouble  about  a  trifle  like  that." 

"Very  well,  would  you  like  him  to  corne  and  tell  you  himself 
that  he  won't  take  you  home  this  evening?" 

"If  you  get  him  to  say  that,"  answered  Florine,  "I  will 
let  you  corne  with  me,  and  we  can  hunt  together  for  those 
letters,  which  I  shall  believe  in  when  I  see  theni." 

"Stay  hère,"  said  Félix,  "and  watch." 

He  took  his  wife's  arm  and  waited  within  a  few  steps  of 
Florine.  Before  long  Nathan,  who  was  walking  up  and  down 
the  promenade,  searching  in  ail  directions  for  his  mask  like 
a  dog  who  has  lost  his  master,  returned  to  the  spot  where  the 
mysterious  warning  had  been  spoken.  Seeing  évident  marks 
of  disturbance  on  Eaoul's  brow,  Florine  planted  herself  firmly 
in  front  of  him  and  said  in  a  commanding  voice  : 

"You  must  not  leave  me  ;  I  hâve  a  reason  for  wanting  you." 

"Marie  !"  whispered  the  Countess,  by  her  husband's  in- 
structions, in  Eaoul's  ear.  Then  she  added,  "Who  is  that 
woman  ?  Leave  her  immediately,  go  outside,  and  wait  for  me 
at  the  foot  of  the  staircase." 

In  this  terrible  strait,  Eaoul  shook  ofî  roughly  the  arm  of 
Florine,  who  was  quite  unprepared  for  such  violence,  and, 
though  clinging  to  him  forcibly,  was  obliged  to  let  go.  Na- 
than at  once  lost  himself  in  the  crowd. 

"What  did  I  tell  you  ?"  cried  Félix  in  the  ear  of  the  stupe- 
fied  Florine,  to  whom  he  offered  his  arm. 

"Corne,"  she  said,  "let  us  go,  whoever  you  are.  Hâve  you 
a  carriage  ?" 
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Vandenesse's  only  reply  was  to  hurry  Florine  out  and 
hasten  to  rejoin  his  wife  at  a  spot  agreed  upon  under  the 
colonnade.  In  a  few  minutes  the  three  dominées,  briskly 
conveyed  by  Vandenesse's  coachman,  arrived  at  the  house  of 
the  actress,  who  took  off  her  mask.  Mme.  de  Vandenesse 
eould  not  repress  a  thrill  of  surprise  at  the  sight  of  the 
actress,  boiling  with  rage,  magnificent  in  her  wrath  and 
jealousy. 

"There  is,"  said  Vandenesse,  "a  certain  writing-case,  the 
key  of  which  has  never  been  in  your  hands  ;  the  letters  must  be 
in  it." 

"You  hâve  me  there;  you  know  something,  at  any  rate, 
which  has  been  bothering  me  for  some  days,"  said  Florine, 
dashing  into  the  study  to  fetch  the  writing-case. 

Vandenesse  saw  his  wife  grow  pale  under  lier  mask. 
Florine's  room  told  more  of  I^athan's  intimacy  with  the 
actress  than  was  altogether  pleasant  for  a  romantie  lady- 
love.  A  woman's  eye  is  quick  to  seize  the  truth  in  such  mat- 
ters,  and  the  Countess  rëad  in  the  promiscuous  household 
arrangements  a  confirmation  of  what  Vandenesse  had  told 
her. 

Florine  returned  with  the  case. 

"How  shall  we  open  it?"  she  said. 

Then  she  sent  for  a  large  kitchen  knife,  and  when  her 
maid  brought  it,  brandished  it  with  a  mocking  air,  exclaim- 
ing: 

"This  is  the  way  to  eut  off  the  pretty  dears'  heads  !"* 

The  Countess  shuddered.  She  realized  now,  even  more  than 
her  husband's  words  had  enabled  her  to  do  the  evening  before, 
the  depths  f rom  which  she  had  so  narrowly  escaped. 

''What  a  f  ool  I  am  !"  cried  Florine.  "His  razor  would  be 
better." 

She  went  to  fetch  the  razor,  which  had  just  served  Nathan 
for  shaving,  and  eut  the  edges  of  the  morocco.  They  fell 
apart,  and  Marie's  letters  appeared.  Florine  took  up  one  at 
random. 

♦  In  the  French,  "poulets,"  which  means  "  love-letters  "  as  well  as   "chickens," 
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"Sure  enough,  this  is  some  fine  lady's  work  !  Only  see  how 
she  can  spell  !"' 

Vandenesse  took  the  letters  and  handed  them  to  his  wife, 
who  carried  them  to  a  table  in  order  to  see  if  they  were  ail 
there. 

"Will  you  give  them  up  for  this  ?"  said  Vandenesse,  holding 
ont  to  Florine  the  bill  for  forty  thousand  francs. 

"AVhat  a  donkey  he  is  to  sign  such  things  !  .  .  .  'Bond 
for  bills/  "  cried  Florine,  reading  the  document.  "Ah  !  yes, 
you  shall  hâve  your  fill  of  Couutesses  !  And  I,  who  worked 
myself  to  death,  body  and  soûl,  raisiug  money  in  the  provinces 
for  him — I,  who  slaved  like  a  broker  to  save  him  !  That's  a 
man  ail  over;  go  to  the  devil  for  him,  and  he'll  trample  you 
under  foot  !    I  shall  hâve  it  out  with  him  for  this." 

Mme.  de  Vandenesse  had  fled  with  the  letters. 

"Hi,  there  !  pretty  domino  !  leave  me  one,  if  you  please, 
just  to  throw  in  his  face." 

"That  is  impossible  now,"  said  Vandenesse. 

"And  why,  pray?" 

"The  other  domino  is  your  late  rival." 

"You  don't  say  so  !  Well,  she  might  hâve  said  'Thank 
you  !'  "  cried  Florine. 

"And  what  then  do  you  call  the  forty  thousand  francs?" 
said  Vandenesse,  with  a  polite  bow. 

It  very  seldom  happens  that  a  young  fel^ow  who  has  once 
attempted  suicide  cares  to  taste  for  a  second  time  its  discom- 
forts.  When  suicide  does  not  cure  a  man  of  life  altogether, 
it  cures  him  of  a  self-sought  death.  Thus  Raoul  no  longer 
thought  of  making  away  with  himself  even  after  Florine's 
possession  of  Schmucke's  guarantee — plainly  through  the  in- 
tervention of  Vandenesse — had  reduced  him  to  a  still  worse 
plight  than  that  from  which  he  had  tried  to  escape.  He 
made  an  attempt  to  see  the  Countess  again  in  order  to  explain 
to  her  the  nature  of  the  love  which  burned  brighter  than  ever 
in  his  breast.  But  the  fîrst  time  they  met  in  society,  the 
Countess  fixed  Eaoul  with  that  stony,  scomful  glance  which 
makes  an  impassable  barrier  between  a  man  and  a  woman. 
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With  ail  his  audacity,  Nathan  made  no  further  attempt 
during  the  winter  to  address  the  Countess. 

He  unburdened  his  soûl,  however,  to  Blondet,  discoursing 
to  him  of  Laura  and  Béatrice,  whenever  the  name  of  Mme. 
de  A^andenesse  occurred.  He  paraphrased  that  beautiful  pas- 
sage of  one  of  the  greatest  poets  of  his  day — "Dream  of  the 
soûl,  blue  flower  with  golden  hcart,  whose  spreading  roots, 
finer  a  thousand-fold  than  fairies'  silken  tresses,  pierce  to 
the  inniost  being  and  draw  thcir  lifc  from  ail  that  is  purest 
there  :  flower  sweet  and  bitter  !  To  uproot  thee  is  to  draw  the 
heart's  blood,  oozing  in  ruddy  drops  from  thy  broken  stem! 
Ah  !  cursed  flower,  how  thou  hast  thriven  on  niy  soûl  !" 

"You're  driveling,  old  boy,"  said  Blondet.  "I  grant  you 
there  was  a  pretty  enough  flower,  only  it  has  nothing  to  do 
with  the  soûl;  and  instead  of  crooning  like  a  blind  man 
before  an  empty  shrine,  you  had  better  be  thinking  how  to 
get  out  of  this  scrape,  so  as  to  put  yourself  straight  with 
the  authorities  and  settle  down.  You  are  too  much  of  the 
artist  to  make  a  politician.  You  hâve  been  played  on  by  men 
who  are  your  inferiors.  Go  and  get  yourself  played  on  some 
other  stage." 

"Marie  can't  prevent  my  loving  her,"  said  Nathan.  "She 
shall  be  my  Béatrice." 

"My  dear  fellow,  Béatrice  was  a  child  of  twelve,  whom 
Dante  never  saw  again  ;  otherwise,  would  she  hâve  been  Béa- 
trice? If  we  are  to  make  a  divinity  of  a  woman^  we  must 
not  see  her  to-day  in  a  mantle,  to-morrow  in  a  low-necked 
dress,  the  day  after  on  the  Boulevards,  choapening  toys  for 
her  last  baby.  While  there  is  Florine  handy  to  play  by  turns 
a  comedy  duchess,  a  tragedy  middle-class  wife,  a  negress,  a 
marchioness,  a  colonel,  a  Swiss  peasant  girl,  a  Peruvian  virgin 
of  the  sun  (the  only  virginity  she  knows  much  about),  I 
don't  know  why  one  should  bother  about  society  women." 

Du  Tillet,  by  mcans  of  a  forced  sale,  compelled  the  penni- 
less  Nathan  to  surrendcr  his  share  in  the  paper.  The  great 
man  received  only  five  votes  in  the  constituency  which  elected 
du  Tillet. 
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Whon  the  Comtesse  de  Vandenessc,  after  a  long  and  de- 
lightful  time  of  travel  in  Italy,  rcturned  in  the  following 
winter  to  Paris,  Nathan  had  exactly  carried  ont  the  forecast 
of  Félix.  Following  Blondet's  advice,  he  was  negotiating 
with  the  party  in  power.  His  personal  affairs  were  so  em- 
barrassed  that,  one  day  in  the  Champs-Elysées,  the  Comtesse 
Marie  saw  her  ancient  adorer  walking  in  the  sorriest  plight, 
with  Florine  on  his  arm.  In  the  eyes  of  a  woman,  the  man 
to  whom  she  is  indiffèrent  is  always  more  or  less  ugly;  but 
the  man  whom  she  has  ceased  to  love  is  a  monster,  especially 
if  he  is  of  the  type  to  which  Nathan  belonged.  Mme.  de  Van- 
denesse  felt  a  pang  of  shame  as  she  remembered  her  f ancy  for 
Eaoul.  Had  she  not  been  cured  before  of  any  unlawful  pas- 
sion, the  contrast  which  this  man,  already  declining  in  popular 
estimation,  then  ofïered  to  her  husband,  would  hâve  sufficed 
to  give  the  latter  preeedence  over  an  angel. 

At  the  présent  day  this  ambitions  author,  of  ready  pen 
but  halting  character,  has  at  last  capitulated  and  installed 
himself  in  a  sinécure  like  any  ordinary  being.  Having  sup- 
ported  every  scheme  of  disintegration,  hc  now  lives  in  peace 
beneath  the  shade  of  a  ministerial  broad-sheet.  The  Cross 
of  the  Légion  of  Honor,  fruitful  text  of  his  mockery,  adorns 
his  buttonhole.  Peace  at  any  price,  the  stock-in-trade  of  his 
denunciation  as  éditer  of  a  revolutionary  organ,  has  now 
become  the  thème  of  his  laudatory  articles.  The  hereditary 
principle,  butt  of  his  Saint-Simonian  oratory,  is  defended 
by  him  to-day  in  weighty  arguments.  This  inconsistency  has 
its  origin  and  explanation  in  the  change  of  front  of  certain 
men  who,  in  the  course  of  our  latest  political  developments, 
hâve  acted  as  Eaoul  did. 

Jardies,  December  1838. 


I 
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To  George  Sancl 

Your  name,  dear  George,  while  castiug  a  refleeted  radiance  on 
my  book,  can  gain  no  new  glory  froiii  tbis  page.  And  yet  it  is 
neither  self-interest  nor  diffidence  wbicb  bas  led  me  to  place  it 
tbere,  but  ouly  tbe  wisb  that  it  sbould  bear  witness  to  tbe  solid 
friendsbip  between  us,  wbicb  bas  survived  our  wanderings  and 
séparations,  and  triumpbed  over  tbe  busy  malice  of  tbe  world. 
Tbis  feeliug  is  bardly  lilcely  now  to  change.  Tbe  goodly  company 
of  fi-iendly  names,  wbicb  will  remain  attaehed  to  my  works, 
forms  an  élément  of  pleasure  in  tbe  midst  of  tbe  vexation  caused 
by  their  increasing  number.  Eaeb  fresb  boolf,  in  fact,  gives  rise 
to  fresb  annoyance,  were  it  only  in  tbe  repi'oacbes  aimed  at  my 
toc  proliflc  pen,  as  tbougb  it  could  rival  in  fertility  tbe  world 
from  wbicb  I  draw  my  models!  Would  it  not  be  a  fine  tbing, 
George,  if  tbe  future  antiquai'ian  of  dead  literatures  were  to  find 
in  tbis  company  none  but  great  names  and  generous  bearts, 
friends  bound  by  pure  and  boly  ties,  tbe  illustrious  figures  of 
tbe  century?  May  I  not  justly  pride  myself  on  tbis  assured  pos- 
session, ratber  tban  on  a  popularity  necessarily  unstable?  For 
bim  wbo  knows  you  well,  it  is  happiness  to  be  able  to  sign  him- 
self,  as  I  do  bere, 

Your  friend, 

De  Bajlzac. 
Paris,  June  184G. 


(131) 
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FIRST   PART 


LOUISE  DE  CHAULIEU  TO  REN^E  DE  MAUCOMBE. 

Paris,  September. 

SwEETHEART,  I  too  am  f ree  !  And  I  am  the  first  too,  unless 
you  hâve  written  to  Blois,  at  our  sweet  tryst  of  letter- 
writing. 

Raise  those  great  black  eyes  of  yours,  fixed  on  my  opening 
sentence,  and  keep  this  excitement  for  the  letter  which  shall 
tell  you  of  my  first  love.  By  the  way,  why  ahvays  "first?" 
Is  there,  I  wonder,  a  second  love? 

Don't  go  running  on  like  this,  you  will  say,  but  tell  me 
rather  how  you  made  your  escape  from  the  convent  where 
you  were  to  take  your  vows.  Well,  dear,  I  don't  know  about 
the  Carmélites,  but  the  miracle  of  my  ovm  deliverance  was,  I 
can  assure  you,  most  humdrum.  The  cries  of  an  alarmed 
conscience  triumphed  over  the  dictâtes  of  a  stern  policy — 
there's  the  whole  mystery.  The  sombre  melancholy  which 
seized  me  after  you  left  hastened  the  happy  climax,  my  aunt 
did  not  want  to  see  me  die  of  a  décline,  and  my  mother, 
whose  one  unfailing  cure  for  my  malady  was  a  novitiate, 
gave  way  before  her. 

So  I  am  in  Paris,  thanks  to  you  too,  my  love  !  Dear  Renée, 
could  you  bave  seen  me  the  day  I  found  myself  parted  from 
you,  well  might  you  hâve  gloried  in  the  deep  impression  you 
had  made  on  so  youthful  a  bosom.  We  had  lived  so  con- 
stantly  together,  sharing  our  dreams  and  letting  our  fancy 
roam  together,  that  I  verily  believe  our  soûls  had  Ijecome 
welded  together,  like  those  two  Hungarian  girls,  whose  death 
we  heard  about  from  M.  Beauvisage — poor  misnamed  being  ! 
Never  surely  was  man  better  eut  out  by  nature  for  the  post 
of  convent  physician  ! 
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Tell  me,  did  you  not  droop  and  sicken  with  your  darling  ? 

In  ray  gloomy  dépression,  I  could  do  nothing  but  count 
over  the  ties  wliich  bind  ns.  But  it  seemed  as  though  dis- 
tance had  loosened  them;  I  wearied  of  life,  like  a  turtle-dove 
widowed  of  her  mate.  Death  smiled  sweetly  on  me,  and  I  was 
proceeding  quietly  to  die.  To  be  at  Blois,  at  the  Carmélites, 
consumed  by  dread  of  having  to  take  my  vows  there,  a  Mlle, 
de  la  Vallière,  but  without  her  prélude,  and  without  my 
Renée  !    How  could  I  not  be  sick — sick  unto  death  ? 

How  différent  it  used  to  be  !  That  monotonous  existence, 
where  every  hour  brings  its  duty,  its  prayer,  its  task,  with 
such  desperate  regularity  that  you  can  tell  what  a  Carmélite 
sister  is  doing  in  any  place,  at  any  hour  of  the  night  or  day; 
that  deadly  dull  routine,  whieh  crushes  out  ail  interest  in 
one's  surroundings,  had  become  for  us  two  a  world  of  life  and 
movement.  Imagination  had  thrown  open  her  fairy  realms, 
and  in  thèse  our  spirits  ranged  at  will,  eaeh  in  tum  serving 
as  magie  steed  to  the  other,  the  more  alert  quickening  the 
drowsy;  the  world  from  which  our  bodies  were  shut  out 
became  the  playground  of  our  fancy,  which  reveled  there  in 
frolicsome  adventure.  The  very  Lives  of  the  Saints  helped 
us  to  understand  what  was  so  carefully  left  unsaid  !  But  the 
day  when  I  was  reft  of  your  sweet  company,  I  became  a  true 
Carmélite,  such  as  they  appeared  to  us,  a  modem  Danaïd, 
who,  instead  of  trying  to  fill  a  bottomless  barrel,  draws  every 
day,  from  Heaven  knows  what  deep,  an  empty  pitcher,  think- 
ing  to  fmd  it  full. 

My  aunt  knew  nothing  of  this  inner  life.  How  should  she, 
who  has  made  a  paradise  for  herself  within  the  two  acres  of 
her  couvent,  understand  my  revolt  against  life?  A  religions 
life,  if  embraced  by  girls  of  our  âge,  demands  either  an  ex- 
trême simplicity  of  soûl,  such  as  we,  sweetheart,  do  not  pos- 
sess,  or  else  an  ardor  for  self-sacrifice  like  that  whieh  makes 
my  aunt  so  noble  a  character.  But  she  sacrificed  herself  for 
a  brother  to  whom  she  was  devoted;  to  do  the  same  for  an 
unknown  person  or  an  idea  is  surely  more  than  can  be  asked 
of  mortals. 
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For  the  last  fortnight  I  hâve  been  gulping  down  so  many 
reckless  words,  buiyiug  so  many  reflections  in  my  bosom, 
and  accumulating  such  a  store  of  things  to  tell,  fit  for  your 
ear  alone,  that  I  should  certainly  hâve  been  suffoeated  but 
for  the  resource  of  letter-writing  as  a  sorry  substitute  for  our 
beloved  talks.  How  hungry  one's  heart  gets  !  I  am  beginning 
my  journal  this  morning,  and  I  picture  to  myself  that  yours 
is  already  started,  and  that,  in  a  few  days,  I  shall  be  at  home 
in  your  beautiful  Gémenos  valley,  whieh  I  know  only  through 
your  descriptions,  just  as  you  will  live  that  Paris  life,  revealed 
to  you  hitherto  only  in  our  dreams. 

Well,  then,  sweet  child,  know  that  on  a  certa,in  morning — 
a  red-letter  day  in  my  life — there  arrived  from  Paris  a  lady 
companion  and  Philippe,  the  last  remaining  of  my  grand- 
mother's  valets,  charged  to  carry  me  off.  When  my  aunt 
summoned  me  to  her  room  and  told  me  the  news,  I  could  not 
speak  for  joy,  and  only  gazed  at  her  stupidly. 

"My  child,"  she  said,  in  her  guttural  voice,  "I  can  see 
that  you  leave  me  without  regret,  but  this  farewell  is  not 
the  last;  we  shall  meet  again.  God  has  placed  on  your  fore- 
head  the  sign  of  the  elect.  You  hâve  the  pride  which  leads 
to  heaven  or  to  hell,  but  your  nature  is  too  noble  to  choose 
the  downward  path.  I  know  you  better  than  you  know 
yourself  ;  with  you,  passion,  I  can  see,  will  be  very  différent 
from  what  it  is  with  most  women." 

She  drew  me  gently  to  her  and  kissed  my  forehead.  The 
kiss  made  my  flesh  creep,  for  it  burned  with  that  consuming 
fire  which  eats  away  her  life,  which  has  turned  to  black  the 
azuré  of  her  eyes,  and  softened  the  Unes  about  them,  has 
furrowed  the  warm  ivory  of  her  temples,  and  cast  a  sallow 
tinge  over  the  beautiful  face. 

Before  replying,  I  kissed  her  hands. 

"Dear  aunt,"  I  said,  "I  shall  never  forget  your  kindness; 
and  if  it  has  not  made  your  nunnery  ail  that  it  ought  to  be 
for  my  health  of  body  and  soûl,  you  may  be  sure  nothing 
short  of  a  broken  heart  will  bring  me  back  again — and  that 
you  would  not  wish  for  me.    You  will  not  see  me  hère  again 
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till  my  royal  lover  has  deserted  me,  and  I  wam  you  that  if 
I  catch  him,  death  alone  shall  tear  him  from  me.  I  fear  no 
Montespan." 

She  smiled  and  said: 

"Go,  madcap,  and  take  your  idle  faneies  with  you.  There 
is  certainly  more  of  the  bold  Montespan  in  you  than  of  the 
gentle  la  Vallière." 

I  threw  my  arms  round  her.  The  poor  lady  could  not 
refrain  from  escorting  me  to  the  carriage.  There  her 
tender  gaze  was  divided  between  me  and  the  armoriai  bear- 
ings. 

At  Beaugeney  night  overtook  me,  still  sunk  in  a  stupor  of 
the  mind  produced  by  thèse  strange  parting  words.  What  can 
be  awaiting  me  in  this  world  for  which  I  hâve  so  hungered  ? 

To  begin  with,  I  found  no  one  to  receive  me;  my  heart 
had  been  schooled  in  vain.  j\[y  mother  was  at  the  Bois  de 
Boulogne,  my  f ather  at  the  Council  ;  my  brother,  the  Duc  dé 
Ehétoré,  never  eomes  in,  I  am  told,  till  it  is  time  to  dress 
for  dinner.  Miss  Griffith  (she  is  not  unlike  a  griffin)  and 
Philippe  took  me  to  my  rooms. 

The  suite  is  the  one  which  belonged  to  my  beloved  grand- 
mother,  the  Princess  de  Vaurémont,  to  whom  I  owe  some 
sort  of  a  fortune  which  no  one  has  ever  told  me  about.  As 
you  read  this,  you  will  understand  the  sadness  which  came 
over  me  as  I  entered  a  place  sacred  to  so  many  memories,  and 
found  the  rooms  just  as  she  had  left  them!  I  was  to  sleep 
in  the  bed  where  she  died. 

Sitting  down  on  the  edge  of  the  sofa,  I  burst  into  tears, 
forgetting  I  was  not  alone,  and  remembering  only  how  often 
I  had  stood  there  by  her  knees,  the  better  to  hear  her  words. 
There  I  had  gazed  upon  her  face,  buried  in  its  brown  laces, 
and  worn  as  much  by  âge  as  by  the  pangs  of  approaching 
death.  The  room  seemed  to  me  still  warm  with  the  beat 
which  she  kept  up  there.  How  comes  it  that  Armande- 
Louise-Marie  de  Chaulieu  must  be  like  some  peasant  girl, 
who  sleeps  in  her  mother's  bed  the  very  morrow  of  her 
death  ?  For  to  me  it  was  as  though  the  Princess,  who  died  in 
1817,  had  passed  away  but  yesterday. 
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I  saw  many  things  in  the  room  which  oiight  to  hâve  been 
removed.  Their  présence  showed  the  carelessness  with  which 
people,  biisy  with  the  afCairs  of  state,  may  treat  their  own,  and 
also  the  little  thoiight  which  had  been  given  since  her  death 
to  this  grand  old  hidy,  who  will  always  remain  one  of  the 
striking  figures  of  the  eighteenth  century.  Philippe  seemed 
to  divine  something  of  the  cause  of  my  tears.  He  told  me 
that  the  furniture  of  the  Princess  had  been  left  to  me  in  her 
will  and  that  my  father  had  allowed  ail  the  larger  suites 
to  remain  dismantled,  as  the  Eevolution  had  left  them.  On 
hearing  this  I  rose,  and  Philippe  opened  the  door  of  the 
small  drawing-room  which  leads  into  the  reception-rooms. 

In  thèse  I  found  ail  the  well-remembered  wreckage;  the 
panels  above  the  doors,  which  had  contained  valuable  pict- 
ures,  bare  of  ail  but  empty  f rames;  broken  marbles,  mirrors 
carried  ofï.  In  old  da3's  I  was  afraid  to  go  up  the  state 
staircase  and  cross  thèse  vast,  deserted  rooms;  so  I  used  to 
get  to  the  Princess'  rooms  by  a  small  staircase  which  runs 
under  the  arch  of  the  larger  one  and  leads  to  the  secret  door 
of  her  dressing-room. 

My  suite,  consisting  of  a  drawing-room,  bedroom,  and  the 
pretty  moming-room  in  scarlet  and  gold,  of  which  I  bave 
told  you,  lies  in  the  wing  on  the  side  of  the  Invalides.  The 
house  is  only  separated  f  rom  the  boulevard  by  a  wall,  covered 
with  creepers,  and  by  a  splendid  avenue  of  trees,  which  mingle 
their  foliage  with  that  of  the  young  elms  on  the  sidewalk 
of  the  boulevard.  But  for  the  blue-and-gold  dôme  of  the 
Invalides  an-d  its  gray  stone  mass,  you  might  be  in  a  wood. 

The  style  of  décoration  in  thèse  rooms,  together  with  their 
situation,  indicates  that  they  were  the  old  show  suite  of  the 
duchesses,  while  the  dukes  must  hâve  had  theirs  in  the  wing 
opposite.  The  two  suites  are  decorously  separated  by  the 
two  main  blocks,  as  woll  as  by  the  central  one,  which  contains 
those  vast,  gloomy,  resounding  halls  shown  me  by  Philippe, 
ail  despoiled  of  their  splendor,  as  in  the  days  of  my  ehildhood. 

Philippe  grew  quite  confidential  when  he  saw  the  surprise 
depicted  on  my  countenance.    For  you  must  know  that  in  this 
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home  of  diplomacy  the  very  servants  hâve  a  reserved  and 
mysterious  air.  He  went  on  to  tell  me  that  it  was  expected  a 
law  would  soon  be  passed  restoring  to  the  fugitives  of  the 
Eevolution  the  value  of  their  property,  and  that  my  father 
is  waiting  to  do  up  his  house  till  this  restitution  is  made,  the 
king's  architect  having  estimated  the  damage  at  three  hun- 
dred  thousand  livres. 

This  pièce  of  news  flung  me  back  despairing  on  my 
drawing-room  sofa.  Could  it  be  that  my  father,  instead  of 
spending  this  money  in  arranging  a  marriage  for  me,  would 
hâve  lef t  me  to  die  in  the  convent  ?  This  was  the  first  thought 
to  greet  me  on  the  threshold  of  my  home. 

Ah  !  Renée,  what  would  I  hâve  given  then  to  rest  my  head 
upon  your  shoulder,  or  to  transport  mj^self  to  the  daj'^s  when 
my  grandmother  made  the  life  of  thèse  rooms  ?  You  two  in 
ail  the  world  hâve  been  alone  in  loving  me — you  away  at 
Maucombe,  and  she  who  survives  only  in  my  heart,  the  dear 
old  lady,  whose  still  youthful  eyes  used  to  open  from  sleep  at 
my  call.     How  well  we  understood  each  other  ! 

Thèse  memories  suddenly  changed  my  mood.  What  at 
first  had  seemed  profanation,  now  breathed  of  holy  associa- 
tion. It  was  sweet  to  inhale  the  faint  odor  of  the  powder 
she  loved  still  lingering  in  the  room;  sweet  to  sleep  beneath 
the  shelter  of  those  yellow  damask  curtains  with  their  white 
pattem,  which  must  hâve  retained  something  of  the  spirit 
emanating  from  her  eyes  and  breath.  I  told  Philippe  to 
rab  up  the  old  furniture  and  make  the  rooms  look  as  if  they 
were  lived  in  ;  I  explained  to  him  myself  how  I  wanted  every- 
thing  arranged,  and  where  to  put  each  pièce  of  furniture. 
In  this  way  I  entered  into  possession,  and  showed  how  an 
air  of  youth  might  be  given  to  the  dear  old  things. 

The  bedroom  is  white  in  color,  a  little  dulled  with  time, 
just  as  the  gilding  of  the  fanciful  arabesques  shows  hère  and 
there  a  patch  of  red;  but  this  effeet  harmonizes  well  with 
the  faded  colors  of  the  Savonnerie  tapestry,  which  was  pre- 
sented  to  my  grandmother  by  Louis  XV.  along  with  his  por- 
trait.   The  timepiece  was  a  gift  from  the  Maréchal  de  Saxe, 
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and  the  china  omaments  on  the  mantelpiece  came  from  the 
Maréchal  de  Eichelieu.  My  grandmother's  portrait,  painted 
at  the  âge  of  twenty-five,  hangs  in  an  oval  frame  opposite 
that  of  the  King.  The  Prince,  her  husband,  is  conspicuous 
by  his  absence.  I  like  this  frank  négligence,  imtinged  by 
hypocrisy — a  characteristic  touch  which  sums  up  her  charm- 
ing  personality.  Once  when  my  grandmother  was  seriously 
ill,  her  confesser  was  urgent  that  the  Prince,  who  was  waiting 
in  the  drawing-room,  should  be  admitted. 

"He  can  come  in  with  the  doctor  and  his  drugs,"  was  the 
reply. 

The  bed  has  a  eanopy  and  well-stuffed  back,  and  the  cur- 
tains  are  looped  up  with  fine  wide  bands.  The  furniture  is 
of  gilded  wood,  upholstered  in  the  same  yellow  damask  with 
white  flowers  which  drapes  the  Windows,  and  which  is  lined 
there  with  a  white  silk  that  looks  as  though  it  were  watered. 
The  panels  over  the  doors  hâve  been  painted,  by  what  artist 
I  can't  say,  but  they  represent  one  a  sunrise,  the  other  a 
moonlight  scène. 

The  fireplace  is  a  very  interesting  feature  in  the  room. 
It  is  easy  to  see  that  life  in  the  last  century  centered  largely 
round  the  hearth,  where  great  events  were  enacted.  The 
copper-gilt  grate  is  a  marvel  of  workmanship,  and  the  mantel- 
piece is  most  delicately  finished  ;  the  fire-irons  are  beautif ully 
chased;  the  bellows  are  a  perfect  géra.  The  tapestry  of  the 
screen  comes  from  the  Gobelins  and  is  exquisitely  mounted; 
charming  fantastic  figures  run  ail  over  the  frame,  on  the 
feet,  the  supporting  bar,  and  the  wings;  the  whole  thing  la 
wrought  like  a  fan. 

Dearly  should  I  like  to  know  who  was  the  giver  of  this 
dainty  work  of  art,  which  was  such  a  favorite  with  her.  How 
often  hâve  I  seen  the  old  lady,  her  feet  upon  the  bar,  re- 
clining  in  the  easy-chair.  with  her  dress  half  raised  in  front, 
toying  with  the  snuff-box,  which  lay  upon  the  ledge  between 
her  box  of  pastilles  and  her  silk  mits.  What  a  coquette  she 
was  !  to  the  day  of  her  death  she  took  as  much  pains  with 
her  appearance  as  though  the  beautifu]   portrait  had  been 
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painted  only  yesterday,  and  slie  wcre  waiting  to  receive  tlie 
throng  of  exquisites  f  rom  the  Court  !  How  the  armchair  rc- 
calls  to  me  the  inimitable  sweep  of  her  skirts  as  she  sank 
back  in  it  ! 

Thèse  women  of  a  past  génération  hâve  carried  off  with 
them  secrets  which  are  very  typical  of  their  âge.  The 
Princess  had  a  certain  tiirn  of  the  head,  a  way  of  dropping 
her  glance  and  her  remarks,  a  choice  of  words,  which  I  look 
for  in  vain,  even  in  my  mother.  There  was  subtlety  in  it 
ail,  and  there  was  good-nature  ;  the  points  were  made  without 
any  affectation.  Her  talk  was  at  once  lengthy  and  concise; 
she  told  a  good  story,  and  could  put  her  meaning  in  three 
words.  Above  ail,  she  was  extremely  free-thinking,  and 
this  has  undoubtedly  had  its  effect  on  my  way  of  looking  at 
things. 

From  seven  years  old  till  I  was  ten,  I  never  left  her  side; 
it  pleased  her  to  attraet  me  as  much  as  it  pleased  me  to  go. 
This  préférence  was  the  cause  of  more  than  one  passage  at 
arms  between.  her  and  my  mother,  and  nothing  intensifies 
feeling  like  the  icy  breath  of  persécution.  How  charming  was 
her  greeting,  "Hère  you  are,  little  rogue  !"  when  curiosity  had 
taught  me  how  to  glide  with  stealthy  snake-like  movements 
to  her  room.  She  felt  that  I  loved  her,  and  this  childish  affec- 
tion was  welcome  as  a  ray  of  sunshine  in  the  winter  of  her 
life. 

I  don't  know  what  went  on  in  her  rooms  at  night,  but 
she  had  many  visitors;  and  when  I  came  on  tiptoe  in  the 
moming  to  see  if  she  were  awake,  I  would  find  the  drawing- 
room  furniture  disarranged,  the  card-tables  set  out,  and 
patches  of  snuff  scattered  about. 

This  drawing-room  is  furnished  in  the  same  style  as  the 
bedroom.  The  chairs  and  tables  are  oddly  shaped,  with  claw 
feet  and  hollow  mouldings.  Eich  garlands  of  flowers,  beauti- 
fuUy  designed  and  carved,  wind  over  the  mirrors  and  hang 
down  in  festoons.  On  the  consoles  are  fine  china  vases.  The 
ground  colors  are  scarlet  and  white.  My  grandmother  was 
a  high-spirited,  striking  brunette,  as  might  be  inferred  from 
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her  chaice  of  colors.  I  hâve  found  in  the  drawing-room 
a  writing-table  I  remember  well;  the  figures  on  it  used  to 
f  ascinate  me  ;  it  is  plaited  in  graven  silver,  and  was  a  présent 
from  one  of  the  Genoese  Lomellini.  Each  side  of  the  table 
represcnts  the  occupations  of  a  différent  season;  there  are 
hundreds  of  figures  in  each  pieture,  and  ail  in  relief. 

I  remained  alone  for  two  hours,  while  old  memories  rose 
before  me,  one  after  anothcr,  on  this  spot,  hallowed  by  the 
death  of  a  woman  most  remarkable  even  among  the  \vitty  and 
beautiful  Court  ladies  of  Louis  XV.'s  day. 

You  know  how  abruptly  I  was  parted  from  her,  at  a  day's 
notice,  in  1816. 

"Go  and  bid  good-bye  to  your  grandmother,"  said  my 
mother. 

The  Princess  received  me  as  usual,  without  any  display 
of  feeling,  and  expressed  no  surprise  at  my  departure. 

"You  are  going  to  the  couvent,  dear,"  she  said,  "and  will 
see  your  aunt  there,  who  is  an  excellent  woman.  I  shall 
take  care,  though,  that  they  don't  make  a  victim  of  you  ; 
you  shall  be  independent,  and  able  to  marry  whom  you 
please." 

Six  months  later  she  died.  Her  will  had  been  given  into 
the  keeping  of  the  Prince  de  Talleyrand,  the  most  devoted 
of  ail  her  old  friends.  He  contrived,  while  paying  a  visit 
to  Mlle,  de  Chargebœuf,  to  intimate  to  me,  through  her, 
that  my  grandmother  forbade  me  to  take  the  vows.  I  hope, 
sooner  or  later,  to  meet  the  Prince,  and  then  I  shall  doubtless 
learn  more  from  him. 

Thus,  sweetheart,  if  I  hâve  found  no  one  in  flesh  and 
blood  to  meet  me,  I  hâve  comforted  myself  with  the  shade 
of  the  dear  Princess,  and  hâve  prepared  myself  for  carrying 
out  one  of  our  pledges,  which  was,  as  you  know,  to  keep  each 
other  informed  of  the  smallest  détails  in  our  homes  and 
occupations.  It  makes  such  a  différence  to  know  where  and 
how  the  life  of  one  we  love  is  passed!  Send  me  a  faithful 
picture  of  the  veriest  trifles  around  you,  omittîng  nothing, 
net  even  the  sunset  lights  among  the  tall  trees. 
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Oclober  Wth. 

It  was  three  in  the  afternoon  whcn  I  arrived,  About  half- 
past  five,  Eose  came  and  told  me  that  my  mother  had  re- 
tiirned,  so  I  went  downstairs  to  pay  my  respects  to  her. 

My  mother  lives  in  a  suite  on  the  ground  iloor,  exactly 
coiTcsponding  to  mine,  and  in  the  same  block.  I  am  just 
over  her  head,  and  the  same  secret  staircasc  serves  for  both. 
My  father's  rooms  are  in  the  block  opposite,  but  are  larger 
by  the  whole  of  the  space  occupied  by  the  grand  staircase 
on  our  side  of  the  building.  Thèse  ancestral  mansions  are 
so  spacious,  that  my  father  and  mother  continue  to  occupy  the 
ground-floor  rooms,  in  spite  of  the  social  duties  which  hâve 
once  more  devolved  on  them  with  the  return  of  the  Bourbons, 
and  are  even  able  to  receive  in  them. 

I  found  my  mother,  drcssed  for  the  cvening,  in  her 
drawing-room,  where  nothing  is  changed.  I  came  slowly 
down  the  stairs,  speculating  with  cvery  step  how  I  should 
be  met  by  this  mother  who  had  shown  herself  so  little  of  a 
mother  to  me,  and  from  whom,  during  eight  years,  I  had 
heard  nothing  beyond  the  two  letters  of  which  you  know. 
Judging  it  unworthy  to  simulate  an  affection  I  could  not 
possibly  feel,  I  put  on  the  air  of  a  pious  imbécile,  and  entered 
the  room  with  many  inward  qualms,  which  however  soon 
disappeared.  My  mother's  tact  was  equal  to  the  occasion. 
She  made  no  pretence  of  émotion;  she  neither  held  me  at 
arm's-length  nor  hugged  me  to  her  bosom  like  a  beloved 
daughter,  but  greeted  me  as  though  we  had  parted  the  evening 
before.  Her  manner  was  that  of  the  kindliest  and  most  sin- 
cère friend,  as  she  addressed  me  like  a  grown  person,  fîrst 
kissing  me  on  the  forehead. 

"My  dear  little  one,"  she  said,  "if  you  were  to  die  at  the 
couvent,  it  is  much  better  to  live  with  your  family.  You 
frustrate  your  father's  plans  and  mine;  but  the  âge  of  blind 
obédience  to  parents  is  past.  M.  de  Chaulieu's  intention, 
and  in  this  I  am  quite  at  one  with  him,  is  to  lose  no  oppor- 
tunity  of  making  your  life  pleasant  and  of  letting  you  see 
the  world.     At  your  âge  I  should  hâve  thought  as  you  do, 
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theref ore  I  am  not  vexed  with  you  ;  it  is  impossible  you  should 
understand  what  we  expected  from  you.  You  will  not  find 
any  absurd  severity  in  me;  and  if  you  hâve  ever  thought 
me  heartless,  you  will  soon  find  out  your  mistake.  Still, 
though  I  wish  you  to  feel  perfectly  f ree,  I  think  that,  to  begin 
with,  you  would  do  well  to  follow  the  counsels  of  a  mother, 
who  wishes  to  be  a  sister  to  you." 

I  was  quite  charmed  by  the  Duchess,  who  talked  in  a  gentle 
voice,  straightening  my  couvent  tippet  as  she  spoke.  At  the 
âge  of  thirty-eight  she  is  still  exquisitely  beautiful.  She  has 
dark-blue  eyes,  with  silken  lashes,  a  smooth  forehead,  and  a 
complexion  so  pink  and  white  that  you  might  think  she 
paints.  Her  bust  and  shoulders  are  marvelous,  and  her  waist 
is  as  slender  as  yours.  Her  hand  is  milk-white  and  extra- 
ordinarily  beautiful  ;  the  nails  catch  the  light  in  their  perf ect 
polish,  the  thumb  is  like  ivory,  the  little  finger  stands  just  a 
little  apart  from  the  rest,  and  the  foot  matches  the  hand;  it 
is  the  Spanish  foot  of  Mlle,  de  Vandenesse.  If  she  is  like 
this  at  forty,  at  sixty  she  will  still  be  a  beautiful  woman. 

I  replied,  sweetheart,  like  a  good  little  girl.  I  was  as  nice 
to  her  as  she  to  me,  nay,  nicer.  Her  beauty  completely  van- 
quished  me  ;  it  senied  only  natural  that  such  a  woman  should 
be  absorbed  in  her  régal  part.  I  told  her  this  as  simply  as 
though  I  had  been  talking  to  you.  I  daresay  it  was  a  surprise 
to  her  to  hear  words  of  affection  from  her  daughter's  mouth, 
and  the  unfeigned  bornage  of  my  admiration  evidently 
touched  her  deeply.  Her  manner  changed  and  became  even 
more  engaging;  she  dropped  ail  formality  as  she  said: 

"I  am  much  pleased  with  you,  and  I  hope  we  shall  remain 
good  friends." 

The  words  struck  me  as  charmingly  naïve,  but  I  did  not  let 
this  appear,  for  I  saw  at  once  that  the  prudent  course  was 
to  allow  her  to  believe  herself  much  deeper  and  cleverer  than 
her  daughter.  So  I  only  stared  vacantly  and  j  she  was  de- 
lighted.  I  kissed  her  hands  repeatedly,  telling  her  how  happy 
it  made  me  to  be  so  treated  and  to  feel  at  my  ease  with  her. 
I  even  confided  to  her  my  previous  tremors.     She  smiled, 
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put  her  arm  round  my  neck,  and  drawing  me  towards  her, 
kissed  me  on  the  forehead  most  affectionately. 

"Dear  child,"  she  said,  "we  hâve  people  coming  to  dinner 
to-day.  Perhaps  you  will  agrée  with  me  that  it  is  better  for 
you  not  to  make  your  first  appearance  in  society  till  you  hâve 
been  in  the  dressmaker's  hands  ;  so,  af ter  you  bave  seen  your 
father  and  brother,  you  can  go  upstairs  again." 

I  assented  most  heartily.  My  mother's  exquisite  dress 
was  the  first  révélation  to  me  of  the  world  which  our  dreams 
had  pictured;  but  I  did  not  feel  the  slightest  désire  to  rival 
her. 

My  father  now  entered,  and  the  Duchess  presented  me  to 
him. 

He  became  ail  at  once  most  affectionate,  and  played  the 
father's  part  so  well,  that  I  eould  not  but  believe  bis  heart 
to  be  in  it.  Taking  my  two  hands  in  bis,  and  kissing  them, 
with  more  of  the  lover  than  the  father  in  his  manner,  he 
said: 

"So  this  is  my  rebel  daughter!" 

And  he  drew  me  towards  him,  with  his  arm  passed  tenderly 
round  my  waist,  while  he  kissed  me  on  the  cheeks  and  fore- 
head. 

"The  pleasure  with  which  we  shall  watch  your  success 
in  society  will  atone  for  the  disappointment  we  felt  at  your 
change  of  vocation,"  he  said.  Then,  turning  to  my  mother, 
"Do  you  know  that  she  is  going  to  turn  out  very  pretty,  and 
you  will  be  proud  of  her  some  day? — Hère  is  your  brother, 
Ehétoré. — Alphonse,"  he  said  to  a  fine  young  man  who  came 
in,  "hère  is  your  convent-bred  sister,  who  threatens  to  send 
her  nun's  frock  to  the  deuce." 

My  brother  came  up  in  a  leisurely  way  and  took  my  hand, 
which  he  pressed. 

"Come,  come,  you  may  kiss  her,"  said  my  father. 

And  he  kissed  me  on  both  cheeks. 

"I  am  delighted  to  see  you,"  he  said,  "and  I  take  your  side 
against  my  father." 

1  thanked  him,  but  could  not  help  thinking  he  might  hâve 
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corne  to  Blois  wlien  hc  was  at  Orléans  visiting  our  Marquis 
brothcr  in  his  quarters. 

Fearing  Ihe  arrivai  of  strangers,  I  now  withdrew.  I 
tidied  up  my  rooms,  and  laid  out  on  the  scarlet  velvet  of  my 
lovely  table  ail  the  niaterials  neccssary  for  writing  to  you, 
meditating'  ail  the  while  on  my  new  situation. 

This,  my  fair  swectheart,  is  a  truc  and  veracious  account 
of  the  return  of  a  girl  of  eighteen,  after  an  absence  of  nine 
years,  to  the  bosom  of  one  of  the  noblest  familles  in  the  king- 
dom.  I  was  tired  by  the  journey  as  well  as  by  ail  the  émo- 
tions I  had  been  through,  so  I  wcnt  to  bcd  in  couvent  fashion, 
at  eight  o'clock,  after  supper.  They  hâve  preserved  even  a 
littlo  Saxe  service  which  the  dear  Princess  used  when  she  had 
a  fancy  for  taking  lier  nieals  alone. 


II 

THE    SAME   TO   THE    SAME 

Novcmbcr  2Uh. 

Next  day  I  found  my  rooms  donc  out  and  dusted,  and  even 
flowers  put  in  the  vases,  by  old  Philippe.  I  begin  to  feel  at 
home.  Only  it  didn't  occur  to  anybody  that  a  Carmélite 
schoolgirl  has  an  early  appetite,  and  Eose  had  no  end  of 
trouble  in  getting  breakfast  for  me. 

"Mlle,  goes  to  bed  at  dinner-time,"  she  said  to  me,  "and 
gets  up  when  the  Duke  is  just  returning  home." 

I  began  to  write.  About  one  o'clock  my  father  knocked 
at  the  door  of  the  small  drawing-room  and  asked  if  he  might 
come  in.  I  opened  the  door;  he  came  in,  and  found  me 
writing  to  you. 

"My  dear,"  he  began,  "you  will  hâve  to  get  yourself  clothes, 
and  to  make  thèse  rooms  comfortable.  In  this  purse  you 
will  find  twelve  thousand  francs,  which  is  the  yearly  income 
I  purpose  allowing  you  for  your  expenscs.  You  will  make 
arrangements  with  your  mother  as  to  some  governess  whom 
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you  may  like,  in  case  Miss  Griffith  doesn't  please  you,  for 
Mme.  de  Chaulieu  will  not  hâve  time  to  go  out  with  you 
in  the  mornings.  A  carriage  and  man-servant  shall  be  at 
your  disposai." 

"Let  me  keep  Philippe,"  I  said. 

"So  be  it,"  he  replicd.  "But  don't  bc  uneasy;  you  hâve 
money  enough  of  your  own  to  be  no  burden  either  to  your 
mother  or  me." 

"May  I  ask  how  much  I  hâve?" 

"Certainly,  my  child,"  he  said.  "Your  grandmother  left 
you  five  hundred  thousaud  francs;  this  was  the  amount  of 
her  savings,  for  she  would  not  alienate  a  foot  of  land  from 
the  family.  This  sum  has  been  placed  in  Government 
stock,  and,  with  the  accumulated  interest,  now  brings  in  about 
forty  thousand  francs  a  year.  With  this  I  had  purposed 
making  an  independence  for  your  second  brother,  and  it 
is  hère  that  you  hâve  upset  my  plans.  Later,  however,  it  is 
possible  that  you  may  fall  in  with  thcm.  It  shall  rest  with 
yourself,  for  I  hâve  confidence  in  your  good  sensé  far  more 
than  I  had  expected. 

"I  do  not  need  to  tell  you  how  a  daughter  of  the  Chaulieus 
ought  to  behave.  The  pride  so  plainly  written  in  your  features 
is  my  bost  guarantee.  Safeguards,  such  as  common  folk 
surround  their  daughters  with,  would  be  an  insuit  in  our 
family.  A  slander  reflecting  on  your  name  might  cost  the 
life  of  the  man  bold  enough  to  utter  it,  or  the  life  of  one 
of  your  brothers,  if  by  chance  the  right  should  not  prevail. 
No  more  on  this  subject.    Good-bye,  little  one." 

He  kissed  me  on  the  forehead  and  went  out.  I  cannot 
understand  the  relinquishment  of  this  plan  after  nine  years' 
persistence  in  it.  My  father's  frankness  is  what  I  like. 
There  is  no  ambiguity  about  his  words.  My  money  ought  to 
belong  to  his  Marquis  son.  Who,  then,  has  had  bowels  of 
mercy?  My  mother?  My  father?  Or  could  it  be  my 
brother  ? 

I  remained  sitting  on  my  grandmother's  sofa,  staring  at 
the  purse  which  my  father  had  left  on  the  mantelpiece,  at 
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once  pleased  and  vexed  that  I  could  not  withdraw  my  mind 
from  the  money.  It  is  true,  furtlier  spéculation  was  useless. 
My  doiibts  had  been  cleared  up  and  there  was  something  fine 
in  the  way  my  pride  was  spared. 

Pliilippe  has  spent  the  morning  rushing  about  aniong  the 
varions  shops  and  workpeople  who  are  to  undertake  the  task 
of  my  metamorphosis.  A  fanions  dressmaker,  by  name  Vic- 
torine,  has  corne,  as  well  as  a  woman  for  underclothing,  and 
a  shoemaker.  I  am  as  impatient  as  a  child  to  know  what 
I  shall  be  like  when  I  émerge  from  the  sack  which  constituted 
the  conventual  uniform;  but  ail  thèse  tradespeople  take  a 
long  time;  the  eorset-maker  requires  a  whole  week  if  my 
figure  is  not  to  be  spoilt.  You  see,  I  hâve  a  figure,  dear  ;  this 
becomes  serions.  Janssen,  the  Operatic  shoemaker,  solemnly 
assures  me  that  I  bave  my  mother's  foot.  The  whole  morn- 
ing has  gone  in  thèse  weighty  occupations.  Even  a  glove- 
maker  has  come  to  take  the  measure  of  my  hand.  The  under- 
clothing woman  has  got  my  orders. 

At  the  meal  which  I  call  dinner,  and  the  others  lunch,  my 
mother  told  me  that  we  were  going  together  to  the  milliner's 
to  see  some  hats,  so  that  my  taste  should  be  formed,  and  I 
might  be  in  a  position  to  order  my  own. 

This  burst  of  independeuce  dazzles  me.  I  am  like  a  blind 
man  who  has  just  recovered  his  sight.  Now  I  begin  to  under- 
stand  the  vast  interval  which  séparâtes  a  Carmélite  sister 
from  a  girl  in  society.  Of  ourselves  we  could  never  hâve 
conceived  it. 

During  this  lunch  my  father  seemed  absent-minded,  and 
we  left  him  to  his  thoughts;  lie  is  deep  in  the  King's  confi- 
dence. I  was  entirely  forgotten;  but,  from  what  I  bave 
seen,  I  hâve  no  doubt  lie  will  remember  me  when  he  has  need 
of  me.  He  is  a  very  attractive  man  in  spite  of  his  fifty  years. 
His  figure  is  youthful;  he  is  well  made,  fair,  and  extremely 
graeeful  in  his  movements.  He  has  a  diplomatie  face,  at  once 
dumb  and  expressive  ;  his  nose  is  long  and  slender,  and  he  has 
brown  eyes. 

What  a  handsome  pair!     Strange  thoughts  assail  me  as 
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it  becomes  plain  to  me  that  thèse  two,  so  perfectly  matched 
in  birth,  wealth,  and  mental  superiority,  live  entirely  apart, 
and  hâve  nothing  in  common  but  their  name.  The  show 
of  unity  is  only  for  the  world. 

The  cream  of  the  Court  and  diplomatie  circles  were  hère 
lajst  night.  Very  soon  I  am  going  to  a  bail  given  by  the 
Duchesse  de  Maufrigneuse,  and  I  shall  be  presented  to  the 
Society  I  am  so  eager  to  know.  A  dancing-master  is  coming 
every  morning  to  give  me  lessons,  for  I  must  be  able  to  dance 
in  a  month,  or  I  can't  go  to  the  bail. 

Before  dinner,  my  mother  came  to  talk  about  the  govemess 
with  me.  I  hâve  decided  to  keep  Miss  Griffith,  who  was  rec- 
ommended  by  the  English  ambassador.  Miss  Griffith  is  the 
daughter  of  a  clergyman;  her  mother  was  of  good  family, 
and  she  is  perfectly  well  bred.  She  is  thirty-six,  and  will 
teach  me  English.  The  good  soûl  is  quite  handsome  enough 
to  hâve  ambitions  ;  she  is  Scotch — poor  and  proud — and  will 
act  as  my  chaperon.  She  is  to  sleep  in  Kose's  room.  Eose 
will  be  under  her  orders.  I  saw  at  a  glance  that  my  governess 
would  be  governed  by  me.  In  the  six  days  we  hâve  been 
together,  she  bas  made  ver}-^  sure  that  I  am  the  only  person 
likely  to  take  an  interest  in  her;  while,  for  my  part,  I  hâve 
ascertained  that,  for  ail  her  statusque  features,  she  will  prove 
accommodating.  She  seems  to  me  a  kindly  soûl,  but  cautions. 
I  hâve  not  been  able  to  extract  a  word  of  what  passed  between 
her  and  my  mother. 

Another  trifling  pièce  of  news  !  My  father  has  this  morn- 
ing refused  the  appointment  as  Minister  of  State  which  was 
offered  him.  This  accounts  for  his  preoceupied  manner  last 
night.  He  says  he  would  prefer  an  embassy  to  the  worries 
of  public  debate.    Spain  in  especial  attracts  him. 

This  news  was  told  me  at  lunch,  the  one  moment  of  the 
day  when  my  father,  mother,  and  brother  see  each  other 
in  an  easy  way.  The  servants  then  only  come  when  they 
are  rung  for.  The  rest  of  the  day  my  brother,  as  well  as 
my  father,  spends  out  of  the  house.  My  mother  has  her  toilet 
to  make;  between  two  and  four  she  is  ne  ver  \risible;  at  four 
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o'clock  she  goes  ont  for  an  hour's  drive;  when  she  is  not 
dining  ont,  she  receives  from  six  to  seven,  and  the  evening  is 
given  to  entertainments  of  varions  kinds — théâtres,  balls, 
concerts,  at  homes.  In  short,  her  life  is  so  full,  that  I  don't 
believe  she  ever  has  a  qnarter  of  an  honr  to  herself .  She  mnst 
spend  a  considérable  time  dressing  in  the  moming;  for  at 
Innch,  which  takes  place  between  eleven  and  twelve,  she  is 
exqnisite.  The  meaning  of  the  things  that  are  said  abont 
her  is  dawning  on  me.  She  begins  the  day  with  a  bath  barely 
warmed,  and  a  cnp  of  cold  coffee  with  cream;  then  she 
dresses.  She  is  never,  except  on  some  great  emergency,  called 
before  nine  o'clock.  In  snmmer  there  are  moming  rides,  and 
at  two  o'clock  she  receives  a  yonng  man  whom  I  hâve  never 
yet  contrived  to  see. 

Beliold  onr  f amily  life  !  We  meet  at  Innch  and  dinner, 
thongh  often  I  am  alone  with  my  mother  at  this  latter  meal, 
and  I  foresee  that  still  oftener  I  shall  take  it  in  my  own 
rooms  (following  the  example  of  my  grandmother)  with  only 
Miss  Griffith  for  company,  for  my  mother  frequently  dines 
ont.  I  hâve  ceased  to  wonder  at  the  indifférence  my  family 
hâve  shown  to  me.  In  Paris,  my  dear,  it  is  a  miracle  of  virtne 
to  love  the  people  who  live  with  yon,  for  you  see  little  enongh 
of  them  ;  as  for  the  absent — they  do  not  exist  ! 

Ivnowing  as  this  may  sonnd,  I  hâve  not  yet  set  foot  in  the 
streets,  and  am  deplorably  ignorant.  I  mnst  wait  till  I  am 
less  of  the  conntry  cousin  and  hâve  bronght  my  dress  and 
deportment  into  keeping  with  the  society  I  am  abont  to" 
enter,  the  whirl  of  which  amazes  me  even  hère,  where  only  dis- 
tant mnrmnrs  reach  my  ear.  So  far  I  hâve  not  gone  beyond 
the  gardon  ;  but  the  Italian  opéra  opens  in  a  few  days,  and 
my  mother  has  a  box  there.  I  am  crazy  with  delight  at  the 
thought  of  hearing  Italian  mnsic  and  seeing  French  acting. 

Already  I  begin  to  drop  convent  habits  for  those  of  society. 
I  spend  the  evening  writing  to  yon  till  the  moment  for  going 
to  bed  arrives.  This  has  been  postponed  to  ten  o'clock,  the 
hour  at  which  my  mother  goes  ont,  if  she  is  not  at  the 
théâtre.    There  are  twelve  théâtres  in  Paris. 
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I  am  grossly  ignorant  and  I  read  a  lot,  but  qnite  indis- 
criminately,  one  book  leading  to  another.  I  find  the  names 
of  fresh  books  on  the  cover  of  the  one  I  am  reading;  but  as 
I  hâve  no  one  to  direct  me,  I  light  on  some  which  are  fear- 
fully  dull.  What  modem  literature  I  hâve  read  ail  turns 
upon  love,  the  subject  which  used  to  bulk  so  largely  in  our 
thoughts,  because  it  seemed  that  our  fate  was  determined  by 
man  and  for  man.  But  how  inferior  are  thèse  authors  to 
two  little  girls,  known  as  Sweetheart  and  Darling — 'Otherwise 
Renée  and  Louise.  Ah  !  my  love,  what  wretched  plots,  what 
ridiculous  situations,  and  what  poverty  of  sentiment!  Two 
books,  however,  hâve  given  me  wonderful  pleasure — Corinne 
and  Adolphe.  Apropos  of  this,  I  asked  my  father  one  day 
whether  it  would  be  possible  for  me  to  see  Mme.  de  Staël. 
My  father,  mother,  and  Alphonse  ail  burst  out  laughing,  and 
Alphonse  said  : 

"Where  in  the  world  has  she  sprung  from?" 

To  which  my  father  replied  : 

"What  fools  we  are  !    She  springs  from  the  Carmélites." 

"My  child,  Mme.  de  Staël  is  dead,"  said  my  mother  gently. 

When  I  had  fînished  Adolphe,  I  asked  Miss  GrifTith  how  a 
woman  could  be  betrayed. 

"Why,  of  course,  when  she  loves,"  was  her  reply. 

Renée,  tell  me,  do  you  think  we  could  be  betrayed  by  a 
man? 

Miss  Griffith  has  at  last  discemed  that  I  am  not  an  utter 
ignoramus,  that  I  bave  somewhere  a  hidden  vein  of  knowledge, 
the  knov/ledge  we  leamed  from  each  other  in  our  random 
arguments.  She  sees  that  it  is  only  superficial  facts  of  which 
I  am  ignorant.  The  poor  thing  has  opened  her  heart  to  me. 
Her  curt  reply  to  my  question,  when  I  compare  it  with  ail 
the  sorrows  I  can  imagine,  raakes  me  feel  quite  creepy.  Once 
more  she  urged  me  not  to  be  dazzled  by  the  glitter  of  society, 
to  be  always  on  my  guard,  especially  against  what  most  at- 
tracted  me.  This  is  the  sum-total  of  her  wisdom,  and  I  can 
get  nothing  more  out  of  her.  Her  lectures,  therefore,  become 
a  trifle  monotonous,  and  she  might  be  compared  in  this  re- 
spect to  the  bird  which  has  only  one  cry. 


150  LEïTERS  OF  TWO  BRIDES 

III 

THE    SAME    TO    THE   SAME 
«  December. 

My  Darling, — Hère  I  am  ready  to  make  my  bow  to  the 
world.  By  way  of  préparation  I  hâve  been  trying  to  commit 
ail  the  follies  I  coiild  think  of  before  sobering  down  for  my 
entry.  This  morning,  I  hâve  seen  myself,  after  many  re- 
hearsals,  well  and  duly  equipped — stays,  shoes,  eurls,  dress, 
ornaments, — ail  in  order.  Following  the  example  of  duelists 
before  a  meeting,  I  tried  my  arms  in  the  privacy  of  my  cham- 
ber.  I  wanted  to  see  how  I  would  look,  and  had  no  difficulty 
in  discovering  a  certain  air  of  victory  and  triumph,  bound  to 
>carry  ail  before  it.  I  mustered  ail  my  forces,  in  accordance 
with  that  splendid  maxim  of  antiquity,  "Know  thyself  !"  and 
boundless  was  my  delight  in  thus  making  my  own  acquaint- 
ance.  Griffith  was  the  sole  spectator  of  this  doll's  play,  in. 
which  I  was  at  once  doll  and  child.  You  think  you  know  me  ? 
You  are  hugely  mistaken. 

Hère  is  a  portrait,  then,  Eenée,  of  your  sister,  formerly 
disguised  as  a  Carmélite,  now  brought  to  life  again  as  a  f rivo- 
lous  Society  girl.  She  is  one  of  the  greatest  beauties  in 
France — Provence,  of  course,  excepted.  I  don't  see  that  I 
can  give  a  more  accurate  summary  of  this  interesting  topic. 

True,  I  hâve  my  weak  points;  but  were  I  a  man,  I  should 
adore  them.  They  arise  from  what  is  most  promising  in 
me.  When  you  hâve  spent  a  fortnight  admiring  the  ex- 
quisite  curves  of  your  mother's  arms,  and  that  mother  the 
Duchesse  de  Chaulieu,  it  is  impossible,  my  dear,  not  to  déplore 
your  own  angular  elbows.  Yet  there  is  consolation  in  ob- 
serving  the  fineness  of  the  wrist,  and  a  certain  grâce  of  line 
in  those  hollows,  which  will  yet  fill  out  and  show  plump, 
round,  and  well  modeled,  under  the  satiny  skin.  The  some- 
what  crude  outline  of  the  arms  is  seen  again  in  the  shoulders. 
Strictly  speaking,  indeed,  I  hâve  no  shoulders,  but  only  two 
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bony  blades,  standing  out  in  harsh  relief.  My  figure  also 
lacks  pliancy;  there  is  a  stiffness  about  the  side  lines. 

Poof  !  There's  the  worst  out.  But  then  the  contours  are 
bold  and  délicate,  the  bright,  pure  flanie  of  health  bites  into 
the  vigorous  lines,  a  flood  of  life  and  of  blue  blood  puises 
under  the  transparent  skin,  and  the  fairest  daughter  of  Eve 
would  seeni  a  negress  beside  me  !  I  hâve  the  foot  of  a  gazelle  ! 
My  joints  are  tinely  tunied,  my  features  of  a  Greek  correct- 
ness.  It  is  true,  madame,  that  the  flesh  tints  do  not  melt 
into  each  other  ;  but,  at  least,  they  stand  out  clear  and  bright. 
In  short,  I  am  a  very  pretty  green  fruit,  with  ail  the  charm 
of  unripeness.  I  see  a  great  likeness  to  the  face  in  my  aunt's 
old  missal,  which  rises  out  of  a  violet  lily. 

There  is  no  silly  weakness  in  the  blue  of  my  insolent  eyes  ; 
the  white  is  pure  mother-of-pearl,  prettily  marked  with  tiuy 
veins,  and  the  thick,  long  lashcs  fall  like  a  silken  fringe. 
My  forehead  sparkles,  and  the  hair  grows  deliciously;  it 
ripples  into  waves  of  paie  gold,  growing  browner  towards  the 
centre,  whence  escapc  little  rebel  locks,  which  alone  would  tell 
that  my  fairness  is  not  of  the  insipid  and  hysterieal  type.  I 
am  a  tropical  blonde,  with  plenty  of  blood  in  my  veins,  a 
blonde  more  apt  to  strike  than  to  turn  the  cheek.  What  do_ 
you  think  the  hairdresser  proposed?  He  wanted,  if  you 
please,  to  smooth  my  hair  into  two  bands,  and  place  over  my 
forehead  a  pearl,  kept  in  place  by  a  gold  chain  !  He  said 
it  would  recall  the  Middle  Ages. 

I  told  him  I  was  not  aged  enough  to  hâve  reached  the 
middle,  or  to  need  an  ornament  to  freshen  me  up  ! 

The  nose  is  slender,  and  the  well-cut  nostrils  are  separated 
by  a  sweet  little  pink  partition — an  imperious,  mocking  nose, 
with  a  tip  too  sensitive  ever  to  grow  fat  or  red.  Sweotheart, 
if  this  won't  find  a  husband  for  a  doAverless  maidon,  l'm  a 
donkey.  The  ears  are  daintily  curled,  a  pearl  hanging  from 
either  lobe  would  show  yellow.  The  neck  is  long,  and  bas  an 
undulating  motion  full  of  dignity.  In  the  shade  the  white 
ripens  to  a  golden  tinge.  Perhaps  the  mouth  is  a  little  large. 
But  how  expressive  !  what  a  color  on  the  lips  !  how  prettily  the 
teeth  laugh  ! 

lO 
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Theiî,  dear,  there  is  a  harmonv  runuing  through  ail.  Wliat 
a  gait  !  what  a  voice  !  We  hâve  not  forgotten  liow  oiir  graud- 
mother's  skirts  fell  into  place  without  a  touch.  In  a  word, 
I  am  lovely  and  eharming.  When  the  mood  cornes,  I  can 
laugh  one  of  our  good  old  laughs,  and  no  one  will  think  the 
less  of  me  ;  the  dimples,  impressed  by  Comedy's  light  fingers 
on  my  fair  cheeks,  will  command  respect.  Or  I  can  let  my 
eyes  fall  and  my  heart  freeze  imder  my  snowy  brows.  I  can 
pose  as  a  Madonna  with  melancholy,  swan-like  neck,  and  the 
painters'  virgins  will  be  nowhere  ;  my  place  in  heaven  would 
be  far  above  them.  A  man  would  be  forced  to  chant  when 
he  spoke  to  me. 

So,  you  see,  my  panoply  is  complète,  and  I  can  nin  the 
whole  gamut  of  coquetry  from  deepest  bass  to  shrillest  treble. 
It  is  a  huge  advantage  not  to  be  ail  of  one  pièce.  Xow, 
my  mother  is  neither  playful  nor  virginal.  Her  only  attitude 
is  an  imposing  one;  when  she  ceases  to  be  majestic,  she  is 
ferocious.  It  is  difficult  for  her  to  heal  the  wounds  she  makes, 
whereas  I  can  wound  and  heal  together.  We  are  absolutely 
unlike,  and  therefore  there  could  not  possibly  be  rivalry  be- 
tween  us,  unless  indeed  we  quarreled  over  the  greater  or  less 
perfection  of  our  extremities,  which  are  similar.  I  take 
after  my  f ather,  who  is  shrewd  and  subtle.  I  hâve  the  manner 
of  my  grandmother  and  her  eharming  voice,  which  becomes 
falsetto  when  forced,  but  is  a  sweet-toned  chest  voice  at  the 
ordinary  pitch  of  a  quiet  talk. 

I  feel  as  if  I  had  left  the  couvent  to-day  for  the  first  time. 
For  Society  I  do  not  yet  exist  ;  I  am  unknown  to  it.  What  a 
ravishing  moment!  I  still  belong  only  to  myself,  like  a 
flower  Just  blown,  unseen  yet  of  mortal  eye. 

In  spite  of  this,  my  sweet,  as  I  paced  the  drawing-room 
during  my  self-inspection,  and  saw  the  poor  cast-off  school- 
clothes,  a  queer  feeling  came  over  me.  Regret  for  the  past, 
anxiety  about  the  future,  fear  of  society,  a  long  farewell  to 
the  pale  daisies  which  we  used  to  pick  and  strip  of  their 
petals  in  light-hearted  innocence,  there  was  something  of  ail 
that  ;  but  strange,  f antastic  visions  also  rose,  which  I  crushed 


LETTERS  OF  TWO  BRIDES  153 

back  into  the  inner  depths,  whence  they  had  sprung,  and 
whither  I  dared  not  follow  them. 

My  Kenée,  I  hâve  a  regular  trousseau  !  It  is  ail  beautifully 
laid  away  and  perfumed  in  the  eedar-wood  drawers  with 
lacquercd  front  of  my  charming  dressing-table.  There  are 
ribbons,  shoes,  gloves,  ail  in  lavish  abundance.  My  father 
lias  kindly  presented  me  with  the  pretty  gewgaws  a  girl  loves 
— a  dressing-case,  toilet  service,  scent-box,  fan,  sunshade, 
prayer-book,  gold  ehain,  cashmere  shawl.  He  has  also  prom- 
ised  to  give  me  riding  lessons.  And  I  can  dance  !  To-morrow, 
yes,  to-morrow  evening,  I  come  out  ! 

My  dress  is  white  muslin,  and  on  my  head  I  wear  a  garland 
of  white  roses  in  Greek  style.  I  shall  put  on  my  Madonna 
face  ;  I  mean  to  play  the  simpleton,  and  bave  ail  the  women 
on  my  side.  My  mother  is  miles  away  f  rom  any  idea  of  what 
I  Write  to  you.  She  believes  me  quite  destitute  of  mind,  and 
would  be  dumfounded  if  she  read  my  letter.  My  brother 
honors  me  with  a  profound  contempt,  and  is  uniformly  and 
politely  indiffèrent. 

He  is  a  handsome  young  fellow,  but  melancholy,  and  given 
to  moods.  I  bave  divined  his  secret,  though  neither  the  Duke 
nor  Duchess  has  an  inkling  of  it.  In  spite  of  his  youth  and 
his  title,  he  is  jealous  of  his  father.  He  has  no  position  in 
the  State,  no  post  at  Court,  he  never  has  to  say,  "I  am 
going  to  the  Chamber."  I  alone  in  the  bouse  bave  sixteen 
hours  for  méditation.  My  father  is  absorbed  in  public  busi- 
ness and  his  own  amusements;  my  mother,  too,  is  never  at 
leisure;  no  member  of  the  household  practises  self-examina- 
tion,  they  are  constantly  in  company,  and  hâve  hardly  time 
to  live. 

I  should  immensely  like  to  know  what  is  the  potent  charm 
wielded  by  society  to  keep  people  prisoner  from  nine  every 
evening  till  two  or  three  in  the  moming,,  and  force  them 
to  be  so  lavish  alike  of  strength  and  money.  When  I  longed 
for  it,  I  had  no  idea  of  the  séparations  it  brought  about,  or 
its  overmastering  spell.  But,  then,  I  forget,  it  is  Paris  whieh 
does  it  ail. 
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It  is  possible,  it  seems,  for  members  of  one  family  to  live 
side  by  side  and  know  absolutely  nothing  of  each  other.  A 
half-fledged  nun  arrives,  and  in  a  couple  of  weeks  bas  grasped 
domestic  détails,  of  which  the  niaster  diplomatist  at  the  head 
of  the  bouse  is  quite  ignorant.  Or  perbaps  he  does  sce,  and 
sbuts  bis  eyes  deliberately,  as  part  of  tbe  father's  rôle.  There 
is  a  mystery  bere  wbicb  I  must  plumb. 


IV 

THE   SAME   TO    THE    SAME 

December  Wh. 

Yesterday,  at  two  o'cloek,  I  went  to  drive  in  the  Champs- 
Elysées  and  the  Bois  de  Boulogne.  It  was  one  of  tbose  au- 
tumn  days  wbicb  we  used  to  find  so  beautiful  on  the  banks 
of  the  Loire.  So  I  bave  seen  Paris  at  last  !  The  Place  Louis 
XV.  is  certainly  very  fine,  but  the  beauty  is  that  of  man's 
handiwork. 

I  was  dressed  to  perfection,  pensive,  witb  set  face  (thougb 
inwardly  niucb  tempted  to  laugh),  under  a  lovely  bat,  niy 
arms  orossed.  Would  you  believe  it?  Not  a  single  smile 
was  tbrown  at  me,  not  one  poor  youth  was  struck  motionless 
as  I  passed,  not  a  soûl  turned  to  look  again  ;  and  yet  tbe  car- 
riage  proceeded  witb  a  délibération  worthy  of  my  pose. 

No,  I  am  wrong,  there  was  one — a  duke,  and  a  charming 
man — wbo  suddenly  reined  in  as  we  went  by.  The  individual 
who  thus  saved  appearances  for  me  was  my  father,  and  he 
proclaimed  bimself  higbly  gratified  by  what  he  saw.  I  met 
my  mother  also,  wbo  sent  me  a  butterfly  kiss  from  tbe  tips 
of  ber  fingers.  The  worthy  Grifïitb,  who  fears  no  man,  cast 
her  glanées  bitber  and  tbither  without  discrimination.  In 
my  judgment,  a  young  woman  should  always  know  exactly 
what  ber  eye  is  resting  on. 

I  was  mad  witb  rage.  One  man  actually  inspectod  my 
carriage  without  noticing  me.    This  flattering  bornage  proba- 
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bly  came  from  a  carriage-makcr.  I  havc  bcen  quitc  out  in 
the  reckoning  of  my  forces.  Plainly,  beauty,  that  rare  gift 
which  cornes  from  heaven,  is  coramoner  in  Paris  than  I 
thought.  I  saw  hats  dofîed  with  déférence  to  simpering  f ools  ; 
a  purple  face  called  forth  murmurs  of,  "It  is  she  !"  My 
mother  received  an  immense  amount  of  admiration.  There  is 
an  answer  to  this  problem,  and  I  mean  to  find  it. 

The  men,  my  dear,  seemed  to  me  generally  very  ugly. 
The  few  exceptions  are  bad  copies  of  us.  Heaven  knows 
what  evil  genius  has  inspired  their  costume;  it  is  amazingly 
inélégant  compared  with  those  of  former  générations.  It  has 
no  distinction,  no  beauty  of  color  or  romance;  it  appeals 
neither  to  the  sensés,  nor  the  mind,  nor  the  eye,  and  it  must 
be  very  uucomfortable.  It  is  meagre  and  stunted.  The  hat, 
above  ail,  struck  me;  it  is  a  sort  of  truncated  column,  and 
does  not  adapt  itself  in  the  least  to  the  shape  of  the  head; 
but  I  am  told  it  is  easier  to  bring  about  a  révolution  than  to 
invent  a  graceful  hat.  Courage  in  Paris  recoils  before  the 
thought  of  appearing  in  a  round  felt;  and  for  lack  of  one 
day's  daring,,  men  stick  ail  their  lives  to  this  ridiculous  head- 
piece.    And  yet  Frenchmen  are  said  to  be  fickle  ! 

The  men  are  hideous  any  way,  whatever  they  put  on  their 
heads.  I  havc  seen  nothing  but  worn,  hard  faces,  with  no 
calm  nor  peace  in  the  expression  ;  the  harsh  Unes  and  f  urrows 
speak  of  foiled  ambition  and  smarting  vanity.  A  fine  fore- 
head  is  rarely  seen. 

"And  thèse  are  the  product  of  Paris  !"  I  said  to  Miss 
Griffith. 

"Most  cultivated  and  pleasant  men,"  she  replied. 

I  was  silent.  The  heart  of  a  spinster  of  thirty-six  is  a  well 
of  tolérance. 

In  the  evening  I  went  to  the  bail,  where  I  kcpt  close  to 
my  mother's  side.  She  gave  me  her  arm  with  a  dévotion 
which  did  not  miss  its  reward.  Ail  the  honors  were  for  her; 
I  was  made  the  pretext  for  charming  compliments.  She 
was  élever  enough  to  find  me  fools  for  my  partners,  who  one 
and  ail  expatiated  on  the  beat  and  the  beauty  of  the  bail,  till 
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3-011  might  suppose  I  was  freezing  and  blind.  Not  one  failed 
to  enlarge  on  the  strange,  unheard-of,  extraordinary,  odd,  re- 
markable  fact — that  he  saw  me  for  the  first  time. 

My  dress,  which  dazzled  me  as  I  paraded  alone  in  my  white- 
and-gold  drawing-room,  was  barely  noticeable  amidst  the  gor- 
geous  finery  of  most  of  the  married  women.  Each  had  her 
baud  of  faithful  followers,  and  they  ail  watched  each  other 
askance.  A  few  were  radiant  in  triumphant  beauty,  and 
amongst  thèse  was  my  mother.  A  girl  at  a  bail  is  a  mère 
dancing-machine — a  thing  of  no  conséquence  whatever. 

The  men,  with  rare  exceptions,  did  not  impress  me  more 
f  avorably  hère  than  at  the  Champs-Elysées.  They  hâve  a  used- 
up  look  ;  their  f  eatures  are  meaningless,  or  rather  they  hâve  ail 
the  same  meaning.  The  proud,  stalwart  bearing  which  we 
find  in  the  portraits  of  our  ancestors — men  who  joined  moral 
to  physical  vigor — has  disappeared.  Yet  in  this  gathering 
there  was  one  man  of  remarkable  ability,  who  stood  out  from 
the  rest  by  the  beauty  of  his  face.  But  even  he  did  not  rouse 
in  me  the  feeling  which  I  should  hâve  expected.  I  do  not 
know  his  works,  and  he  is  a  man  of  no  family.  "Whatever  the 
genius  and  the  merits  of  a  plebeian  or  a  commoner,  he  could 
never  stir  my  blood.  Besides,  this  man  was  obviously  so  much 
more  taken  up  with  himself  than  with  anybody  else,  that  I 
could  not  but  think  thèse  great  brain-workers  must  look  on  us 
as  things  rather  than  persons.  When  men  of  intellectual 
power  love,  they  ought  to  give  up  writing,  otherwise  their  love 
is  not  the  real  thing.  The  lady  of  their  heart  does  not  corne 
first  in  ail  their  thoughts.  I  seemed  to  read  ail  this  in  the 
bearing  of  the  man  I  speak  of.  I  am  told  he  is  a  professor, 
orator,  and  author,  whose  ambition  makes  him  the  slave  of 
every  bigwig. 

My  mind  was  made  up  on  the  spot.  It  was  nnworthy  of 
me,  I  determined,  to  quarrel  with  society  for  not  being  im- 
pressed  by  my  merits,  and  I  gave  myself  up  to  the  simple 
pleasure  of  dancing,  which  I  thoroughly  enjoyed.  I  heard  a 
great  deal  of  inept  gossip  about  people  of  whom  I  knew 
nothing;  but  perhaps  it  is  my  ignorance  on  many  subjects 
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which  prevents  me  from  appreciating  it,  as  I  saw  that  most 
nien  and  women  took  a  lively  pleasure  in  certain  remarks, 
whether  falling  from  their  own  lips  or  those  of  others.  So- 
ciety bristles  with  enigmas  which  look  hard  to  solve.  It  is 
a  perfect  maze  of  intrigue.  Yet  I  am  fairly  quick  of  sight 
and  liearing,  and  as  to  my  wits,  Mlle,  de  Maucombe  does  not 
need  to  be  told  ! 

I  returned  home  tired  with  a  pleasant  sort  of  tiredness, 
and  in  ail  innocence  began  describing  my  sensations  to  my 
mother,  who  was  with  me.  She  checked  me  with  the  warning 
that  I  must  never  say  such  things  to  any  one  but  her. 

"My  dcar  child/'  she  added,  "it  needs  as  much  tact  to  know 
when  to  be  silent  as  when  to  speak." 

This  advice  brought  home  to  me  the  nature  of  the  sensations 
which  ought  to  be  concealed  from  every  one,  not  excepting 
perhaps  even  a  mother.  At  a  glance  I  measured  the  vast 
field  of  féminine  duplicity.  I  can  assure  you,  sweetheart,  that 
we,  in  our  unabashed  simplicity,  would  pass  for  two  very 
wide-awake  little  scandal-mongers.  What  lessons  may  be  con- 
veyed  in  a  finger  on  the  lips,  in  a  word,  a  look  !  AU  in  a 
moment  I  was  seized  with  excessive  shyness.  What  !  may  I 
never  again  speak  of  the  natural  pleasure  I  feel  in  the  exercise 
of  dancing  ?  "How  then,"  I  said  to  myself ,  "about  the  deeper 
f  eelings  ?" 

I  went  to  bed  sorrowful,  and  I  still  sufïer  from  the  shock 
produced  by  this  first  collision  of  my  frank,  joyous  nature 
with  the  harsh  laws  of  society.  Already  the  highway  hedges 
are  flecked  with  my  white  wool  !     Farewell,  beloved. 


EBNEE  DE  MAUCOMBE  TO  LOUISE  DE  CHAULIEU 

Odober. 

How  deeply  your  letter  moved  me  ;  above  ail,  when  I  compare 
our  widely  différent  destinies  !  How  brilliant  is  the  world 
you  are  entering,  how  peaceful  the  retreat  where  I  shall  end 
my  modest  career  ! 
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In  tlie  Castle  of  Maucombc,  whicli  is  so  well  kuown  to  you 
by  description  that  I  sliall  say  no  more  of  it,  I  found  my 
room  almost  exaetly  as  I  left  it;  only  now  I  can  cnjoy  the 
splendid  view  it  gives  of  the  Gémenos  valley,  which  my  child- 
ish  cyes  used  to  see  without  comprehending.  A  fortnight 
after  my  arrivai,  ni}^  father  and  motlier  took  me,  along  with 
my  two  brothers,  to  dine  with  one  of  our  neighbors,  M.  de 
l'Estorade,  an  old  gentleman  of  good  family,  who  lias  made 
himself  rieh,  aftcr  the  provincial  fashion,  by  scraping  and 
paring. 

M.  de  l'Estorade  was  unable  to  save  his  only  son  from  the 
clutches  of  Bonaparte;  after  successfully  eluding  the  con- 
scription, he  was  forced  to  send  him  to  the  army  in  1813, 
to  join  the  Emperor's  bodyguard.  After  Leipsic  no  more 
was  heard  of  him.  M.  de  Montriveau,  whom  the  father  in- 
terviewed  in  1814,  declared  that  he  had  seen  him  taken  by 
the  Eussians.  Mme.  de  l'Estorade  died  of  grief  whilst  a  vain 
search  was  being  made  in  Eussia.  The  Baron,  a  very  pions 
old  man,  practised  that  fine  theological  virtue  which  we  used 
to  cultivate  at  Blois — Hope  !  Hope  made  him  see  his  sou  in 
dreams.  He  hoarded  his  income  for  him,  and  guarded  care- 
fully  the  portion  of  inheritance  which  fell  to  him  from  the 
family  of  the  late  Mme.  de  l'Estorade,  no  one  venturing  to 
ridicule  the  old  man. 

At  last  it  dawned  upon  me  that  the  unexpeeted  return  of 
this  son  was  the  cause  of  my  own.  Who  could  hâve  imagined, 
whilst  fancy  was  leading  us  a  giddy  dance,  that  my  destined 
husband  was  slowly  traveling  on  foot  through  Eussia,  Poland, 
and  Germany?  His  bad  luck  only  forsook  him  at  Berlin, 
where  the  French  Minister  helped  his  return  to  his  native 
country.  M.  de  l'Estorade,  the  father,  who  is  a  small  landed 
proprietor  in  Provence,  with  an  income  of  about  ten  thousand 
livres,  has  not  sufficient  European  famé  to  interest  the  world 
in  the  wandering  Knight  de  l'Estorade,  whose  name  smacks 
of  his  adventures. 

The  accumulated  income  of  twelve  thousand  livres  from  the 
property  of  Mme.  de  l'Estorade,  with  the  addition  of  the 
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father's  savings,  providos  tlie  poor  guard  of  honor  with  some- 
thing  likc  two  hundred  and  fif  ty  thousand  livres,  not  counting 
house  and  lands — quite  a  considérable  fortune  in  Provence. 
Ilis  worthy  fathcr  had  bought,  on  the  very  eve  of  the  Cheva- 
lier's  return,  a  fine  but  badly-managed  estate,  where  he  de- 
signs to  plant  ten  thousand  mulberry-trees,  raised  in  his  nur- 
sery with  a  spécial  view  to  this  acquisition.  The  Baron,  hav- 
ing  found  his  long-lost  son,  has  now  but  one  thought,  to  marry 
him,  and  marry  him  to  a  girl  of  good  f amily. 

My  father  and  mother  entered  into  their  neighbor's  idea 
with  an  cye  to  my  interests  so  soon  as  they  discovered  tliat 
Kenée  de  Maucombe  would  be  acceptable  without  a  dowry, 
and  that  the  money  the  said  Eenée  ought  to  inherit  from  her 
parents  would  be  duly  acknowledged  as  hers  in  the  contract. 
In  a  similar  way,  my  younger  brother,  Jean  de  Maucombe,  as 
soon  as  he  came  of  ago,  signed  a  document  stating  that  he  had 
received  from  his  parents  an  advance  upon  the  estate  equal 
in  amount  to  one-third  of  the  whole.  This  is  the  device  by 
wliich  the  nobles  of  Provence  élude  the  infamous  Civil  Code  of 
M.  de  Bonaparte,  a  code  which  will  drive  as  many  girls  of 
good  family  into  convents  as  it  will  find  husbands  for.  The 
French  nobility,  from  the  little  I  hâve  been  able  to  gather, 
seem  to  be  much  divided  on  thèse  matters. 

The  dinner,  darling,  was  a  first  meeting  between  your 
sweetheart  and  the  exile.  The  Comte  de  Maucombe's  servants 
donned  their  old  laced  liveries  and  hats,  the  coachman  his 
great  top-boots;  we  sat  five  in  the  antiquated  carriage,  and 
arrived  in  state  about  two  o'clock — the  dinner  was  for  three — 
at  the  grange,  which  is  the  dwelling  of  the  Baron  de  l'Esto- 
rade. 

My  father-in-law  to  be  has,  you  see,  no  castle,  only  a  simple 
country  house,  standing  beneath  one  of  our  hills,  at  the 
entrance  of  that  noble  valley,  the  pride  of  which  is  un- 
doubtedly  the  Castle  of  Maucomhe.  The  building  is  quite 
unpretentious  :  four  pebble  walls  covered  with  a  yellowish 
wash,  and  roofed  with  hollow  tiles  of  a  good  red,  constitute 
the  grange.    The  rafters  bend  under  the  weight  of  this  brick- 
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kiln.  The  Windows,  inserted  casually,  without  any  attempt  at 
symmetr}',  hâve  enormous  shutters,  painted  yellow.  The  gar- 
den  in  whicli  it  stands  is  a  Provençal  garden,  enclosed  by  low 
walls,  built  of  big  round  pebbles  set  in  layers,  alternately 
sloping  or  upright,  according  to  the  artistic  taste  of  the 
mason,  which  finds  hère  its  only  ontlet.  The  mud  in  which 
they  are  set  is  falling  away  in  places. 

Thanlvs  to  an  iron  railing  at  the  entrance  facing  the  road, 
this  simple  farm  lias  a  certain  air  of  being  a  coimtry-seat. 
The  railing,  long  songht  with  tears,  is  so  emaciated  that  it 
recalled  Sister  Angélique  to  me.  A  flight  of  stone  steps  leads 
to  the  door,  which  is  protected  by  a  pent-house  roof,  such  as 
no  peasant  on  the  Loire  would  tolerate  for  his  coquettish 
white  stone  house,  with  its  blue  roof,  glittering  in  the  sun. 
The  garden  and  surrounding  walks  are  hoxribly  dusty,  and 
the  trees  seem  burnt  up.  It  is  easy  to  see  that  for  years  the 
Baron's  life  lias  been  a  mère  rising  up  and  going  to  bed 
again,  day  after  day,  without  a  thought  beyond  that  of  piling 
up  coppers.  He  eats  the  same  food  as  his  two  servants,  a 
Provençal  lad  and  the  old  woman  who  used  to  wait  on  his 
wife.    The  roonis  are  scantily  furnished. 

Nevertheless,  the  house  of  l'Estorade  had  done  its  best; 
the  cupboards  had  been  ransacked,  and  its  last  man  beaten 
up  for  the  dinner,  which  was  served  to  us  on  old  silver  dishes, 
blackened  and  battered.  The  exile,  niy  darling  pet,  is  like 
the  railing,  emaciated  !  He  is  pale  and  silent,  and  bears 
traces  of  suffering.  At  thirty-seven  he  might  be  fifty.  The 
once  beautiful  ebon  locks  of  youth  are  streaked  with  white 
like  a  lark's  wing.  His  fine  blue  eyes  are  cavernous;  he  is  a 
little  deaf,  which  suggests  the  Knight  of  the  Sorrowful  Coun- 
tenance. 

Spite  of  ail  this.  I  hâve  graciously  consented  to  become 
Mme.  de  l'Estorade  and  to  reeeive  a  dowr\'  of  two  hundred 
and  fifty  thousand  livres,  but  only  on  the  express  condition 
of  being  allowed  to  work  my  will  upon  the  grange  and  make 
a  park  there.  I  hâve  demanded  from  my  father,  in  set  terms, 
a  grant  of  water,  which  can  be  brought  thither  from  Mau- 
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combe.  In  a  month  I  shall  be  Mme.  de  l'Estorade  ;  for,  dear, 
I  hâve  made  a  good  impression.  After  the  snows  of  Sibcria 
a  man  is  ready  enough  to  see  merit  in  those  black  eyes,  which, 
according  to  you,  used  to  ripen  fruit  with  a  look.  Louis  de 
l'Estorade  seems  well  content  to  marry  the  fair  Renée  de 
Maucombe — such  is  your  friend's  splendid  title. 

Whilst  you  are  preparing  to  reap  the  joys  of  that  many- 
sided  existence  which  awaits  a  young  lady  of  the  Chaulieu 
family,  and  to  queen  it  in  Paris^  your  poor  little  sweetheart, 
Eenée,  that  child  of  the  désert,  has  fallen  from  the  empyrean, 
whither  together  we  had  soared,  into  the  vulgar  realities  of 
a  life  as  homely  as  a  daisy's.  I  hâve  vowed  to  myself  to  com- 
fort  this  young  man,  who  has  never  known  youth,  but  passed 
straight  from  his  mother's  arms  to  the  embrace  of  war,  and 
from  the  joys  of  his  country  home  to  the  frosts  and  forced 
labor  of  Siberia. 

Humble  country  pleasures  will  enliven  the  monotony  of 
my  future.  It  shall  be  my  ambition  to  enlarge  the  oasis 
round  my  house,  and  to  give  it  the  lordly  shade  of  fine  trees. 
My  turf,  though  Provençal,  shall  be  always  green.  I  shall 
carry  my  park  up  the  hillside  and  plant  on  the  highest  point 
some  pretty  kiosque,  whence,  perhaps,  my  eyes  may  catch  the 
shimmer  of  the  Mediterranean.  Orange  and  lemon  trees,  and 
ail  choicest  things  that  grow,  shall  embellish  my  retreat  ;  and 
there  will  I  be  a  mother  among  my  children.  The  poetry  of 
Nature,  which  nothing  can  destroy,  shall  hedge  us  round; 
and  standing  loyally  at  the  post  of  duty,  we  need  fear  no 
danger.  My  religious  feelings  are  shared  by  my  father-in- 
law  and  by  the  Chevalier. 

Ah  !  darling,  my  life  unrolls  itself  before  my  eyes  like  one 
of  the  great  highways  of  France,  level  and  easy,  shaded  with 
evergreen  trees.  This  century  will  not  see  another  Bona- 
parte ;  and  my  children,  if  I  hâve  any,  will  not  be  rent  from 
me.  They  will  be  mine  to  train  and  make  men  of — the  joy 
of  my  life.  If  you  also  are  true  to  your  destiny,  you  who 
ought  to  find  your  mate  amongst  the  great  ones  of  the  earth, 
the  children  of  your  Eenée  will  not  lack  a  zealous  protectress. 
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Farewell,  tlien,  for  me  at  least,  to  the  romances  and  thrill- 
ing  adventures  in  whicli  wc  iised  ourselves  to  play  the  part  of 
heroiue.  The  whole  story  of  my  life  lies  before  me  now; 
its  great  crises  will  be  the  teething  and  nutrition  of  the  young 
Masters  de  l'Estorade,  and  the  mischief  they  do  to  my  shrubs 
and  me.  To  embroider  their  caps,  to  be  loved  and  admired 
by  a  sickly  man  at  the  mouth  of  the  Gémenos  valley — therc 
are  my  pleasures.  Perhaps  somc  day  the  country  dame  may 
go  and  spend  a  winter  in  Marseille»;  but  danger  does  not 
haunt  the  purlieus  of  a  narrow  provincial  stage.  There  will 
be  nothing  to  fear,  not  even  an  admiration  such  as  could  only 
make  a  woman  proud.  We  shall  take  a  great  deal  of  interest 
in  the  silkworms  for  whose  benefit  our  mulberry-leaves  will 
be  sold  !  We  shall  know  the  strange  vicissitudes  of  life  in 
Provence,  and  the  storms  that  may  attack  even  a  peaceful 
household.  Quarrels  will  bo  impossible,  for  M.  de  l'Estorade 
has  formally  announced  that  lie  will  Icave  the  reins  in  his 
wife's  hands  ;  and  as  I  shall  do  nothing  to  remind  him  of  this 
wise  résolve,  it  is  likely  he  may  persévère  in  it. 

You,  my  dear  Louise,  will  supply  the  romance  of  my  life. 
So  you  must  narratc  to  me  in  full  ail  your  adventures,  describe 
your  balls  and  parties,  tell  me  what  you  wear,  what  flowers 
crown  your  lovely  golden  locks,  and  what  are  the  words  and 
manners  of  the  men  you  meet.  Your  other  self  will  be  always 
there — listening,  dancing,  feeling  lier  finger-tips  pressed — 
with  you.  If  only  I  could  hâve  some  fun  in  Paris  now  and 
then,  while  you  played  the  housp-mother  at  La  Crampade! 
such  is  the  name  of  our  grange.  Poor  M.  de  l'Estorade,  who 
f  ancies  he  is  marrying  one  woman  !  Will  he  find  out  there 
are  two  ? 

I  am  writing  nonsense  now,  and  as  hencefortli  I  can  only 
be  foolish  by  proxy,  I  had  better  stop.  One  kiss,  then,  on 
each  chcek — my  lips  are  still  virginal,  he  has  only  dared  to 
take  my  hand.  Oh  !  our  déférence  and  propriety  are  quite 
disquieting,  I  assure  you.  There,  I  am  olï  again.  .  ,  . 
Good-bye,  dear. 
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P.  S. — I  hâve  just  opened  your  third  letter.  My  dear,  I 
hâve  about  one  thousand  livres  to  dispose  o£;  spend  them 
for  me  on  pretty  things,  such  as  we  can't  find  hère,  nor  even 
at  Marseilles.  While  speeding  on  your  own  business,  give 
a  thought  to  the  recluse  of  La  Crampade.  Remember  that 
on  neither  side  hâve  the  heads  of  the  family  any  people  of 
taste  in  Paris  to  raake  their  purehases.  I  shall  reply  to  your 
letter  later. 


VI 


DON  FELIPE   HENAREZ   TO  DON  FERNAND 

Paris,  September. 

The  address  of  this  letter,  my  brother,  will  show  you  that 
the  head  of  your  house  is  out  of  reach  of  danger.  If  the 
massacre  of  our  ancestors  in  the  Court  of  Lions  made  Span- 
iards  and  Christians  of  us  against  our  will,  it  left  us  a  legacy 
of  Arab  cunning;  and  it  may  be  that  I  owe  my  safety  te  the 
blood  of  the  Abeneerrages  still  flowing  in  my  veins. 

Fear  made  Ferdinand's  acting  so  good,  that  Valdez  actually 
believed  in  his  protestations.  But  for  me  the  poor  Admirai 
would  hâve  been  done  for.  Nothing,  it  seems,  will  teach  the 
Libérais  what  a  king  is.  This  partieular  Bourbon  has  been 
long  known  to  me  ;  and  the  more  Ilis  Ma  jesty  assured  me  of 
his  protection,  the  stronger  grew  my  suspicions.  A  true 
Spaniard  has  no  need  to  repeat  a  promise.  A  flow  of  words 
is  a  sure  sign  of  duplicity. 

Valdez  took  ship  on  an  English  vessel.  For  myself,  no 
sooner  did  I  see  the  cause  of  my  beloved  Spain  wrecked  in 
Andalusia,  than  I  wrote  to  the  steward  of  my  Sardinian 
estate  to  make  arrangements  for  my  escape.  Some  hardy  eoral 
fishers  were  despatched  to  wait  for  me  at  a  point  on  the  coast  ; 
and  when  Ferdinand  urged  the  French  to  secure  my  person, 
I  was  already  in  my  barony  of  Macumer,  amidst  brigands  who 
defy  ail  law  and  ail  avengers. 

The  last  Hispano-Moorish  family  of  Granada  has  found 
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once  more  the  shelter  of  an  Af  rican  désert,  and  even  a  Saraeen 
horse,  in  au  estate  which  cornes  to  it  i'roni  Saracens.  How 
the  eyes  of  thèse  brigands — who  but  j^esterda}'  had  dreaded 
niy  authority — sparkled  with  savage  joy  and  pride  when  they 
found  they  were  protecting  against  the  King  of  Spain's  ven- 
detta the  Duc  de  Soria,  their  master  and  a  Hénarez — the  first 
who  had  coiue  to  visit  them  since  the  time  when  the  island 
belonged  to  the  ]\Ioors.  More  than  a  score  of  rifles  were  ready 
to  point  at  Ferdinand  of  Bourbon,  son  of  a  race  which  was 
still  unknown  when  the  Abencerrages  arrived  as  conquerors 
on  the  banks  of  the  Loire. 

My  idea  had  been  to  live  on  the  income  of  thèse  huge  estâtes, 
which,  unfortunately,  we  hâve  so  greatly  neglected;  but  my 
stay  there  convinced  me  that  this  was  impossible,  and  that 
Queverdo's  reports  were  only  too  correct.  The  poor  man  had 
twenty-two  lives  at  my  disposai,  and  not  a  single  réal  ;  prairies 
of  twenty  thousand  acres,  and  not  a  house  ;  virgin  f orests,  and 
not  a  stick  of  f urniture  î  A  million  piastres  and  a  résident 
master  for  half  a  century  would  be  necessary  to  make  thèse 
magnificent  lands  pay.    I  must  see  to  this. 

The  conquered  hâve  time  during  their  flight  to  ponder 
their  own  case  and  that  of  their  vanquished  party.  At  the 
spectacle  of  my  noble  countr}'',  a  corpse  for  monks  to  prey 
on,  my  eyes  filled  with  tears;  I  read  in  it  the  présage  of 
Spain's  gloomy  future. 

At  Marseilles  I  heard  of  Riego's  end.  Painfully  did  it 
come  home  to  me  that  my  life  also  would  henceforth  be  a 
martyrdom,  but  a  martyrdom  protraeted  and  unnoticed.  Is 
existence  worthy  the  name,  when  a  man  can  no  longer  die 
for  his  country  or  live  for  a  woman?  To  love,  to  conquer, 
this  twofold  form  of  the  same  thought,  is  the  law  graven 
on  our  sabres,,  emblazoned  on  the  vaulted  roofs  of  our  palaces, 
ceaselessly  whispered  by  the  water,  which  rises  and  falls  in 
our  marble  fountains.  But  in  vain  does  it  nerve  my  heart; 
the  sabre  is  broken,  the  palace  in  ashes,  the  living  spring 
sucked  up  by  the  barren  sand. 

Hère,  then,  is  my  last  will  and  testament. 
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Don  Femand,  yoii  will  understand  iiow  Avhy  I  pnt  a  check 
upon  your  ardor  and  ordered  3'ou  to  reniain  faithful  to  tlie 
rey  netto.  As  your  brother  and  friend,  I  implore  you  to  obey 
me;  as  your  master,  1  command.  You  will  go  to  the  King 
and  will  ask  from  him  the  grant  of  my  dignities  and  property, 
my  office  and  titles.  He  will  perhaps  hesitate,  and  may  treat 
you  to  some  régal  scowls  ;  but  you  must  tell  him  that  you  are 
loved  by  Marie  Hérédia,  and  that  Marie  ean  marry  none  but 
a  Due  de  Soria.  This  will  make  the  King  radiant.  It  is  the 
immense  fortune  of  the  Hérédia  family  which  alone  has 
stood  between  him  and  the  accomplishment  of  my  ruin. 
Your  proposai  will  seem  to  him,  therefore,  to  deprive  me  of  a 
last  resource,  and  he  will  gladly  hand  over  to  you  my  spoils. 

You  will  then  marry  Marie.  The  secret  of  the  mutual  love 
against  which  you  fought  was  no  secret  to  me,  and  I  hâve 
prepared  the  old  Count  to  see  you  take  my  place.  Marie  and 
I  were  merely  doing  what  was  expected  of  us  in  our  position 
and  earrying  out  the  wishes  of  our  fathers;  everything  else 
is  in  your  favor.  You  are  beautiful  as  a  child  of  love, 
and  are  possessed  of  Marie's  heart.  I  ani  an  ill-favored 
Spanish  grandee,  for  whom  she  feels  an  aversion  to  which 
she  will  not  confess.  Some  slight  reluetance  there  may  be  on 
the  part  of  the  noble  Spanish  girl  on  account  of  my  misfor- 
tunes,  but  this  you  will  soon  overcome. 

Duc  de  Soria,  your  predecessor  would  neither  cost  you  a 
regret  nor  rob  you  of  a  maravedi.  My  mother's  diamonds, 
which  Avill  suffice  to  make  me  independent,  I  will  keep,  be- 
cause  the  gap  caused  by  them  in  the  family  estate  can  be 
filled  by  Marie's  jewels.  You  can  send  them,  therefore,  by 
my  nurse,  old  Urraca,  the  only  one  of  my  servants  whom 
I  wish  to  retain.  No  one  can  prépare  my  chocolaté  as  she 
does. 

During  our  brief  révolution,  my  life  of  unremitting  toil 
was  reduced  to  the  barest  necessaries,  and  thèse  my  salary 
was  sufficient  to  provide.  You  will  therefore  find  the  income 
of  the  last  two  years  in  the  hands  of  your  steward.  This 
sum  is  mine;  but  a  Duc  de  Soria  cannot  marry  without  a 
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large  expenditure  of  money,  therefore  we  will  divide  it.  You 
will  not  refuse  this  wedding-present  from  your  brigand 
brother.     Besides,  I  mean  to  hâve  it  so. 

The  barony  of  Macumer,  not  boing  Spanish  territory, 
remains  to  me.  Thiis  I  hâve  still  a  country  and  a  name, 
should  I  wish  to  take  up  a  position  in  the  world  again. 

Thank  Heaven,  this  finishes  our  business,  and  the  house 
of  Soria  is  saved  ! 

At  the  very  moment  when  I  drop  into  simple  Baron  de 
Macumer,  the  French  canuon  announce  the  arrivai  of  the 
Duc  d'AngoulGme.  You  will  understand  why  I  break 
off.     .     .     . 

October. 

When  I  arrived  hère  I  had  not  ten  doubloons  in  my 
pocket.  Ho  would  indeed  be  a  poor  sort  of  leader  who,  in 
the  midst  of  calamities  he  has  not  been  able  to  avert,  bas 
found  means  to  feather  his  own  nest.  For  the  vanquished 
Moor  thero  remains  a  horse  and  the  désert  ;  for  the  Christian 
foiled  of  his  hopes,  the  eloister  and  a  few  gold  pièces. 

But  my  présent  résignation  is  mère  weariness.  I  am  not 
yet  so  near  the  monastery  as  to  bave  abandoned  ail  thoughts 
of  life.  Ozalga  had  given  me  several  letters  of  introduction 
to  meet  ail  emergencies,  amongst  thèse  one  to  a  bookseller, 
who  takes  with  our  fellow-countrymen  the  place  which  Gali- 
gnani  holds  with  the  English  in  Paris.  This  man  has  found 
eight  pupils  for  me  at  three  francs  a  lesson.  I  go  to  my 
pupils  every  alternate  day,  so  that  I  bave  four  lessons  a  day 
and  earn  twelve  francs,  which  is  much  more  than  I  require. 
When  Urraca  comes  I  shall  make  some  Spanish  exile  happy 
by  passing  on  to  him  my  connection. 

I  lodge  in  the  Eue  Hillerin-Bertin  with  a  poor  widow,  who 
takes  boarders.  My  room  faces  south  and  looks  out  on  a  little 
garden.  It  is  perfectly  quiet  ;  I  bave  green  trees  to  look  upon, 
and  spend  the  sum  of  one  piastre  a  day.  I  am  amazed  at  the 
amount  of  calm,  pure  pleasure  which  I  enjoy  in  this  life, 
after  the  fashion  of  Dionysius  at  Corinth.  From  sunrise 
until  ten  o'clock  I  smoke  and  take  my  chocolaté,  sitting  at 
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my  window  and  contemplating  two  Spanish  plants,  a  broom 
which  lises  ont  of  a  clump  of  jessamine — gold  on  a  white 
ground,  colors  which  must  send  a  thrill  through  any  scion  of 
the  Moors.  At  ten  o'clock  I  start  for  my  lessons,  which  last 
till  four,  when  I  return  for  dinner.  Afterwards  I  read  and 
smoke  till  I  go  to  bed. 

I  can  put  up  for  a  long  time  with  a  life  like  this,  com- 
pouuded  of  work  and  méditation,  of  solitude  and  society. 
Be  happy,  therefore,  Fernand;  my  abdication  has  brought 
no  af terthoughts  ;  I  hâve  no  regrets  like  Charles  V.,  no  long- 
ing  to  try  the  game  again  like  Napoléon.  Five  days  and 
nights  hâve  passed  since  I  wrote  my  will;  to  my  mind  they 
might  hâve  been  five  centuries.  Honor,  titles,  wealth,  are 
for  me  as  though  they  had  never  existed. 

Now  that  the  conventional  barrier  of  respect  which  hedged 
me  round  has  fallen,  I  can  open  my  heart  to  you,  dear  boy. 
Though  cased  in  the  armor  of  gravity,  this  heart  is  full  of 
tenderness  and  dévotion,  which  hâve  found  no  object,  and 
which  no  woman  has  divined,  not  even  she  wlio,  from  her 
cradle,  has  been  my  destined  bride.  In  this  lies  the  secret 
of  my  politieal  enthusiasm.  Spain  has  taken  the  place  of  a 
mistress  and  received  the  homage  of  my  heart.  And  now 
Spain,  too,  is  gone  !  Beggared  of  ail,  I  can  gaze  upon  the 
ruin  of  what  once  was  me  and  speculate  over  the  mysteries 
of  ray  being. 

Why  did  life  animate  this  carcass,  and  when  will  it  départ  ? 
Why  has  that  race,  pre-eminent  in  chivalry,  breathed  ail  its 
primitive  virtues — its  tropical  love,  its  fiery  poetry — into 
this  its  last  offshoot,  if  the  seed  was  never  to  burst  its  rugged 
shell,  if  no  stem  was  to  spring  forth,  no  radiant  flower 
scatter  aloft  its  Eastern  perfumes?  Of  what  crime  hâve  I 
been  guilty  bef  ore  my  birth  that  I  can  inspire  no  love  ?  Did 
fate  from  my  very  infancy  decree  that  I  should  be  stranded, 
a  useless  hulk,  on  some  barren  shore?  I  find  in  my  soûl  the 
image  of  the  déserts  where  my  fathers  ranged,  illumined  by 
a  scorching  sun  which  shrivels  up  ail  life.  Proud  remnant 
of  a  fallen  race,  vain  force,  love  run  to  waste,  an  old  man  in 
II 
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the  prime  of  youth,  here  better  than  elsewhere  shall  I  await 
the  last  grâce  of  death.  Alas  !  under  this  murky  sky  no 
spark  will  kindle  thèse  ashes  again  to  flame.  Thus  my  last 
words  may  be  those  of  Christ,  My  God,  Thou  hast  forsaken 
me!  Cry  of  agony  and  terror,  to  the  core  of  which  no  mortal 
has  ventured  yet  to  penetrate  ! 

You  can  realize  now,  Fernand,  what  a  joy  it  is  to  me 
to  live  afresh  in  you  and  Marie.  I  shall  watch  you  henee- 
forth  with  the  pride  of  a  creator  satisfied  in  his  work.  Love 
eaeh  other  well  and  go  on  loving  if  you  would  not  give  me 
pain;  any  discord  between  you  would  hurt  me  more  than  it 
would  yourselves. 

Our  mother  had  a  presentiment  that  events  would  one 
day  serve  her  wishes.  It  may  be  that  the  longing  of  a 
mother  constitutes  a  pact  between  herself  and  God.  Was  she 
not,  moreover,  one  of  those  mysterious  beings  who  can  hold 
converse  with  Heaven  and  bring  baek  thence  a  vision  of  the 
future?  How  often  hâve  I  not  read  in  the  lines  of  her  fore- 
head  that  she  was  coveting  for  Fernand  the  honors  and  the 
wealth  of  Felipe  !  When  I  said  so  to  her,  she  would  reply 
with  tears,  laying  bare  the  wounds  of  a  heart,  which  of  right 
was  the  undivided  property  of  both  her  sons,  but  which 
an  irrésistible  passion  gave  to  you  alone. 

Her  spirit,  therefore,  will  hover  joyfully  above  your  heads 
as  you  bow  them  at  the  altar.  My  mother,  hâve  you  not  a 
caress  for  your  Felipe  now  that  he  has  yielded  to  your  favorite 
even  the  girl  whom  you  regretfully  thrust  into  his  arms? 
What  I  hâve  done  is  pleasing  to  our  womankind,  to  the  dead, 
and  to  the  King;  it  is  the  will  of  Grod.  Make  no  difficulty 
then,  Fernand  ;  obey,  and  be  silent. 

P.  S.  Tell  Urraca  to  be  sure  and  call  me  nothing  but 
M.  Hénarez.  Don't  say  a  word  about  me  to  Marie.  You 
must  be  the  one  living  soûl  to  know  the  secrets  of  the  last 
Christianized  Moor,  in  whose  veins  runs  the  blood  of  a  great 
family,  which  took  its  rise  in  the  désert  and  is  now  about  to 
die  out  in  the  person  of  a  solitary  exile. 

Farewell. 
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VII 

LOUISE  DE  CHAULIEU  TO  RENÉE  DE   MAUCOMBE 

What  !  To  be  married  so  soon.  But  this  is  imheard  of. 
At  the  end  of  a  raonth  you  become  engaged  to  a  man  who  is 
a  stranger  to  you,  and  about  whom  you  know  nothing.  The 
man  may  be  deaf — there  are  so  many  kinds  of  deafness  ! — he 
may  be  sickl}^,  tiresome,  insufferable  ! 

Don't  you  see,  Eenée,  what  they  want  with  you?  You 
are  needful  for  carrying  on  the  glorious  stock  of  the  l'Es- 
torades,  that  is  ail.  You  will  be  buried  in  the  provinces. 
Are  thèse  the  promises  we  made  each  other?  Were  I  you, 
I  would  sooner  set  off  to  the  Hyères  islands  in  a  caïque,  on 
the  chance  of  being  captured  by  an  Algerian  corsair  and  sold 
to  the  Grand  Turk.  Then  I  should  be  a  Sultana  some  day, 
and  wouldn't  I  make  a  stir  in  the  harem  while  I  was  young — 
yes,  and  af  terwards  too  ! 

You  are  leaving  one  convent  to  enter  another.  I  know 
you;  you  are  a  coward,  and  you  will  submit  to  the  yoke  of 
family  life  with  a  lamblike  docility.  But  I  am  hère  to 
direct  you;  you  must  corne  to  Paris.  There  we  shall  drive 
the  men  wild  and  hold  a  court  like  queens.  Your  husband, 
sweetheart,  in  three  years  from  now  may  become  a  member 
of  the  Chamber.  I  know  ail  about  members  now,  and  I 
will  explain  it  to  you.  You  will  work  that  macliine  very  well  ; 
you  can  live  in  Paris,  and  become  there  what  my  mother 
calls  a  woman  of  f  ashion.  Oh  !  you  needn't  suppose  I  will 
leave  you  in  your  grange  ! 

Monday. 

For  a  whole  fortnight  now,  my  dear,  I  hâve  been  living 
the  life  of  society;  one  evening  at  the  Italiens,  another  at 
the  Grand  Opéra,  and  always  a  bail  afterwards.  Ah  !  society 
is  a  witching  world.  The  music  of  the  Opéra  enchants  me; 
and  whilst  my  soûl  is  plunged  in  divine  pleasure,  I  am  the 
centre  of  admiration  and  the  focus  of  ail  the  opera-glasses. 
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But  a  single  glaiice  will  make  the  boldest  youth  drop  his 
eyes. 

I  hâve  seen  some  eharming  young  men  there;  ail  the  same, 
I  don't  care  for  any  of  them;  not  one  has  roused  in  me  the 
émotion  which  I  feel  when  I  listen  to  Garcia  in  his  splendid 
duet  with  Pellegrini  in  Oteîlo.  Heavens  !  how  jealous  Eos- 
sini  must  hâve  been  to  express  jealousy  so  well  !  What  a  cry 
in  "Il  mio  cor  si  divide  !"  l'm  speaking  Greek  to  you,  for 
you  never  heard  Garcia,  but  then  you  know  how  jealous  I 
am! 

What  a  wretched  dramatist  Shakespeare  is  !  Othello  is 
in  love  with  glory  ;  he  wins  battles,  he  gives  orders,  he  struts 
about  and  is  ail  over  the  place  while  Desdemona  sits  at  home  ; 
and  Desdemona,  who  sees  herself  neglected  for  the  silly  fuss 
of  public  life,  is  quite  meek  ail  the  time.  Such  a  sheep  de- 
serves  to  be  slaughtered.  Let  the  man  whom  I  deign  to  love 
beware  how  he  thinks  of  anything  but  loving  me  ! 

For  my  part,  I  like  those  long  trials  of  the  old-fashioned 
chivalry.  That  lout  of  a  young  lord,  who  took  offence  be- 
cause  his  sovereign-lady  sent  him  down  amoug  the  lions  to 
fetch  lier  glove,  was,  in  my  opinion,  very  impertinent,  and  a 
fool  too.  Doubtless  the  lady  had  in  reserve  for  him  some 
exquisite  fiower  of  love,  which  he  lost,  as  he  well  deserved — 
the  puppy  ! 

But  hère  am  I  running  on  as  though  I  had  not  a  great 
pièce  of  news  to  tell  you.  My  father  is  certainly  going  to 
represent  our  master  the  King  at  Madrid.  I  say  our  mas- 
ter,  for  I  shall  make  part  of  the  embassy.  My  mother  wishes 
to  remain  hère,  and  my  father  will  take  me  so  as  to  hâve  some 
woman  with  him. 

My  dear,  this  seems  to  you,  no  doubt,  very  simple,  but 
there  are  horrors  behind  it,  ail  the  same:  in  a  fortnight  I 
hâve  probed  the  secrets  of  the  house.  My  mother  would  ac- 
company  my  father  to  Madrid  if  he  would  take  M.  de  Canalis 
as  a  seeretary  to  the  embassy.  But  the  King  appoints  the 
secretaries;  the  Duke  dare  neither  annoy  the  King,  who  hâtes 
to  be  opposed,  nor  vex  my  mother;  and  the  wily  diplomat 
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believes  he  has  eut  thc  knot  by  leaving  the  Duchess  hère. 
M.  de  Canalis,  who  is  the  grcat  poet  of  the  day,  is  the  young 
man  who  cultivâtes  my  mother's  society,  and  who  no  doubt 
studies  diplomacy  with  her  from  three  o'elock  to  five.  Diplo- 
macy  must  be  a  fine  subject,  for  he  is  as  regular  as  a  gambler 
on  the  Stock  Exchange. 

The  Duc  de  Ehétoré,  our  elder  brother,  solemn,  cold,  and 
whimsical,  would  be  extinguished  by  bis  father  at  Madrid, 
therefore  he  remains  in  Paris.  Miss  Griffith  has  found  out 
also  tliat  Alplionse  is  in  love  with  a  ballet-girl  at  the  Opéra. 
How  is  it  possible  to  fall  in  love  with  legs  and  pirouettes? 
We  hâve  noticed  that  my  brother  comes  to  the  théâtre  only 
when  Tullia  dances  there;  he  applauds  the  steps  of  this 
créature,  and  then  goes  out.  Two  ballet-girls  in  a  family 
are,  I  fancy,  more  destructive  than  the  plague.  My  second 
brother  is  with  his  régiment,  and  I  hâve  not  yet  seen  him. 
Thus  it  comes  about  that  I  hâve  to  act  as  the  Antigone  of 
His  Majesty's  ambassador.  Perhaps  I  may  get  married  in 
Spain,  and  perhaps  my  f  ather's  idea  is  a  marriage  there  with- 
out  dowry,  after  the  pattern  of  yours  with  this  broken-down 
guard  of  honor.  My  father  asked  if  I  would  go  with  him, 
and  offered  me  the  use  of  his  Spanish  master. 

"Spain,  the  country  for  castles  in  the  air  !"  I  cried.  "Per- 
haps you  hope  that  it  may  mean  marriages  for  me  !" 

For  sole  reply  he  honored  me  with  a  meaning  look.  For 
some  days  he  has  amused  himself  with  teasing  me  at  lunch; 
he  watches  me,  and  I  dissemble.  In  this  way  I  hâve  played 
with  him  cruelly  as  father  and  ambassador  i?i  petto.  Hadn't 
he  taken  me  for  a  fool?  He  asked  what  I  thought  of  this 
and  that  young  man,  and  of  some  girls  whom  I  had  met  in 
several  bouses.  I  replied  with  quite  inane  remarks  on  the 
color  of  their  hair,  their  faces,  and  the  différence  in  their 
figures.  My  father  seemed  disappointed  at  my  crassness,  and 
inwardly  blamed  himself  for  having  asked  me. 

"Still,  father,"  I  added,  "don't  suppose  I  am  saying  what 
I  really  think:  mother  made  me  afraid  the  other  day  that 
I  had  spoken  more  frankly  than  I  ought  of  my  impressions." 
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"With  your  family  you  ean  speak  quite  freely,"  my  mother 
replied. 

^'Very  well,  then,"  I  went  on.  "The  young  men  I  hâve 
met  so  far  strike  me  as  too  self-eentered  to  excite  interest  in 
others;  they  are  much  more  taken  iip  with  themselves  than 
with  their  company.  They  can't  be  accused  of  lack  of  candor 
at  any  rate.  They  put  on  a  certain  expression  to  talk  to  us, 
and  drop  it  again  in  a  moment,  apparently  satisfied  that  we 
don't  use  our  eyes.  Tlie  man  as  he  converses  is  the  lover; 
silent,  he  is  the  husband.  The  girls,  again,  are  so  artificial 
that  it  is  impossible  to  know  what  they  really  are,  except 
from  the  way  they  dance;  their  figures  and  movements  alone 
are  not  a  sham.  But  what  has  alarmed  me  most  in  this 
fashionable  society  is  its  brutality.  The  little  incidents  which 
take  place  when  supper  is  announced  give  one  some  idea — 
to  compare  small  things  with  great — of  what  a  popular  ris- 
ing  might  be.  Courtesy  is  only  a  thin  veneer  on  the  gênerai 
selfishness.  I  imagined  society  very  différent.  Women  count 
for  little  in  it  ;  that  may  perhaps  be  a  survival  of  Bonapartist 
ideas." 

"Armande  is  coming  on  extraordinarily,"  said  my  mother. 

"Mother,  did  you  think  I  should  never  get  beyond  asking 
to  see  Mme.  de  Staël  ?" 

My  father  smiled,  and  rose  from  the  table. 

Saturday. 

My  dear,  I  hâve  left  one  thing  out.  Hère  is  the  tidbit  I 
hâve  reserved  for  you.  The  love  which  we  pictured  must 
be  extremely  well  hidden;  I  hâve  seen  not  a  trace  of  it. 
True,  I  hâve  caught  in  drawing-rooms  now  and  again  a  quick 
exchange  of  glanées,  but  how  colorless  it  ail  is  !  Love,  as  we 
imagined  it,  a  world  of  wonders,  of  glorious  dreams,  of 
charming  realities,  of  sorrows  that  waken  sympathy,  and 
smiles  that  make  sunshine,  does  not  exist.  The  bewitching 
words,  the  constant  interchange  of  happiness,  the  misery  of 
absence,  the  flood  of  joy  at  the  présence  of  the  beloved  one — 
where  are  they?  What  soi!  produces  thèse  radiant  flowers  of 
the  seul?    Which  is  wronîr?    Wo  or  the  world? 
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I  have  already  seen  hundreds  of  men,  young  and  middle- 
aged;  not  one  has  stirred  the  least  feeling  in  me.  No  proof 
of  admiration  and  dévotion  on  their  part,  not  even  a  sword 
drawn  in  my  behalf,  would  have  moved  me.  Love,  dear,  is 
the  product  of  such  rare  conditions  that  it  is  quite  possible 
to  live  a  lifetime  without  eoming  across  the  being  on  whom 
nature  has  bestowed  the  povrer  of  making  one's  happiness. 
The  thought  is  enough  to  make  one  shudder;  for  if  this 
being  is  found  too  late,  what  then? 

For  some  days  I  have  begun  to  tremble  when  I  think  of 
the  destiny  of  wonien,  and  to  understand  why  so  many  wear 
a  sad  face  beneath  the  flush  brought  by  the  unnatural  ex- 
citement  of  social  dissipation.  Marriage  is  a  mère  matter 
of  chance.  Look  at  yours.  A  storm  of  wild  thoughts  has 
passed  over  my  mind.  To  be  loved  every  day  the  same, 
yet  with  a  différence,  to  be  loved  as  much  after  ten  years 
of  happiness  as  on  the  fîrst  day  ! — such  a  love  demands  years. 
The  lover  must  be  allowed  to  languish,  curiosity  must  be 
piqued  and  satisfied,  feeling  roused  and  responded  to. 

Is  there,  then,  a  law  for  the  inner  fruits  of  the  heart,  as 
there  is  for  the  visible  fruits  of  nature?  Can  joy  be  made 
lasting?  In  what  proportion  should  love  mingle  tears  with 
its  pleasures?  The  cold  policy  of  the  funereal,  monotonous, 
persistent  routine  of  the  couvent  seemed  to  me  at  thèse  mo- 
ments the  only  real  life;  while  the  wealth,  the  splendor,  the 
tears,  the  delights,  the  triumph,  the  joy,  the  satisfaction,  of 
a  love  equal,  shared,  and  sanctioned,  appeared  a  mère  idle 
vision. 

I  see  no  room  in  this  eity  for  the  gentle  ways  of  love,  for 
precious  walks  in  shady  alleys,  the  full  moon  sparkling  on 
the  water,  while  the  suppliant  pleads  in  vain.  Eich,  young, 
and  beautiful,  I  have  only  to  love,  and  love  would  become 
my  sole  occupation,  my  life;  yet  in  the  three  months  during 
which  I  have  come  and  gone,  eager  and  curions,  nothing  has 
appealed  to  me  in  the  bright,  covetous,  keen  eyes  around  me. 
No  voice  has  thrilled  me,  no  glance  has  made  the  world  seem 
brighter. 
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Music  alone  has  filled  my  soûl,  music  alone  has  at  ail  taken 
the  place  of  our  friendship.  Sometimes,  at  night,  I  will 
linger  for  an  hoiir  by  my  window,  gazing  into  the  garden, 
summoning  the  future,  with  ail  it  brings,  out  of  the  mystery 
which  shrouds  it.  There  are  days  too  when,  having  started 
for  a  drive,  I  get  out  and  walk  in  the  Champs-Elysées,  and 
picture  to  myself  that  the  man  who  is  to  waken  my  slumber- 
ing  soûl  is  at  hand,  that  lie  will  follow  and  look  at  me.  Then 
I  meet  only  mountebanks,  vendors  of  gingerbread,  jugglers, 
passers-by  hurrying  to  their  business,  or  lovers  who  try  to 
escape  notice.  Thèse  I  am  terapted  to  stop,  asking  them, 
"You  who  are  happy,  tell  me  what  is  love." 

But  the  impulse  is  repressed,  and  I  return  to  my  carriage, 
swearing  to  die  an  old  maid.  Love  is  undoubtedly  an  in- 
carnation, and  how  many  conditions  are  needful  before  it 
can  take  place  !  We  are  not  certain  of  never  quarreling  with 
ourselvcs,  how  much  less  so  when  there  are  two?  This  is 
a  problem  which  God  alone  can  solve. 

I  begin  to  think  that  I  shall  return  to  the  couvent.  If  I 
remain  in  society,  I  shall  do  things  which  will  look  like  follies, 
for  I  cannot  possibly  reconcile  myself  to  what  I  see.  I  am 
perpetually  wounded  either  in  my  sensé  of  delicacy,  my  inner 
principles,  or  my  secret  thoughts. 

Ah!  my  mother  is  the  happiest  of  women,  adored  as  she 
is  by  Canalis,  her  great  little  man.  My  love,  do  you  know 
I  am  seized  sometimes  with  a  horrible  craving  to  know  what 
goes  on  between  my  mother  and  that  young  man?  Grifïith 
tells  me  she  has  gone  through  ail  thèse  moods;  she  has 
longed  to  fly  at  women,  whose  happiness  was  written  in  their 
face;  she  has  blackened  their  character,  torn  them  to  pièces. 
According  to  her,  virtue  consists  in  burying  ail  thèse  savage 
instincts  in  one's  innermost  heart.  But  what  then  of  the 
heart  ?    It  becomes  the  sink  of  ail  that  is  worst  in  us. 

It  is  very  humiliating  that  no  adorer  has  j^et  turned  up 
for  me.  I  am  a  marriageable  girl,  but  I  hâve  brothers,  a 
family,  relations,  who  are  sensitive  on  the  point  of  honor. 
Ah  !  if  that  is  what  keeps  men  back,  they  are  poltroons. 
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The  part  of  Chimènc  in   thc  Cid  and  that  of  the  Cid 
delight  me.    What  a  marvelous  play  !    Well,  good-bye. 


VIII 

THE  SAME   TO  THE  SAME 

Jnnuary. 

OuR  master  is  a  poor  refugee,  foreed  to  keep  in  hiding  on 
account  of  the  part  he  played  in  the  révolution  which  the 
Duc  d'Angoulême  has  just  quelled — a  triumph  to  which  we 
owe  some  splendid  fêtes.  Though  a  Libéral,  and  doubtless 
a  man  of  the  people,  he  has  awakened  my  interest:  I  fancy 
that  he  must  hâve  been  condemned  to  death.  I  make  him 
talk  for  the  purpose  of  getting  at  his  secret;  but  he  is  of  a 
truly  Castillan  taciturnity,  proud  as  though  he  were  Gon- 
salvo  di  Cordova,  and  nevertheless  angelic  in  his  patience 
and  gentleness.  His  pride  is  not  irritable  like  Miss  Grif- 
fith's,  it  belongs  to  his  inner  nature;  he  forces  us  to  civility 
because  his  own  manners  are  so  perfect,  and  holds  us  at  a 
distance  by  the  respect  he  shows  us.  My  father  déclares  that 
there  is  a  great  deal  of  the  nobleman  in  Senor  Hénarez, 
whom,  among  ourselves,  he  calls  in  fun  Don  Hénarez. 

A  few  days  ago  I  took  the  liberty  of  addressing  him  thus. 
He  raised  his  eyes,  which  are  generally  bent  on  the  ground, 
and  fiashed  a  look  from  them  that  quite  abashed  me;  my 
dear,  he  certainly  has  the  most  beautiful  eyes  imaginable. 
I  asked  him  if  I  had  ofïended  him  in  any  way,  and  he  said 
to  me  in  his  grand,  rolling  Spanish  : 

"I  am  hère  only  to  teach  you  Spanish." 

I  blushed,  and  felt  quite  snubbed.  I  was  on  the  point 
of  making  some  pert  answer,  when  I  remembered  what  our 
dear  mother  in  God  used  to  say  to  us,  and  I  replied  in- 
stead  : 

"It  would  be  a  kindness  to  tell  me  if  you  hâve  anything  to 
complain  of." 

A  tremor  passed  through  him,  the  blood  rose  in  his  olive 
cheeks;  he  replied  in  a  voice  of  some  émotion: 


i 
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"Religion  miist  hâve  taught  you,  better  than  I  can,  to  re- 
spect the  unhappy.  Had  I  been  a  don  in  Spain,  and  lost 
everything  in  the  triumph  of  Ferdinand  VII.,  your  witticism 
would  be  unkind;  but  if  I  am  only  a  poor  tèacher  of  lan- 
guages,  is  it  not  a  heartiess  satire?  Neither  is  worthy  of  a 
young  lady  of  rank." 

I  took  his  hand,  saying: 

"In  the  name  of  religion  also,  I  beg  you  to  pardon  me." 

He  bowed,  opened  my  Don  Quixote,  and  sat  down. 

This  little  incident  disturbed  me  more  than  the  harvest 
of  compliments,  gazing,  and  pretty  speeches  on  my  most  suc- 
cessful  evening.  During  the  lesson  I  watched  him  at- 
tentively,  which  I  could  do  the  more  safely,  as  he  never  looks 
at  me. 

As  the  resuit  of  my  observations,  I  made  out  that  the 
tutor,  whom  we  took  to  be  forty,  is  a  young  man,  some  years 
under  thirty.  My  governess,  to  whom  I  had  handed  him 
over,  remarked  on  the  beauty  of  his  black  hair  and  of  his 
pearly  teeth.  As  to  his  eyes,  they  are  velvet  and  fîre;  but 
hère  ends  the  catalogue  of  his  good  points.  Apart  from  this, 
he  is  plain  and  insignificant.  Though  the  Spaniards  hâve 
been  described  as  not  a  cleanly  people,  this  man  is  most  care- 
fully  got  up,  and  his  hands  are  whiter  than  his  face.  He 
stoops  a  little,  and  has  an  estremely  large,  oddly-shaped 
head.  His  ugliness,  which,  however,  has  a  dash  of  piquancy, 
is  aggravated  by  smallpox  marks,  which  seam  his  face.  His 
forehead  is  very  prominent,  and  the  shaggy  eyebrows  meet, 
giving  a  repellent  air  of  harshness.  There  is  a  frowning, 
plaintive  look  on  his  face,  reminding  one  of  a  sickly  child, 
which  owes  its  life  to  superhuman  care,  as  Sister  Marthe  did. 
As  my  father  observed,  his  features  are  a  shrunken  repro- 
duction of  those  of  Cardinal  Ximenes.  The  natural  dig- 
nity  of  our  tutor's  manners  seems  to  disconcert  the  dear 
Duke,  who  doesn't  like  him,  and  is  never  at  ease  with  him; 
he  can't  bear  to  come  in  contact  with  superiority  of  any 
kind. 

As  soon  as  my  father  knows  enough  Spanish,  we  start  for 
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Madrid.  When  Hénarez  retiirned,  two  days  after  the  re- 
proof  he  had  given  me,  I  remarked  by  way  of  showing  my 
gratitude  : 

"I  hâve  no  doubt  that  you  left  Spain  in  conséquence 
of  political  events.  If  my  father  is  sent  there,  as  seems  to 
be  expected,  we  shall  be  in  a  position  to  help  you,  and  might 
be  able  to  obtain  your  pardon,  in  case  you  are  under  sen- 
tence." 

"It  is  impossible  for  any  one  to  help  me,"  he  replied. 

"But,"  I  said,  "is  that  because  you  refuse  to  accept  any 
help,  or  because  -the  thing  itself  is  impossible  ?" 

"Both,"  he  said,  with  a  bow,  and  in  a  tone  which  forbade 
continuing  the  subject. 

My  father's  blood  chafed  in  my  veins.  I  was  offended  by 
this  haughty  demeanor,  and  promptly  dropped  Seiior 
Hénarez. 

Ail  the  same,  my  dear,  there  is  something  fine  in  this  re- 
jection  of  any  aid.  "He  would  not  accept  even  our  friend- 
ship,"  I  reflected,  whilst  conjugating  a  verb.  Suddenly  I 
stopped  short  and  told  him  what  was  in  my  mind,  but  in 
Spanish.  Hénarez  replied  very  politely  that  equality  of 
sentiment  was  necessary  between  friends,  which  did  not  exist 
in  this  case,  and  therefore  it  was  useless  to  consider  the  ques- 
tion. 

"Do  you  mean  equality  in  the  amount  of  f eeling  on  either 
side,  or  equality  in  rank?"  I  persisted,  determined  to  shake 
him  out  of  this  provoking  gravity. 

He  raised  once  more  those  awe-inspiring  eyes,  and  mine 
fell  before  them.  Dear,  this  man  is  a  hopeless  enigraa.  He 
seemed  to  ask  whether  my  words  meant  love;  and  the  mix- 
ture of  joy,  pride,  and  agonized  doubt  in  his  glance  went 
to  my  heart.  It  was  plain  that  advances,  which  would  be 
taJven  for  what  they  were  worth  in  France,  might  land  me 
in  difficulties  with  a  Spaniard,  and  I  drew  back  into  my  shell, 
feeling  not  a  little  foolish. 

The  lesson  over,  he  bowed,  and  his  eyes  were  éloquent  of 
the  humble  prayer  :  "Don't  trifle  with  a  poor  wretch." 
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This  sudden  contrast  to  his  usual  grave  and  dignified 
nianner  made  a  great  impression  on  me.  It  seems  horrible 
to  think  and  to  say,  but  I  can't  hclp  believing  that  there  are 
treasures  of  affection  in  that  man. 


IX 


MME.  DE  L  ESTOEADE  TO  MLLE.  DE  CHAULIEU. 

December. 

All  is  over,  my  dear  ehild,  and  it  is  Mme.  de  l'Estorade  who 
writes  to  you.  But  between  us  there  is  no  change;  it  is  only 
a  girl  the  less. 

Don't  be  troubled;  I  did  not  give  my  consent  recklessly 
or  without  much  thought.  My  life  is  henceforth  mapped  out 
for  me,  and  the  freedom  from  all  uncertainty  as  to  the  road 
to  follow  suits  my  mind  and  disposition.  A  great  moral 
power  has  stepped  in,  and  once  for  all  swept  what  we  call 
chance  out  of  my  life.  We  hâve  the  property  to  develop, 
our  home  to  beautify  and  adorn  ;  for  me  there  is  also  a  house- 
hold  to  direct  and  sweeten  and  a  husband  to  reconcile  to 
life.  In  all  probability  I  shall  hâve  a  family  to  look  after, 
children  to  educate. 

What  would  you  hâve?  Everyday  life  cannot  be  cast  in 
heroic  mould.  No  doubt  there  seems,  at  any  rate  at  first 
sight,  no  room  left  in  this  scheme  of  life  for  that  longing 
after  the  infinité  which  expands  the  mind  and  soûl.  But 
what  is  there  to  prevent  me  from  launching  on  that  bound- 
less  sea  our  familiar  craft?  Nor  must  you  suppose  that 
the  humble  duties  to  which  I  dedicate  my  life  give  no  scope 
for  passion.  To  restore  faith  in  happiness  to  an  unfortunate, 
who  has  been  the  sport  of  adverse  circumstances,  is  a  noble 
work,  and  one  which  alone  may  sufïiee  to  relieve  the  monotony 
of  my  existence.  I  can  see  no  opening  left  for  suffering, 
and  I  see  a  great  deal  of  good  to  be  done.  I  need  not  hide 
from  you  that  the  love  I  hâve  for  Louis  de  l'Estorade  is  not 
of  the  kind  which  makes  the  heart  throb  at  the  sound  of  a 
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step,  and  thrills  us  at  the  lightest  tones  of  a  voice,  or  the 
caress  of  a  burning  glance;  but,  on  the  other  hand,  there  is 
nothing  in  hini  which  ofîends  me. 

What  am  I  to  do,  you  will  ask,  with  that  instinct  for  ail 
which  is  great  and  noble,  with  those  mental  énergies,  which 
hâve  made  the  link  between  us,  and  which  we  still  possess? 
I  admit  that  this  thought  has  troubled  me.  But  are  thèse 
faculties  less  ours  because  we  keep  them  concealed,  using 
them  only  in  secret  for  the  welfare  of  the  family,  as  instru- 
ments to  produce  the  happiness  of  those  confided  to  our  care, 
to  whom  we  are  bound  to  give  ourselves  without  reserve? 
The  time  during  which  a  woman  can  look  for  admiration  is 
short,  it  will  soon  be  past;  and  if  my  life  has  not  been  a 
great  one,  it  will  at  least  hâve  been  calm,  tranquil,  free  frora 
shocks. 

Nature  has  favored  our  sex  in  giving  us  a  choice  between 
love  and  motherhood.  I  hâve  made  mine.  My  children  shall 
be  my  gods,  and  this  spot  of  earth  my  Eldorado. 

I  can  say  no  more  to-day.  Thank  you  much  for  ail  the 
things  you  hâve  sent  me.  Give  a  glance  at  my  needs  on  the 
enclosed  list.  I  am  determined  to  live  in  an  atmosphère  of 
refînement  and  luxury,  and  to  take  from  provincial  life  only 
what  makes  its  charm.  In  solitude  a  woman  can  never  be  vul- 
garized — she  remains  herself.  I  count  greatly  on  your  kind- 
ness  for  keeping  me  up  to  the  fashion.  My  father-in-law  is 
so  delighted  that  he  can  refuse  me  nothing,  and  turns  his 
house  upside  down.  We  are  getting  workpeople  from  Paris 
and  renovating  everything. 
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January. 

Oh  !  Renée,  you  hâve  made  me  misérable  for  days  !  So  that 
bewitching  body,  those  beautiful  proud  features,  that 
natural  grâce  of  manner,  that  soûl  full  of  priceless  gifts. 
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those  eyes,  Avhere  the  soul  can  slake  its  thirst  as  at  a  fountain 
of  love,  that  heart,  with  its  exquisite  delicacy,  that  breadth 
of  niind,  those  rare  powers — fniit  of  nature  and  of  our  inter- 
change of  thought — treasures  whenee  should  issue  a  unique 
satisfaction  for  passion  and  désire,  hours  of  poetry  to  out- 
weigh  years,  joys  to  make  a  man  serve  a  lifetime  for  one 
gracious  gesture, — ail  this  is  to  be  buried  in  the  tedium  of 
a  tame,  commonplace  marriage,  to  vanish  in  the  emptiness 
of  an  existence  which  you  will  come  to  loathe  !  I  hâte  your 
children  before  they  are  born.    They  will  be  monsters  ! 

So  you  know  ail  that  lies  before  you;  you  hâve  nothing 
left  to  hope,  or  fear,  or  sutîer?  And  supposing  the  glorious 
morning  rises  which  will  bring  you  face  to  face  with  the  man 
destined  to  rouse  you  from  the  sleep  into  which  j^ou  are 
plunging  !  .  .  .  Ah  !  a  cold  shiver  goes  through  me  at 
the  thought  ! 

Well,  at  least  you  hâve  a  friend.  You,  it  is  understood, 
are  to  be  the  guardian  angel  of  your  valley.  You  will  grow 
familiar  with  its  beauties,  will  live  with  it  in  ail  its  aspects, 
till  the  grandeur  of  nature,  the  slow  growth  of  végétation, 
compared  with  the  lightning  rapidity  of  thought,  become 
like  a  part  of  yourself  ;  and  as  your  eye  rests  on  the  laughing 
flowers,  you  will  question  your  own  heart.  When  you  walk 
between  your  husband,  silent  and  contented,  in  front,  and 
your  children  screaming  and  romping  behind,  I  can  tell  you 
beforehand  what  you  will  write  to  me.  Your  misty  valley, 
your  hills,  bare  or  clothed  with  raagnifîcent  trees,  your 
meadow,  the  wonder  of  Provence,  with  its  fresh  water  dis- 
persed  in  little  runlets,  the  différent  effects  of  the  atmosphère, 
this  whole  world  of  infînity  which  laps  you  round,  and  which 
God  has  made  so  varions,  will  recall  to  you  the  infinité  same- 
ness  of  your  soul's  life.  But  at  least  I  shall  be  there,  my 
Kenée,  and  in  me  you  will  find  a  heart  which  no  social  petti- 
ness  shall  ever  corrupt,  a  heart  ail  your  own. 
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Monday. 

My  dear,  my  Spaniard  is  quite  adorably  melancholy;  there 
is  something  calm,  severe,  inanly,  and  mysterioiis  about  him 
which  interests  me  profoundly.  His  unvarying  solenuiity 
and  the  silence  which  envelops  him  act  like  an  irritant  on 
the  mind.  His  mute  dignity  is  worthy  of  a  fallen  king. 
Griffith  and  I  spend  our  tinie  over  him  as  though  he  were  a 
riddle. 

Haw  odd  it  is!  A  language-master  captures  my  fancy 
as  no  other  man  has  done.  Yet  by  this  time  I  hâve  passed  iu 
review  ail  the  young  men  of  family,  the  attachés  to  embassies, 
and  the  ambassadors,  gênerais,  and  inferior  officers,  the  peers 
of  France,  their  sons  and  nephews,  the  court,  and  the  town. 

The  coldness  of  the  man  provokes  me.  The  sandy  waste 
which  he  tries  to  place,  and  does  place,  between  us  is  cov- 
ered  by  his  deep-rooted  pride;  he  wraps  himself  in  m^^sten'. 
The  hanging  back  is  on  his  side,  the  boldness  on  mine.  This 
odd  situation  affords  me  the  more  amusement  because  the 
whole  thing  is  mère  trifling.  What  is  a  man,  a  Spaniard, 
and  a  teacher  of  languages  to  me?  I  make  no  account  of 
any  man  whatever,  were  he  a  king.  We  are  worth  far  more, 
I  am  sure,  than  the  greatest  of  them.  What  a  slave  I  would 
hâve  made  of  Napoléon  !  If  he  had  loved  me,  shouldn't  he 
hâve  felt  the  whip  ! 

Yesterday  I  aimed  a  shaft  at  M.  Hénarez  which  must  hâve 
touched  him  to  the  quick.  He  made  no  reply;  the  lesson 
was  over,  and  he  bowed  with  a  glance  at  me,  in  which  I 
read  that  he  would  never  return.  This  suits  me  capitally; 
there  would  be  something  ominous  in  starting  an  imitation 
Nouvelle  Héloïse.  I  hâve  just  been  reading  Eousseau's,  and 
it  has  left  me  with  a  strong  distaste  for  love.  Passion  which 
can  argue  and  moralize  seems  to  me  détestable. 

Clarissa  also  is  much  too  pleased  with  herself  and  her 
long,  little  letter;  but  Eichardson's  work  is  an  admirable  pict- 
ure,  my  father  tells  me,  of  English  women.'  Rousseau's 
seems  to  me  a  sort  of  philosophical  sermon,  cast  in  the  form 
of  letters. 
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Love,  as  I  conceive  it,  is  a  purely  subjective  poem.  In 
ail  that  books  tell  us  about  it,  there  is  nothing  which  is  not 
at  once  false  and  true.  And  so,  my  pretty  one,  as  you  will 
henceforth  be  an  authority  only  on  conjugal  love,  it  seems 
to  me  my  duty — in  the  interest,  of  course,  of  our  common  life 
— to  remain  unmarried  and  hâve  a  grand  passion,  so  that  we 
may  enlarge  our  expérience. 

Tell  me  every  détail  of  what  happens  to  you,  especially  in 
the  first  few  days,  with  that  strange  animal  called  a  husband. 
I  promise  to  do  the  same  for  you  if  ever  I  am  loved. 

Farewell,  poor  martyred  darling. 


XI 
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La  Crampade. 

YouR  Spaniard  and  you  make  me  shudder,  my  darling.  I 
Write  this  line  to  beg  of  you  to  dismiss  him.  Ail  that  you  say 
of  him  corresponds  with  the  character  of  those  dangerous 
adventurers  who,  having  nothing  to  lose,  will  take  any  risk. 
This  man  cannot  be  your  husband,  and  must  not  be  your 
lover.  I  will  write  to  you  more  fully  about  the  inner  history 
of  my  married  life  when  my  heart  is  free  from  the  anxiety 
your  last  letter  bas  roused  in  it. 


XII 


MLLE.   DE  CHAULIEU  TO  MME.  DE  L  ESTORADE 

Pebruary. 

At  nine  o'elock  this  moming,  sweetheart,  my  father  was  an- 
nouneed  in  my  rooms.  I  was  up  and  dressed.  I  found  him 
solemnly  seated  beside  the  fîre  in  the  drawing-room,  look- 
ing  more  thoughtful  than  usual.     He  pointed  to  the  arm- 
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chair  opposite  to  him.  Divining  his  meaning,  I  sank  into  it 
with  a  gravity,  which  so  well  aped  his,  that  he  could  not  re- 
frain from  smiling,  though  the  smile  was  dashed  with  melan- 
choly. 

"You  are  quite  a  match  for  your  grandmother  in  quick- 
wittedness,"  he  said. 

"Corne,  father,  don't  play  the  courtier  hère,"  I  replied; 
"you  want  something  from  me." 

He  rose,  visibly  agitated,  and  talked  to  me  for  half  an  hour. 
This  conversation,  dear,  really  ought  to  be  preserved.  As 
soon  as  he  had  gone,  I  sat  down  to  ray  table  and  tried  to 
recall  his  words.  This  is  the  first  time  that  I  hâve  seen  my 
father  revealing  his  inner  thoughts. 

He  began  by  flattering  me,  and  he  did  not  do  it  badly.  I 
was  bound  to  be  grateful  to  him  for  having  understood  and 
appreciated  me. 

"Armande,"  he  said,  "I  was  quite  mistaken  in  you,  and 
you  hâve  agreeably  surprised  me.  When  you  arrived  from 
the  convent,  I  took  you  for  an  average  young  girl,  ignorant 
and  not  particularly  intelligent,  easily  to  be  bought  off  with 
gewgaws  and  omaments,  and  with  little  turn  for  reflection." 

"You  are  complimentary  to  young  girls,  father." 

"Oh  !  there  is  no  such  thing  as  youth  nowadays,"  he  said, 
with  the  air  of  a  diplomat.  "Your  mind  is  amazingly  open. 
You  take  everything  at  its  proper  worth;  your  clear-sighted- 
ness  is  extraordinary,  there  is  no  hoodwinking  you.  You  pass 
for  being  blind,  and  ail  the  time  you  hâve  laid  your  hand 
on  causes,  while  other  people  are  still  puzzling  over  effects. 
In  short,  you  are  a  minister  in  petticoats,  the  only  person  hère 
capable  of  understanding  me.  It  follows,  then,  that  if  I 
hâve  any  sacrifice  to  ask  from  you,  it  is  only  to  yourself  I 
can  turn  for  help  in  persuading  you. 

"I  am  therefore  going  to  explain  to  you,  quite  frankly, 
my  former  plans,  to  which  I  still  adhère.  In  order  to 
recommend  them  to  you,  I  must  show  that  they  are  connected 
with  feelings  of  a  very  high  order,  and  I  shall  thus  be  obliged 
to  enter  into  politieal  questions  of  the  greatest  importance 
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to  the  kingdom,  which  might  be  wearisome  ta  any  one  less 
intelligent  than  3^ou  are.  Wlien  you  hâve  heard  me,  I  liope 
you  will  take  tinie  for  considération,  six  months  if  necessary. 
You  are  entirely  your  own  mistress;  and  if  you  décline  to 
niake  the  sacrifice  I  ask,  I  sliall  bow  to  your  décision  and 
trouble  you  no  further." 

This  préface,  my  sweetheart,  made  me  really  serions,  and 
I  said: 

"Speak,  father." 

Hère,  then,  is  the  deliverance  of  the  statesman: 

"My  child,  France  is  in  a  very  critical  position,  which  is 
understood  only  by  the  King  and  a  few  superior  minds.  But 
the  King  is  a  head  without  arms;  the  great  nobles,  who  are 
in  the  secret  of  the  danger,  hâve  no  authority  over  the  men 
whose  co-operation  is  needful  in  order  to  bring  about  a  happy 
resuit.  Thèse  men,  cast  up  by  popular  élection,  refuse  to 
lend  themselves  as  instruments.  Even  the  able  men  among 
them  carry  on  the  work  of  pulling  down  society,  instead  of 
helping  us  to  strengthen  the  édifice. 

"In  a  Word,  there  are  only  two  parties — the  party  of 
Marins  and  the  party  of  Sulla.  I  am  for  Sulla  against 
Marins.  This,  roughly  speaking,  is  our  position.  To  go  more 
into  détails  :  the  Eevolution  is  still  active  ;  it  is  embedded 
in  the  law  and  written  on  the  soil;  it  fills  people's  minds. 
The  danger  is  ail  the  greater  because  the  greater  number 
of  the  King's  counselors,  seeing  it  destitute  of  armed  forces 
and  of  money,  believe  it  completely  vanquished.  The  King 
is  an  able  man,  and  not  easily  blinded;  but  frora  day  to  day 
he  is  won  over  by  his  brother's  partisans,  who  want  to  hurry 
things  on.  He  has  not  two  years  to  live,  and  thinks  more 
of  a  peaceful  deathbed  than  of  anything  else. 

"Shall  I  tell  you,  my  child,  which  is  the  most  destructive 
of  ail  the  conséquences  entailed  by  the  Eevolution?  You 
would  never  guess.  In  Louis  XVI.  the  Révolution  has  de- 
capitated  every  head  of  a  family.  The  family  has  ceased  to 
exist;  we  hâve  only  individuals.  In  their  désire  to  become 
a  nation,  Frenchmen  hâve  abandoned  the  idea  of  empire;  in 
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proclaiming  the  equal  rights  of  ail  children  to  their  father's 
inheritance,  they  hâve  killed  family  spirit  and  hâve  created 
the  State  treasury.  But  ail  this  has  paved  the  way  for 
weakened  authority,  for  the  blind  force  of  the  masses,  for 
the  deeay  of  art  and  the  supremacy  of  individual  interests, 
and  has  left  the  road  open  to  the  foreign  invader. 

"We  stand  between  two  policies — either  to  found  the  State 
on  the  basis  of  the  family,  or  to  rest  it  on  individual  inter- 
est — in  other  words,  between  democracy  and  aristocracy,  be- 
tween free  discussion  and  obédience,  between  Catholicism 
and  religions  indifférence.  I  am  among  the  few  who  are  re- 
solved  to  oppose  what  is  called  the  people,  and  that  in  the 
people's  true  interest.  It  is  not  now  a  question  of  feudal 
rights,  as  fools  are  told,  nor  of  rank;  it  is  a  question  of  the 
State  and  of  the  existence  of  France.  The  country  which 
does  not  rest  on  the  foundation  of  patemal  authority  cannot 
be  stable.  That  is  the  foot  of  the  ladder  of  responsibility 
and  subordination,  which  has  for  its  summit  the  King. 

"The  King  stands  for  us  ail.  To  die  for  the  King  is  to 
die  for  oneself,  for  one's  family,  which,  like  the  kingdom, 
cannot  die.  Ail  animais  hâve  certain  instincts;  the  instinct 
of  man  is  for  family  life.  A  country  is  strong  which  con- 
sists  of  wealthy  f  amilies,  every  member  of  whom  is  interested 
in  defending  a  common  treasure;  it  is  weak  when  composed 
of  scattered  individuals,  to  whom  it  matters  little  whether 
they  obey  seven  or  one,  a  Eussian  or  a  Corsican,  so  long  as 
each  keeps  his  own  plot  of  land,  blind,  in  their  wretched 
egotism,  to  the  fact  that  the  day  is  coming  when  this  too 
will  be  torn  from  them. 

"Terrible  calamities  are  in  store  for  us,  in  case  our  party 
fails.  Nothing  wiil  be  left  but  pénal  or  fiscal  laws' — your 
money  or  your  life.  The  most  gênerons  nation  on  the  earth 
will  hâve  ceased  to  obey  the  calî  of  noble  instincts.  Wounds 
past  curing  will  hâve  been  fostered  and  aggravated,  an  all- 
pervading  jealousy  being  the  first.  Then  the  upper  classes 
will  be  submerged;  equality  of  désire  will  be  taken  for 
equality  of  strength;  true  distinction,  even  when  proved  and 
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recoguized,  Avill  be  threatened  by  the  advancing  tide  of  mid- 
dle-class  préjudice.  It  was  possible  to  choosc  one  raau  out 
of  a  thousand,  but,  amongst  three  millions,  discriminatiou 
becomes  impossible,  when  ail  are  moved  by  the  same  ambi- 
tions and  attired  in  the  same  livery  of  mediocrity.  No  fore- 
sight  will  warn  this  victorious  horde  of  that  other  terrible 
horde,  soon  to  be  arrayed  against  them  in  the  peasant  pro- 
prietors;  in  other  words,  twenty  million  acres  of  land,  alive, 
stirring,  arguing,  deaf  to  reason,  insatiable  of  appetite,  ob- 
stnicting  progress,  masters  in  their  brute  force " 

"But,"  said  I,  iuterrupting  my  father,  "what  can  I  do  to 
help  the  State.  I  feel  no  vocation  for  playing  Joan  of  Arc 
in  the  interests  of  the  family,  or  for  finding  a  martyres  bloek 
in  the  eonvent." 

"You  are  a  little  hussy,"  cried  my  father.  "If  I  speak 
sensibly  to  you,  you  are  full  of  jokes;  when  I  jest,  you  talk 
like  an  ambassadress." 

"Love  lives  on  contrasts,"  was  my  reply. 

And  he  laughed  till  the  tears  stood  in  his  eyes. 

"You  will  reflect  on  what  I  hâve  told  you;  you  will  do 
Justice  to  the  large  and  confiding  spirit  in  which  I  hâve 
broached  the  matter,  and  possibly  events  may  assist  my  plans. 
I  know  that,  so  far  as  you  are  concerned,  they  are  injurious 
and  unf air,  and  this  is  the  reason  why  I  appeal  for  your  sanc- 
tion of  them  less  to  your  heart  and  your  imagination  than 
to  your  reason.  I  hâve  found  more  judgment  and  common- 
sense  in  you  than  in  any  one  I  know " 

"You  flatter  yourself,"  I  said,  with  a  smile,  "for  I  am 
every  inch  your  child  !" 

"In  short,"  he  went  on,  "one  must  be  logical.  You  can't 
hâve  the  end  without  the  means,  and  it  is  our  duty  to  set  an 
example  to  others.  From  ail  this  I  deduce  that  you  ought 
not  to  hâve  money  of  your  own  till  your  younger  brother 
is  provided  for,  and  I  want  to  employ  the  whole  of  your 
inheritance  in  purchasing  an  estate  for  him  to  go  with  the 
title." 

"But,"  I  said,  "you  won't  interfère  with  my  living  in  my 
own  fashion  and  enjoying  life  if  I  leave  you  my  fortune?" 
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"Provided,"  lie  replied,  "that  your  view  of  life  does  not 
conflict  with  the  family  honor,  réputation,  and,  I  may  add, 
glory." 

"Corne,  corne,"  I  eried,  "what  has  becorae  of  my  excellent 
judgment  ?" 

"There  is  not  in  ail  France,"  he  said  with  bittemess,  "a 
man  who  woiild  take  for  wife  a  daughter  of  one  of  our  noblest 
familles  without  a  dowry  and  bestow  one  on  lier.  If  such 
a  husband  could  be  found,  it  would  be  among  the  class  of 
rich  parvenus;  on  this  point  I  belong  to  the  eleventh  cen- 
tury." 

"And  I  also,"  I  said.  "But  why  despair?  Are  there  no 
aged  peers?" 

"You  are  an  apt  scholar,  Louise  !"  he  exclaimed. 

Then  he  left  me,  smiling  and  kissing  my  hand. 

I  received  your  letter  this  very  morning,  and  it  led  me  to 
contemplate  that  abyss  into  which  you  say  that  I  may  fall. 
A  voice  within  seemed  to  utter  the  same  warning.  So  I 
took  my  précautions.  Hénarez,  my  dear,  dares  to  look  at 
me,  and  his  eyes  are  disquieting.  They  inspire  me  with  what 
I  can  only  call  an  unreasoning  dread.  Such  a  man  ought 
no  more  to  be  looked  at  than  a  frog;  he  is  ugly  and  fascinat- 
ing. 

For  two  days  I  hâve  been  hesitating  whether  to  tell  my 
father  point-blank  that  I  want  no  more  Spanish  lessons  and 
hâve  Hénarez  sent  about  his  business.  But  in  spite  of  ail 
my  brave  resolutions,  I  feel  that  the  horrible  sensation  which 
comes  over  me  when  I  see  that  man  has  become  necessary 
to  me.    I  say  to  myself,  "Once  more,  and  then  I  will  speak." 

His  voice,  my  dear,  is  sweetly  thrilling;  his  speaking  is 
just  like  la  Fodor's  singing.  His  manners  are  simple,  en- 
tirely  free  from  affectation.    And  what  teeth! 

Just  now,  as  he  was  leaving,  he  seemed  to  divine  the  in- 
terest  I  take  in  him,  and  made  a  gesture — oh  !  most  respect- 
fully — as  though  to  take  my  hand  and  kiss  it;  then  checked 
himself,  apparently  terrified  at  his  own  boldness  and  the 
chasm  he  had  been  on  the  point  of  bridging.    There  was  the 
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merest  suggestion  of  ail  this,  but  I  understood  it  and  smiled, 
for  nothing  is  more  pathetic  than  to  see  the  frank  impulse 
of  an  inferior  checking  itself  abashcd.  The  love  of  a  ple- 
beian  for  a  girl  of  noble  birth  implies  such  courage  ! 

My  smile  emboldened  him.  The  poor  fellow  looked  blindly 
about  for  his  hat;  lie  seemcd  dctermined  not  to  find  it,  and 
I  handed  it  to  him  with  perfect  gravity.  His  eyes  were  wet 
with  unshed  tears.  It  was  a  mère  passing  moment,  yet  a 
world  of  facts  and  ideas  were  contained  in  it.  We  under- 
stood each  other  so  well  that,  on  a  sudden,  I  held  out  my 
hand  for  him  to  kiss. 

Possibly  this  was  équivalent  to  telling  him  that  love  might 
bridge  the  interval  between  us.  Well,  I  cannot  tell  what 
moved  me  to  do  it.  Griffith  had  her  back  turned  as  I  proudly 
extended  my  little  white  paw.  I  felt  the  fire  of  his  lips, 
tempered  by  two  big  tears.  Oh  !  my  love,  I  lay  in  my  arm- 
chair,  nerveless,  dreamy.  I  was  happy,  and  I  cannot  explain 
to  you  how  or  why.  What  I  felt  only  a  poet  could  express. 
My  condescension,  which  fills  me  with  shame  now,  seemed 
to  me  then  something  to  be  proud  of  ;  he  had  fascinated  me, 
that  is  my  one  excuse. 

Friday. 

This  man  is  really  very  handsome.  He  talks  admirably, 
and  has  remarkable  intellectual  power.  My  dear,,  he  is  a 
very  Bossuet  in  force  and  persuasiveness  when  he  explains 
the  mechanism,  not  only  of  the  Spanish  tongue,  but  also  of 
human  thought  and  of  ail  language.  His  mother  tongue 
seems  to  be  French.  When  I  expressed  surprise  at  this,  he 
replied  that  he  came  to  France  when  quite  a  boy,  following 
the  King  of  Spain  to  Valençay. 

What  has  passed  within  this  enigmatic  being?  He  is  no 
longer  the  same  man.  He  came,  dressed  quite  simply,  but 
just  as  any  gentleman  would  be  for  a  moming  walk.  He 
put  forth  ail  his  éloquence,  and  flashed  wit,  like  rays  from. 
a  beacon,  ail  through  the  lesson.  Like  a  man  roused  from 
lethargy,  he  revealed  to  me  a  new  world  of  thoughts.     He 
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told  me  the  story  of  some  poor  devil  of  a  valet  who  gave  up 
his  life  for  a  single  glanée  from  a  queen  of  Spain. 

"What  could  he  do  but  die  ?"  I  exclaimed. 

This  delighted  him,  and  he  looked  at  me  in  a  way  which 
was  truly  alarming. 

In  the  evening  I  went  to  a  bail  at  the  Duchesse  de  Lenon- 
court's.  The  Prince  de  Talleyrand  happened  to  be  there; 
and  I  got  M.  de  Vandenesse,  a  charming  young  man,  to  ask 
him  whether,  among  the  guests  at  his  country-place  in  1809, 
he  remembered  any  one  of  the  name  of  Hénarez.  Vande- 
nesse reported  the  Prince's  reply,  word  for  word,  as  fol- 
lows: 

"Hénarez  is  the  Moorish  name  of  the  Soria  family,  who 
are,  they  say,  descendants  of  the  Abencerrages,  converted  to 
Christianity.  The  old  Duke  and  his  two  sons  were  with  the 
King.  The  eldest,  the  présent  Duke  de  Soria,  bas  just  had 
ail  his  property,  titles,  and  dignities  confiscated  by  King 
Ferdinand,  who  in  this  way  avenges  a  long-standing  feud. 
The  Duke  made  a  huge  mistake  in  consenting  to  form  a 
constitutional  ministry  with  Valdez.  Happily,  he  escaped 
from  Cadiz  before  the  arrivai  of  the  Duc  d'Angoulême,  who, 
with  the  best  will  in  the  world,  could  not  bave  saved  him  from 
the  King's  wrath." 

This  information  gave  me  much  food  for  reflection.  I  can- 
not  describe  to  you  the  suspense  in  which  I  passed  the  time 
till  my  next  lesson,  which  took  place  this  morning. 

During  the  first  quarter  of  an  hour  I  examined  him 
closely,  debating  inwardly  whether  he  were  duke  or  com- 
moner,  without  being  able  to  come  to  any  conclusion.  He 
seemed  to  read  my  fancies  as  they  arose  and  to  take  pleasure 
in  thwarting  them.  At  last  I  could  endure  it  no  longer. 
Putting  down  my  book  suddenly,  I  broke  off  the  translation 
I  was  making  of  it  aloud,  and  said  to  him  in  Spanish  : 

"You  are  deceiving  us.  You  are  no  poor  middle-class 
Libéral.    You  are  the  Duc  de  Soria  !" 

"Mademoiselle,"  he  replied,  with  a  gesture  of  sorrow,  "un- 
happily,  I  am  not  the  Duc  de  Soria." 
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I  felt  ail  the  despair  with  wliich  lie  uttered  the  word 
"unhappily."  Ah  !  my  dear,  never  should  I  hâve  eoneeived  it 
possible  to  throw  so  much  meaning  and  passion  into  a 
single  word.  His  eyes  had  dropped,  and  he  dared  no  longer 
look  at  me. 

"M.  de  Talleyrand,"  I  said,  "in  whose  house  you  spent 
your  years  of  exile^  déclares  that  any  one  bearing  the  name 
of  Hénarez  must  either  be  the  late  Duc  de  Soria  or  a  lacquey." 

He  looked  at  me  with  eyes  like  two  black  burning  coals, 
at  once  blazing  and  ashamed.  The  man  might  hâve  beeu 
in  the  torture-chamber.    Ail  he  said  was  : 

"My  father  was  in  truth  a  servant  of  the  King  of  Spain." 

Griffith  could  make  nothing  of  this  sort  of  lesson.  An 
awkward  silence  followed  each  question  and  answer. 

"In  one  word/'  I  said,  "are  you  a  nobleman  or  not  ?" 

"You  know  that  in  Spain  even  beggars  are  noble." 

This  réticence  provoked  me.  Since  the  last  lesson  I  had 
given  play  to  my  imagination  in  a  little  practical  joke.  I 
had  drawn  an  idéal  portrait  of  the  man  whom  I  should  wish 
for  my  lover  in  a  letter  which  I  designed  giving  to  him  to 
translate.  So  far,  I  had  only  put  Spanish  into  French,  not 
French  into  Spanish  ;  I  pointed  this  out  to  him,  and  begged 
Griffith  to  bring  me  the  last  letter  I  had  received  from  a 
friend  of  mine. 

"I  shall  find  out,"  I  thought,  "from  the  effect  my  sketch 
has  on  him,  what  sort  of  blood  runs  in  his  veins." 

I  took  the  paper  from  Griffith's  hands,  saying: 

"Let  me  see  if  I  hâve  copied  it  rightly." 

For  it  was  ail  in  my  writing.  I  handed  him  the  paper,  or, 
if  you  will,  the  snare,  and  I  watched  him  while  he  read  as 
f  ollows  : 

"He  who  is  to  win  my  heart,  my  dear,  must  be  harsh  and 
unbending  with  men,  but  gentle  with  women.  His  eagle  eye 
must  hâve  power  to  quell  with  a  single  glance  the  least  ap- 
proach  to  ridicule.  He  will  hâve  a  pitying  smile  for  those 
who  would  jeer  at  sacred  things,  above  ail,  at  that  poetry  of 
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the  heart,  without  whicli  lifc  would  be  but  a  dreary  con- 
monplace.  I  hâve  the  greatest  scorn  for  those  who  would 
rob  us  of  the  living  fountain  of  religious  beliefs,  so  rich  in 
solace.  His  faith,  therefore,  should  hâve  the  simplicity  of 
a  child,  though  united  to  the  firm  conviction  of  an  intelligent 
man,  who  has  examined  the  foundations  of  his  creed.  His 
fresh  and  original  way  of  looking  at  things  must  be  entirely 
free  from  affectation  or  désire  to  show  off.  His  words  will 
be  few  and  fit,  and  his  niind  so  richly  stored,  that  he  cannot 
possibly  become  a  bore  to  himself  any  more  than  to  others. 

"Ail  his  thoughts  must  hâve  a  high  and  chivalrous  char- 
acter,  without  alloy  of  self-seeking  ;  while  his  actions  should 
be  marked  by  a  total  absence  of  interested  or  sordid  motives. 
Any  weak  points  he  may  hâve  will  arise  from  the  very  éléva- 
tion of  his  views  above  those  of  the  common  herd,  for  in 
every  respect  I  would  hâve  him  superior  to  his  âge.  Ever 
mindful  of  the  délicate  attentions  due  to  the  weak,  he  will 
be  gentle  to  ail  women,  but  not  prone  lightly  to  fall  in  love 
with  any;  for  love  will  seem  to  him  too  serions  to  tum  into 
a  game. 

"Thus  it  might  happen  that  he  would  spend  his  life  in 
ignorance  of  true  love,  while  ail  the  time  possessing  those 
qualifies  most  fitted  to  inspire  it.  But  if  ever  he  find  the 
idéal  woman  who  has  haunted  his  waking  dreams,  if  he  meet 
with  a  nature  capable  of  understanding  his  own,  one  who 
could  fin  his  soûl  and  pour  sunlight  over  his  life,  could  shine 
as  a  star  through  the  mists  of  this  chill  and  gloomy  world, 
lend  fresh  charm  to  existence,  and  draw  music  from  the 
.  hitherto  silent  chords  of  his  being — needless  to  say,  he  would 
recognize  and  welcome  his  good  fortune. 

"And  she,  too,  would  be  happy.  Never,  by  word  or  look, 
would  he  wound  the  tender  heart  which  abandoned  itself  to 
him,  with  the  blind  trust  of  a  child  reposing  in  its  mother's 
arms.  For  were  the  vision  shattered,  it  would  be  the  wreck 
of  her  inner  life.  To  the  mighty  waters  of  love  she  would 
confide  her  ail  ! 

"The  man  I  picture  must  belong,  in  expression,  in  attitude, 
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in  gait,  in  his  way  of  performing  alike  the  smallest  and  the 
greatest  actions,  to  that  race  of  the  truly  great  who  are  always 
simple  and  natural.  He  need  not  be  good-looking,  but  his 
hands  must  be  beautiful.  His  upper  lip  will  curl  wiih  a  care- 
less,  ironie  smile  for  the  gênerai  public,  whilst  he  reserves  for 
those  he  loves  the  lieavenly,  radiant  glance  in  which  he  puts 
his  soûl." 

"Will  mademoiselle  allow  me,"  he  said  in  Spanish,  in  a 
voice  full  of  agitation,  "to  keep  this  writing  in  memory  of 
her?  This  is  the  last  lesson  I  shall  hâve  the  honor  of  giving 
lier,  and  that  which  I  hâve  just  received  in  thèse  words  may 
serve  me  for  an  abiding  rule  of  life.  I  left  Spain,  a  fugitive 
and  penniless,  but  I  hâve  to-day  received  from  my  family  a 
sum  sufficient  for  my  needs.  You  will  allow  me  to  send  some 
poor  Spaniard  in  my  place." 

In  other  words,  he  seemed  to  me  to  say,  "This  little  game 
must  stop."  He  rose  with  an  air  of  marvelous  dignity,  and 
left  me  quite  upset  by  such  unheard-of  delicacy  in  a  man  of 
his  class.  He  went  downstairs  and  asked  to  speak  with  my 
father. 

At  dinner  my  father  said  to  me  with  a  smile  : 

"Louise,  3'^ou  hâve  been  learning  Spanish  from  an  ex-min- 
ister  and  a  man  condemned  to  death." 

"The  Duc  de  Soria,"  I  said. 

"Duke  !"  replied  my  father.  "No,  he  is  not  that  any 
longer;  he  takes  the  title  now  of  Baron  de  Macumer  from  a 
property  which  still  remains  to  him  in  Sardinia.  He  is 
something  of  an  original,  I  think." 

"Don't  brand  with  that  word,  which  with  you  always 
implies  some  mockery  and  scom,  a  man  who  is  your  equal, 
and  who,  I  believe,  has  a  noble  nature." 

"Baronne  de  Macumer?"  exclaimed  my  father,  with  a 
laughing  glance  at  me. 

Pride  kept  my  eyes  fised  on  the  table. 

"But,"  said  my  mother,  "Hénarez  must  hâve  met  the 
Spanish  ambassador  on  the  steps  ?" 
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"Yes,"  replied  my  father,  "the  ambassador  asked  me  if  I 
was  conspiring  against  the  King,  his  master;  but  he  greeted 
the  ex-grandee  of  Spain  with  much  déférence,  and  placed  his 
services  at  his  disposai." 

Ail  this,  dear  Mme.  de  l'Estorade,  happened  a  fortnight 
ago,  and  it  is  a  fortnight  now  since  I  bave  seen  the  man  who 
loves  me,  for  that  he  loves  me  there  is  not  a  doubt.  What  is 
he  about  ?  If  only  I  wcre  a  fly,,  or  a  mouse,  or  a  sparrow  ! 
I  want  to  see  hini  alone,  myself  unseen,  at  his  bouse.  Only 
think,  a  man  exists,  to  whom  I  can  say,  "Go  and  die  for  me  !" 
And  he  is  so  made  that  he  would  go,  at  least  I  think  so. 
Anyhow,  there  is  in  Paris  a  man  who  occupies  my  thoughts, 
and  whose  glance  pours  sunshine  into  my  soûl.  Is  not  such  a 
man  an  enemy,  whom  I  ougbt  to  trample  under  foot  ?  What  ? 
There  is  a  man  who  bas  become  necessary  to  me — a  man 
without  whom  I  don't  know  how  to  live!  You  married,  and 
I — in  love  !  Four  little  months,  and  those  two  doves,  whose 
wings  erst  bore  them  so  high,  bave  fluttered  down  upon  the 
flat  stretches  of  real  life  ! 

Sunday. 

Yesterday,  at  the  Italien  Opéra,  I  could  feel  some  one  was 
looking  at  me;  my  eyes  were  drawn,  as  by  a  magnet,  to  two 
wells  of  fire,  gleaming  like  carbuncles  in  a  dim  corner  of  the 
orchestra.  Hénarez  never  moved  his  eyes  from  me.  The 
wretch  had  discovered  the  one  spot  from  which  he  could  see 
me — and  there  he  was.  I  don't  know  what  he  may  be  as  a 
politician,  but  for  love  he  has  a  genius. 

Behold,  my  fait  Renée,  where  our  business  now  stands, 

as  the  great  Corneille  has  said. 
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XIII 

MME.    DE    L'ESTORADE    TO    MLLE.    DE    CHAULIEU 

La  Crajipade,  Fébruary. 

My  dear  Louise, — I  was  bound  to  wait  some  time  before 
writing  to  you;  but  now  I  know,  or  rather  I  hâve  leamed, 
many  things  which,  for  the  sake  of  your  future  happiness,  I 
must  tell  you.  The  différence  between  a  girl  and  a  married 
woman  is  so  vast,  that  the  girl  can  no  more  comprehend  it 
than  the  married  woman  can  go  back  to  girlhood  again. 

I  chose  to  marry  Louis  de  l'Estorade  rather  than  return  to 
the  couvent;  that  at  least  is  plain.  So  soon  as  I  realized 
that  the  couvent  was  the  only  alternative  to  marrying  Louis, 
I  had,  as  girls  say,  to  "submit,"  and  my  submission  once 
made,  the  next  thing  was  to  examine  the  situation  and  try  to 
make  the  best  of  it. 

The  serions  nature  of  what  I  was  undertaking  filled  me 
at  first  with  terror.  Marriage  is  a  matter  conceming  the 
whole  of  life,  whilst  love  aims  only  at  pleasure.  On  the  other 
hand,  marriage  will  remain  when  pleasures  hâve  vanished, 
and  it  is  the  source  of  interests  far  more  precious  than  those 
of  the  man  and  woman  entering  on  the  alliance.  Might  it 
not  therefore  be  that  the  only  requisite  for  a  happy  marriage 
was  friendship — a  friendship  which,  for  the  sake  of  thèse 
advantages,  would  shut  its  eyes  to  many  of  the  imperfections 
of  humanity?  Now  there  was  no  obstacle  to  the  existence 
of  friendship  between  myself  and  Louis  de  l'Estorade.  Hav- 
ing  renounced  ail  idea  of  finding  in  marriage  those  transports 
of  love  on  which  our  minds  used  so  often,  and  with  such 
perilous  rapture,  to  dwell,  I  found  a  gentle  calm  settling  over 
me.  "If  debarred  from  love,  why  not  seek  for  happiness?" 
I  said  to  myself.  "Moreover,  I  am  loved,  and  the  love  offered 
me  I  shall  accept.  My  married  life  will  be  no  slavery,  but 
rather  a  perpétuai  reign.  What  is  there  to  say  against  such 
a  situation  for  a  woman  who  wishes  to  remain  absolute  mis- 
tress  of  herself  ?" 


LETÏERS  OP  TWO  BRIDES  195 

The  imporfaut  point  of  soparating  marriagc  from  marital 
rights  was  settled  in  a  conversation  between  Louis  and  me, 
in  the  course  of  which  he  gave  proof  of  an  excellent  temper 
and  a  tender  heart.  Darling,  my  désire  was  to  prolong  that 
fair  season  of  hope  which,  never  culminating  in  satisfaction, 
leaves  to  the  soûl  its  virginity.  To  grant  nothing  to  duty 
or  the  law,  to  be  guided  entirely  by  one's  own  will,  retaining 
perfect  independence — what  could  be  more  attractive,  more 
honorable  ? 

A  contract  of  this  kind,  directly  opposed  to  the  légal  con- 
tract,  and  even  to  the  sacrament  itself,  could  be  concluded 
only  between  Louis  and  me.  This  difficulty,  the  first  which 
bas  arisen,  is  the  only  one  which  bas  delayed  the  completion 
of  our  marriage.  Although,  at  first,  I  may  hâve  made  up 
my  mind  to  accept  anything  rather  than  return  to  the  convent, 
it  is  only  in  human  nature,  having  got  an  inch,  to  ask  for  an 
ell,  and  you  and  I,  sweet  love,  are  of  those  who  would  bave  ail. 

I  watched  Louis  out  of  the  corner  of  my  eye,  and  put  it 
to  myself,  "Has  suffering  had  a  softening  or  a  hardening 
effect  on  him  ?"  By  dint  of  close  study,  I  arrived  at  the  con- 
clusion that  bis  love  amounted  to  a  passion.  Once  trans- 
formed  into  an  idol,  whose  slightest  frown  would  turn  him 
white  and  trembling,  1  realized  that  I  might  venture  any- 
thing. I  drew  him  aside  in  the  most  natural  manner  on 
solitary  walks,  during  which  I  discreetly  sounded  bis  feelings. 
I  made  him  talk,  and  got  him  to  expound  to  me  bis  ideas 
and  plans  for  our  future.  My  questions  betrayed  so  many 
preconceived  notions,  and  went  so  straight  for  the  weak  points 
in  this  terrible  dual  existence,  that  Louis  has  since  confessed 
to  me  the  alarm  it  caused  him  to  find  in  me  so  little  of  the 
ignorant  maiden. 

Then  I  listened  to  what  he  had  to  say  in  reply.  He  got 
mixed  up  in  bis  arguments,  as  people  do  when  handicapped 
by  fear;  and  before  long  it  became  clear  that  chance  had 
given  me  for  adversary  one  who  was  the  less  fitted  for  the 
contest  because  be  was  conscious  of  what  you  magniloquently 
call  my  "greatness  of  soûl."  Broken  by  sufferings  and  misfor- 
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tune,  he  looked  on  himself  as  a  sort  of  wreck,  and  three  fcars 
in  especial  haunted  him. 

First,  we  are  aged  respectively  thirty-seven  and  seventeen  ; 
and  he  could  not  contemplate  without  quaking  the  twenty 
years  that  divide  us.  In  the  next  place,  he  shares  our  views 
on  the  subject  of  my  beauty,  and  it  is  cruel  for  him  to  see 
how  the  hardships  of  his  life  hâve  robbed  him  of  youth. 
Finally,  he  felt  the  superiority  of  my  womanhood  over  his 
manhood.  The  consciousness  of  thèse  three  obvious  draw- 
backs  made  him  distrustf  ul  of  himself  ;  he  doubted  his  power 
to  make  me  happy,  and  guessed  that  he  had  been  chosen  as 
the  lesser  of  two  evils. 

One  evening  he  tentatively  suggested  that  I  only  married 
him  to  escape  the  couvent. 

"I  cannot  deny  it,"  was  my  grave  reply. 
My  dear,  it  touched  me  to  the  heart  to  see  the  two  great 
tears  which  stood  in  his  eyes.    Never  before  had  I  experienced 
the  shock  of  émotion  which  a  man  can  impart  to  us. 

"Louis,"  I  went  on,  as  kindly  as  I  could,  "it  rests  entirely 
with  you  whether  this  marriage  of  convenience  becomes  one  to 
which  I  can  give  my  whole  heart.  The  favor  I  am  about  to 
ask  from  you  will  demand  unselfishness  on  your  part,  far 
nobler  than  the  servitude  to  which  a  man's  love,  when  sincère, 
is  supposed  to  reduce  him.  The  question  is,  Can  you  rise  to 
the  height  of  friendship  such  as  I  understand  it? 

"Life  gives  us  but  one  friend,  and  I  wish  to  be  yours. 
Friendship  is  the  bond  between  a  pair  of  kindred  soûls,  united 
in  their  strength,  and  yet  independent.  Let  us  be  friends 
and  comrades  to  bear  jointly  the  burden  of  life.  Leave  me 
absolutely  free.  I  would  put  no  hindrance  in  the  way  of  your 
inspiring  me  with  a  love  similar  to  your  own  ;  but  I  am  deter- 
mined  to  be  yours  only  of  my  own  free  gift.  Create  in  me  the 
wish  to  give  up  my  freedom,  and  at  once  I  lay  it  at  your  feet. 
"Infuse  with  passion,  then,  if  you  will,  this  friendship,  and 
let  the  voice  of  love  disturb  its  calm.  On  my  part  I 
will  do  what  I  can  to  bring  my  feelings  into  accord  with  yours. 
One  thing,  above  ail,  I  would  beg  of  you.     Spare  me  the 
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annoyances  to  which  the  strangeness  of  our  mutual  position 
might  give  rise  in  our  relations  with  others.  I  am  neither 
whimsical  nor  prudish,  and  should  be  sorry  to  get  that  répu- 
tation; but  I  feel  sure  that  I  can  trust  to  your  honor  when 
I  ask  you  to  keep  up  the  outward  appearanee  of  wedded  life." 

Never,  dear,  hâve  I  seen  a  man  so  happy  as  my  proposai 
made  Louis.  The  blaze  of  joy  which  kindled  in  his  eyes  dried 
up  the  tears. 

"Do  not  fancy,"  I  concluded,  "that  I  ask  this  from  any 
wish  to  be  eecentric.  It  is  the  great  désire  I  hâve  for  your 
respect  which  prompts  my  request.  If  you  owe  the  crown  of 
your  love  merely  to  the  légal  and  religious  ceremony,  what 
gratitude  could  you  feel  to  me  later  for  a  gift  in  which  my 
goodwill  counted  for  nothing?  If  during  the  time  that  I  re- 
mained  indiffèrent  to  you  (yielding  only  a  passive  obédience, 
such  as  my  mother  has  just  been  urging  on  me)  a  ehild  were 
born  to  us,  do  you  suppose  that  I  could  feel  towards  it  as 
I  would  towards  one  born  of  our  common  love  ?  A  passionate 
love  may  not  be  necessary  in  marriage,  but,  at  least,  you  will 
admit  that  there  should  be  no  répugnance.  Our  position  will 
not  be  without  its  dangers;  in  a  country  life,  such  as  ours 
will  be,  ought  we  not  to  bear  in  mind  the  evanescent  nature 
of  passion?  Is  it  not  simple  prudence  to  make  provision 
beforehand  against  the  calamities  incident  to  change  of  feel- 
ing?" 

He  was  greatly  astonished  to  find  me  at  once  so  reasonable 
and  so  apt  at  reasoning;  but  he  made  me  a  solemn  promise, 
after  which  I  took  his  hand  and  pressed  it  affectionately. 

We  were  married  at  the  end  of  the  week.  Secure  of  my 
freedom,  I  was  able  to  throw  myself  gaily  into  the  petty 
détails  which  always  accompany  a  ceremony  of  the  kind,  and 
to  be  my  natural  self.  Perhaps  I  may  bave  been  taken  for 
an  old  bird,  as  they  say  at  Blois.  A  young  girl,  delighted 
with  the  novel  and  hopeful  situation  she  had  contrived  to 
make  for  herself,  may  bave  passed  for  a  strong-minded 
female. 

Dear,  the  difficulties  which  would  beset  my  life  had  ap- 
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peared  to  me  clcarly  as  in  a  vision,  and  I  was  sincerelj 
anxious  to  make  the  happiness  of  the  man  I  married.  Now, 
in  the  solitude  of  a  life  like  ours,  marriage  soon  becomes  in- 
tolérable unless  the  woman  is  the  presiding  spirit.  A  woman 
in  sueh  a  case  needs  the  eharm  of  a  mistress,  combined  with 
the  solid  qualifies  of  a  wife.  To  introduce  an  élément  of  un- 
eertaintj  into  pleasure  is  to  prolong  illusion,  and  render  last- 
ing  those  selfish  satisfactions  which  ail  créatures  hold,  and 
justly  hold,  so  precious.  Conjugal  love,  in  my  view  of  it, 
should  shroud  a  woman  in  expectancy,  crown  her  sovereign, 
and  invest  her  with  an  exhaustless  power,  a  redundancy  of 
life,  that  makes  everything  blossom  around  her.  The  more 
she  is  mistress  of  herself,  the  more  certainly  will  the  love  and 
happiness  she  créâtes  be  fît  to  weather  the  storms  of  life. 

But,  above  ail,  I  hâve  insisted  on  the  greatest  secrecy  in 
regard  to  our  domestic  arrangements.  A  husband  who  sub- 
mits  to  his  wife's  yoke  is  justly  held  an  object  of  ridicule. 
A  woman's  influence  ought  to  be  entirely  eoncealed.  The 
charm  of  ail  we  do  lies  in  its  unobtrusiveness.  If  I  hâve 
made  it  my  task  to  raise  a  drooping  courage  and  restore  their 
natural  brightness  to  gifts  which  I  hâve  dimly  descried,  it 
must  ail  seem  to  spring  from  Louis  himself . 

Such  is  the  mission  to  which  I  dedicate  myself,  a  mission 
surely  not  ignoble,  and  which  might  well  satisfy  a  woman's 
ambition.  Why,  I  eould  glory  in  this  secret  which  shall  fill 
my  life  with  interest,  in  this  task  towards  which  my  every 
energy  shall  be  bent,  while  it  remains  eoncealed  from  ail  but 
God  and  you. 

I  am  very  nearly  happy  now,  but  should  I  be  so  without  a 
friendly  heart  in  which  to  pour  the  confession?  For  how 
make  a  confidant  of  him?  My  happiness  would  wound  him, 
and  bas  to  be  eoncealed.  He  is  sensitive  as  a  woman,  like  ail 
men  who  hâve  suffered  much. 

For  three  months  we  remained  as  we  were  before  marriage. 
As  you  may  imagine,  during  this  time  I  made  a  close  study 
of  many  small  personal  matters,  which  hâve  more  to  do  with 
love  than  is  generally  supposed.     In  spite  of  my  coldness, 
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Louis  grevv  bolder,  and  his  nature  expanded.  I  saw  on  his 
face  a.  new  expression,  a  look  of  youth.  The  greater  refine- 
ment  which  I  introduced  into  the  house  was  reflected  in  his 
person.  Insensibly  I  became  accustomed  to  his  présence,  and 
made  another  self  of  hira.  By  dint  of  constant  watching  I 
discovered  how  his  mind  and  countenance  harmonize.  "The 
animal  that  we  call  a  husband,"  to  quote  your  words,  disap- 
peared,  and  one  balmy  evening  I  discovered  in  his  stead  a 
lover,  whose  words  thrilled  me  and  on  whose  arm  I  leant  with 
pleasure  beyond  words.  In  short,  to  be  open  with  you,  as  I 
would  be  with  God,  before  whom  concealment  is  impossible, 
the  perfect  loyalty  with  v/hich  he  had  kept  his  oath  may 
hâve  piqued  me,  and  I  felt  a  fluttering  of  curiosity  in  my 
heart.  Bitterly  ashamed,  I  struggled  with  myself .  Alas  ! 
when  pride  is  the  only  motive  for  résistance,  excuses  for  capit- 
ulation are  soon  found. 

We  celebrated  our  union  in  secret,  and  secret  it  must  remain 
between  us.  When  you  arc  married  you  will  approve  this 
reserve.  Enough  that  nothing  was  lacking  either  of  satis- 
faction for  the  most  fastidious  sentiment,  or  of  that  unex- 
pectedness  which  brings,  in  a  sensé,  its  own  sanction.  Every 
witchery  of  imagination,  of  passion,  of  reluctance  overcome, 
of  the  idéal  passing  into  reality,  played  its  part. 

Yet,  spite  of  ail  this  enehantment,  I  once  more  stood  ont 
for  my  complète  independence.  I  can't  tell  you  ail  my  reasons 
for  this.  To  you  alone  shall  I  confide  even  as  much  as  this. 
I  believe  that  women,  whether  passionately  loved  or  not,  lose 
much  in  their  relation  with  their  husbands  by  not  concealing 
their  feelings  about  marriage  and  the  way  they  look  at  it. 

My  one  joy,  and  it  is  suprême,  springs  from  the  certainty  of 
having  brought  new  life  to  my  husband  before  I  hâve  borne 
him  any  children.  Louis  has  regained  his  youth,  strength, 
and  spirits.  He  is  not  the  same  man.  With  magie  touch  I 
hâve  effaced  the  very  memory  of  his  sufferings.  It  is  a  com- 
plète metamorphosis.  Louis  is  really  very  attractive  now. 
Feeling  sure  of  my  affection,  he  throws  off  his  reserve  and 
displays  unsuspected  gifts. 
13 
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To  be  the  unceasing  spring  of  happiness  for  a  man  who 
knows  it  and  adds  gratitude  to  love,  ah!  dear  one,  this  is  a 
conviction  which  fortifies  the  soûl,  even  more  than  the  most 
passionate  love  can  do.  The  force  thus  developed — at  once 
impetuous  and  enduring,  simple  and  diversified — brings 
forth  uitimately  the  f amily,  that  noble  product  of  wornanhood, 
which  I  realize  now  in  ail  its  animating  beauty. 

The  old  father  has  ceased  to  be  a  miser.  He  gives  blindly 
whatever  I  wish  for.  The  servants  are  content;  it  seems  as 
thougli  the  bliss  of  Louis  had  let  a  flood  of  sunshine  into  the 
household,  where  love  has  made  me  queen.  Even  the  old 
man  would  not  be  a  blot  upon  my  pretty  home,  and  has 
brought  himself  into  line  with  ail  my  improvements  ;  to 
please  me  he  has  adopted  the  dress,  and  with  the  dress,  the 
manners  of  the  day. 

We  bave  English  horses,  a  coupé,  a  barouche,  and  a  tilbury. 
The  livery  of  our  servants  is  simple  but  in  good  taste.  Of 
course  we  are  looked  on  as  spendthrifts.  I  apply  ail  my 
intellect  (I  am  speaking  quite  seriously)  to  managing  my 
household  with  economy,  and  obtaining  for  it  the  maximum 
of  pleasure  with  the  minimum  of  eost. 

I  hâve  already  convinced  Louis  of  the  necessity  of  getting 
roads  made,  in  order  that  he  may  earn  the  réputation  of  a 
man  interested  in  the  welfare  of  his  district.  I  insist  too 
on  his  studying  a  great  deal.  Before  long  I  hope  to  see  him 
a  member  of  the  Council  General  of  the  Department,  through 
the  influence  of  my  family  and  his  mother's.  I  bave  told  him 
plainly  that  I  am  ambitions,  and  that  I  was  very  well  pleased 
his  father  should  continue  to  look  after  the  estate  and  practise 
économies,  because  I  wished  him  to  dévote  himself  exclusively 
to  politics.  If  we  had  children,  I  should  like  to  see  them 
ail  prospérons  and  with  good  State  appointments.  TJnder 
penalty,  therefore,  of  forfeiting  my  esteem  and  affection,  he 
must  get  himself  chosen  deputy  for  the  department  at  the 
coming  élections;  my  family  would  support  his  candidature, 
and  we  should  then  hâve  the  delight  of  spending  ail  our 
winters  in  Paris.  Ah  !  my  love,  by  the  ardor  with  which  he 
embraced  my  plans,  I  can  gauge  the  depth  of  his  affection. 
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To  concludo,  hère  is  a  letter  he  wrote  me  yesterday  from 
Marseilles,  where  he  had  gone  to  spend  a  few  hours  : 

"My  sweet  Renée, — When  you  gave  me  permission  to 
love  you,  I  began  to  believe  in  happiness  ;  now,  I  see  it  unf old- 
ing  endlessly  before  me.  The  past  is  merely  a  dim  memory, 
a  shadowy  background,  without  whieh  my  présent  bliss  would 
show  less  radiant.  When  I  am  with  you,  love  so  transports  me 
that  I  am  powerless  to  express  the  depth  of  my  affection; 
I  can  but  worship  and  admire.  Only  at  a  distance  does  the 
power  of  speech  return.  You  are  supremely  beautiful,  Eenée, 
and  your  beauty  is  of  the  statuesque  and  régal  type,  on  which 
time  leaves  but  little  impression.  No  doubt  the  love  of  hus- 
band  and  wife  dépends  less  on  outward  beauty  than  on  grâces 
of  eharacter,  which  are  yours  also  in  perfection;  still,  let  me 
say  that  the  eertainty  of  having  your  unchanging  beauty,  on 
which  to  feast  my  eyes,  gives  me  a  joy  that  grows  with  every 
glance.  There  is  a  grâce  and  dignity  in  the  lines  of  your  face, 
expressive  of  the  noble  soûl  within,  and  breathing  of  purity 
beneath  the  vivid  coloring.  The  brilliance  of  your  dark  eyes, 
the  bold  sweep  of  your  forehead,  déclare  a  spirit  of  no  com- 
mon  élévation,  sound  and  trustworthy  in  every  relation,  and 
well  braced  to  meet  the  storms  of  life,  should  such  arise.  The 
keynote  of  your  eharacter  is  its  freedom  from  ail  pettiness. 
You  do  not  need  to  be  told  ail  this;  but  I  write  it  because  I 
Vv^ould  hâve  you  know  that  I  appreciate  the  treasure  I  possess. 
Your  favors  to  me,  however  slight,  will  always  make  my 
happiness  in  the  far-distant  future  as  now;  for  I  am  sensible 
how  much  dignity  there  is  in  our  promise  to  respect  each 
other's  liberty.  Our  own  impulse  shall  with  us  alone  dictate 
the  expression  of  feeling.  \Ve  shall  be  free  even  in  our  fetters. 
I  shall  hâve  the  more  pride  in  wooing  you  again  now  that  I 
know  the  reward  you  place  on  victory.  You  cannot  speak, 
breathe,  act,  or  think,  without  adding  to  the  admiration  I 
feel  for  your  charm  both  of  body  and  mind.  There  is  in  you 
a  rare  combination  of  the  idéal,  the  practieal,  and  the  be- 
witching  which  satisfies  alike  judgment,  a  husband's  pride. 
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désire,  and  hopo,  and  which  extends  the  boundaries  of  love 
beyond  thoi^o  of  lil'c  itself.  Oh!  niy  loved  one,  may  the 
genius  of  love  reniain  faithful  to  me,  and  the  future  be  full 
of  thosc  dolights  by  means  of  which  you  hâve  glorified  ail  that 
surrounds  me  !  I  long  for  the  day  which  shall  make  you  a 
mother,  that  I  may  see  you  content  with  the  fulness  of  your 
life,  may  hear  you,  in  the  sweet  voice  I  love  and  with  the 
words  that  so  marvelously  express  your  subtle  and  original 
thoughts,  bless  the  love  which  has  refreshed  my  soûl  and 
given  new  vigor  to  my  powers,  the  love  which  is  my  pride, 
and  whence  I  bave  drawn,  as  from  a  magie  fountain,  fresh 
life.  Yes,  I  shall  be  ail  that  you  would  bave  me.  I  shall  take 
a  leading  part  in  the  public  life  of  the  district,  and  on  you 
shall  fall  the  rays  of  a  glory  which  will  owe  its  existence  to 
the  désire  of  pleasing  you." 

So  much  for  my  pupil,  dear!  Do  you  suppose  he  could 
hâve  written  like  this  before?  A  year  hence  bis  style  will 
bave  still  further  improved.  Louis  is  now  in  bis  first  trans- 
port; what  I  look  forward  to  is  the  uniform  and  continuons 
sensation  of  content  which  ought  to  be  the  fruit  of  a  happy 
marriage,  wben  a  man  and  woman,  in  perfect  trust  and 
mutual  knowledge,  bave  solved  the  problem  of  giving  variety 
to  the  infinité.  This  is  the  task  set  before  every  true  wife; 
the  answer  begins  to  dawn  on  me,  and  I  shall  not  rest  till  I 
bave  made  it  mine. 

You  see  that  be  fancies  himself — vanity  of  men! — the 
chosen  of  my  beart,  just  as  thougb  there  were  no  légal  bonds. 
Nevertheless,  I  bave  not  yet  got  beyond  that  extemal  attrac- 
tion which  gives  us  strength  to  put  up  with  a  good  deal.  Yet 
Louis  is  lovable  ;  bis  temper  is  wonderf ully  even,  and  he  per- 
forms,  as  a  matter  of  course,  aets  on  which  most  men  would 
plume  themselves.  In  short,  if  I  do  not  love  him,  I  shall  find 
no  difficulty  in  being  good  to  him. 

So  hère  are  my  black  hair  and  my  blaek  eyes — ^whose  lashes 
act,  aeeording  to  you,  like  Venetian  blinds — my  commanding 
air,  and  my  whole  person,  raised  to  the  rank  of  sovereign 
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power  !  Ten  years  hence,  dear,  why  should  we  not  both  be 
laughing  and  gay  in  your  Paris,  whence  I  shall  carry  you  off 
now  and  again  to  my  beautiful  oasis  in  Provence? 

Oh  !  Louise,  don't  spoil  the  splendid  future  which  awaits 
us  both  !  Don't  do  the  mad  things  with  which  you  threaten 
me.  My  husband  is  a  young  man,  prematurely  old;  why 
don't  you  marry  sonie  young-hearted  graybeard  in  the  Cham- 
ber  of  Peers?    There  lies  your  vocation. 


XIV 

THE  DUC  DE  SORIA  TO  THE  BARON  DE  MACUMER 

Madrid. 

My  DEAR  Brother, — You  did  not  make  me  Due  de  Soria 
in  order  that  my  actions  should  belle  the  name.  How  could 
I  tolerate  my  happiness  if  I  knew  you  to  be  a  wanderer,  de- 
prived  of  the  comforts  which  wealth  everywhere  commands? 
Neither  Marie  nor  I  will  consent  to  marry  till  we  hear  that 
you  hâve  accepted  the  money  which  Urraca  will  hand  over  to 
you.  Thèse  two  millions  are  the  fruit  of  your  own  savings 
and  Marie's. 

We  hâve  both  prayed,  kneeling  before  the  same  altar — 
and  with  what  eamestness,  God  knows  ! — for  your  happiness. 
My  dear  brother,  it  cannot  be  that  thèse  prayers  will  remain 
unanswered.  Heaven  will  send  you  the  love  which  you  seek, 
to  be  the  consolation  of  your  exile.  Marie  read  your  letter 
with  tears,  and  is  full  of  admiration  for  you.  As  for  me, 
I  consent,  not  for  my  own  sake,  but  for  that  of  the  family. 
The  King  Justified  your  expectations.  Oh!  that  I  might 
avenge  you  by  letting  him  see  himself,  dwarfed  before  the 
scom  with  which  you  flung  him  his  toy,  as  you  might  toss 
a  tiger  its  food. 

The  only  thing  I  hâve  taken  for  myself,  dear  brother,  is 
my  happiness.  T  hâve  taken  Marie.  For  this  I  shall  alwavs 
be  beholden  to  you,  as  the  créature  to  the  Creator.    There  wiil 
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be  in  my  life  and  in  Marie's  one  day  not  less  glorioiis  than 
our  wedding  day — it  will  be  the  day  when  we  hear  that  your 
heart  bas  found  its  mate,,  that  a  woman  loves  you  as  you 
ought  to  be,  and  would  be,  lovcd.  Do  not  forget  that  if  you 
live  for  us,  we  also  live  for  you. 

You  can  write  to  us  with  perfect  confidence  under  cover  to 
the  Nuncio,  sending  your  letters  via  Eome.  The  French  am- 
bassador  at  Eome  will,  no  doubt,  undertake  to  forward  them 
to  Monsignore  Bemboni,  at  the  State  Secretary's  office,  whora 
our  legate  will  bave  advised.  No  other  way  would  be  safe. 
Farewell,  dear  exile,  dear  despoiled  one.  Be  proud  at  least 
of  the  happiness  which  you  hâve  brought  to  us,  if  you  cannot 
be  happy  in  it.  God  will  doubtless  hear  our  prayers,  which 
are  full  of  your  name. 


XV 

LOUISE  DE  CHAULIEU  TO  MME.  DE  l'ESTORADE 

March. 

Ah  !  my  love,  marriage  is  making  a  philosopher  of  you  !  Your 
darling  face  must,  indeed,  hâve  been  jaundiced  when  you 
wrote  me  those  terrible  views  of  human  life  and  the  duty  of 
women.  Do  you  fancy  you  will  convert  me  to  matrimony  by 
your  programme  of  subterranean  labors  ? 

Alas  !  is  this  then  the  outcome  for  you  of  our  too-instructed 
dreams  !  We  left  Blois  ail  innocent,  armed  with  the  pointed 
shafts  of  méditation,  and,  lo  !  the  weapons  of  that  purely  idéal 
expérience  bave  turned  against  your  own  breast  !  If  I  did 
not  know  you  for  the  purest  and  most  angelic  of  created 
beings,  I  déclare  I  should  say  that  your  calculations  smack  of 
vice.  What,  my  dear,  in  the  interest  of  your  countrj''  home, 
you  submit  your  pleasures  to  a  periodic  thinning,  as  you  do 
your  timber.  Oh!  rather  let  me  perish  in  ail  the  violence 
of  the  heart's  storms  than  live  in  the  arid  atmosphère  of  your 
cautious  arithmetic! 

As  girls,  we  were  both  unusually  enlightened,  because  of 
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the  large  amoimt  of  study  we  gave  to^  our  chosen  subjects; 
but,  my  child,  philosophy  without  love,  or  disguised  under  a 
sham  love,  is  the  most  hideous  of  conjugal  hypocrisies.  I 
should  imagine  that  even  the  biggest  of  fools  might  detect 
now  and  again  the  owl  of  wisdoni  squatting  in  your  bower 
of  roses — a  ghastly  phantom  sufficient  to  put  to  fliglit  the 
most  promising  of  passions.  You  make  your  ov^^n  fate,  in- 
stead  of  waiting,  a  plaything  in  its  hands. 

We  are  each  developing  in  strange  ways.  A  large  dose  of 
philosophy  to  a  grain  of  love  is  your  recipe;  a  large  dose  of 
love  to  a  grain  of  philosophy  is  mine.  Why,  Eousseau's  Julie, 
whom  I  thought  so  learned,  is  a  mère  beginner  to  you.  Wo- 
man's  virtue,  quotha  !  How  you  hâve  weighed  up  life  !  Alas  ! 
I  make  fun  of  you,  and,  after  ail,  perhaps  you  are  right. 

In  one  day  you  hâve  made  a  holocaust  of  your  youth  and 
become  a  miser  before  your  time.  Your  Louis  will  be  happy, 
I  daresay.  If  he  loves  you,  of  which  I  make  no  doubt,  he 
will  never  find  out,  that,  for  the  sake  of  your  family,  you 
are  acting  as  a  courtesan  does  for  money;  and  certainly  men 
seem  to  find  happiness  with  them,  judging  by  the  fortunes 
they  squander  thus.  A  keen-sighted  husband  might  no  doubt 
remain  in  love  with  you,  but  what  sort  of  gratitude  could 
he  f eel  in  the  long  run  for  a  woman  who  had  made  of  duplicity 
a  sort  of  moral  armor,  as  indispensable  as  her  stays? 

Love,  dear,  is  in  my  eyes  the  first  principle  of  ail  the  vir- 
tues,  conformed  to  the  divine  likeness.  Like  ail  other  first 
principles,  it  is  not  a  matter  of  arithmetic;  it  is  the  Infinité 
in  us.  I  cannot  but  think  you  hâve  been  trying  to  justify 
in  your  own  eyes  the  frightful  position  of  a  girl,  married  to 
a  man  for  whom  she  feels  nothing  more  than  esteem.  You 
prate  of  duty,  and  make  it  your  rule  and  measure;  but 
surely  to  take  necessity  as  the  spring  of  action  is  the  moral 
theory  of  atheism?  To  follow  the  impulse  of  love  and 
feeling  is  the  secret  law  of  every  woman's  heart.  You  are 
acting  a  man's  part,  and  your  Louis  will  hâve  to  play  the 
woman  ! 

Oh  !  my  dear,  your  letter  has  plunged  me  into  an  endless 
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train  of  thought.  I  see  now  that  the  convent  can  never  take 
the  place  of  mother  to  a  girl.  I  beg  of  you,  my  grand  angel 
■vrith  the  blaek  eyes,  so  pure  and  proud,  so  serious  and  sa 
pretty,  do  not  turn  away  from  thèse  cries,  which  the  first 
reading  of  your  letter  has  torn  from  me  !  I  hâve  taken  com- 
fort  in  the  thought  that,  while  I  was  lamenting,  love  was 
doubtless  busy  knocking  down  the  scafîolding  of  reason. 

It  may  be  that  I  shall  do  worse  than  you  without  any 
reasoning  or  calculations.  Passion  is  an  élément  in  life  bound 
to  hâve  a  logie  not  less  pitiless  than  yours. 

Monday. 

Yesterday  night  I  placed  myself  at  the  window  as  I  was 
going  to  bed,  to  look  at  the  sky,  which  was  wonderfully  clear. 
The  stars  were  like  silver  nails,  holding  up  a  veil  of  blue. 
In  the  silence  of  the  night  I  could  hear  some  one  breathing, 
and  by  the  half-light  of  the  stars  I  saw  my  Spaniard,  perched 
like  a  squirrel  on  the  branches  of  one  of  the  trees  lining  the 
boulevard,  and  doubtless  lost  in  admiration  of  my  Windows. 

The  first  efïect  of  this  discovery  was  to  make  me  withdraw 
into  the  room,  my  feet  and  hands  quite  limp  and  nerveless; 
buty  beneath  the  fear,  I  was  conscious  of  a  delicious  under- 
current  of  joy.  I  was  overpowered  but  happy.  Not  one  of 
those  élever  Frenchmen,  who  aspire  to  marry  me,  has  had 
the  brilliant  idea  of  spending  the  night  in  an  elm-tree  at 
the  risk  of  being  carried  off  by  the  watch.  My  Spaniard 
has,  no  doubt,  been  there  for  some  time.  Ah  !  he  won't  give 
me  any  more  lessons,  he  wants  to  receive  them — well,  he 
shall  bave  one.  If  only  he  knew  what  I  said  to  myself  about 
his  superficial  ugliness  !  Others  can  philosophize  besides 
3''0u,  Eenée  !  It  was  horrid,  I  argued,  to  f  ail  in  love  with 
a  handsome  man.  Is  it  not  practically  avowing  that  the 
sensés  count  for  three  parts  out  of  four  in  a  passion  which 
ought  to  be  super-sensual  ? 

Having  got  over  my  first  alarm,  I  craned  my  neck  behind 
the  window  in  order  to  see  him  again — and  well  was  I  re- 


LETTERS  OF  TWO  BRIDES  207 

warded  !  By  means  of  a  hollow  cane  he  blew  me  in  through 
the  window  a  letter,  cunningly  rolled  round  a  leaden  pellet. 

Good  Heavens  !  will  he  suppose  I  left  the  window  open  on 
purpose  ? 

But  what  was  to  be  done?  To  shut  it  suddenly  would  be 
to  make  oneself  an  accomplice. 

I  did  better.  I  returned  to  my  Avindow  as  though  I  had 
seen  nothing  and  heard  nothing  of  the  letter,  then  I  said 
aloud  : 

"Come  and  look  at  the  stars,  Griffith." 

Griffith  was  sleeping  as  only  old  maids  can.  But  the  Moor, 
hearing  me,  slid  down,,  and  vanished  with  ghostly  rapidity. 

He  must  hâve  been  dying  of  fright,  and  so  was  I,  for  I 
did  not  hear  him  go  away;  apparently  he  remained  at  the 
foot  of  the  ehn.  After  a  good  quarter  of  an  hour,  during 
which  I  lost  myself  in  contemplation  of  the  heavens,  and 
battled  with  the  waves  of  curiosity,  I  closed  my  window  and 
sat  down  on  the  bed  to  unfold  the  délicate  bit  of  paper,  with 
the  tender  touch  of  a  worker  amongst  the  ancient  manuscripts 
at  Naples.  It  felt  redhot  to  my  tingers.  "What  a  horrible 
power  this  man  has  over  me  !"  I  said  to  myself. 

Ail  at  once  I  held  out  the  paper  to  the  candie — I  would 
burn  it  without  reading  a  word.  Then  a  thought  stayed 
me,  "What  can  he  hâve  to  say  that  he  writes  so  secretly?" 
Well,  dear,  I  did  burn  it,.  reflecting  that,  though  any  other 
girl  in  the  world  would  bave  devoured  the  letter,  it  was  not 
fitting  that  I — Armande-Louise-Marie  de  Chaulieu — should 
read  it. 

The  next  day,  at  the  Italian  opéra,  he  was  at  his  post. 
But  I  feel  sure  that,  ex-prime  minister  of  a  constitutional 
government  though  he  is,  he  could  not  discover  the  slightest 
agitation  of  mind  in  any  movement  of  mine.  I  might  hâve 
seen  nothing  and  received  nothing  the  evening  before.  This 
was  most  satisfactory  ta  me,  but  he  looked  very  sad.  Poor 
man!  in  Spain  it  is  so  natural  for  love  to  corne  in  at  the 
window  ! 

During  the  interval,  it  seems,  he  came  and  walked  in  the 
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passages.  This  I  leamed  from  the  cliief  secretary  of  the 
Spanish  embassy,  who  also  told  the  story  of  a  noble  action 
of  his. 

As  Duc  de  Soria  he  was  to  marry  one  of  the  richest  heir- 
esses  in  Spain,  the  yoiing  princess,  Marie  Hérédia,  whose 
wealth  woiild  hâve  mitigated  the  bitterness  of  exile.  But 
it  seems  that  Marie,  disappointing  the  wishes  of  the  fathers, 
who  had  betrothed  them  in  their  eariiest  childhood,  loved 
the  younger  son  of  the  house  of  Soria,  to  whom  my  Felipe 
gave  her  up,  allowing  himself  to  be  despoiled  by  the  King 
of  Spain. 

"He  would  perforra  this  pièce  of  heroisra  quite  simply," 
I  said  to  the  young  man. 

"You  know  him  then?"  was  his  ingenuous  reply. 

My  mother  smiled. 

"What  will  become  of  him,  for  he  is  condemned  to  death?" 
I  asked. 

"Though  dead  to  Spain,  he  can  live  in  Sardinia." 

"Ah  !  then  Spain  is  the  country  of  tombs  as  well  as  castles  ?" 
I  said,  trying  to  carry  it  ofï  as  a  joke. 

"There  is  everything  in  Spain,  even  Spaniards  of  the  old 
school,"  my  mother  replied. 

"The  Baron  de  Macumer  obtained  a  passpori;,  not  without 
difïiculty,  from  the  King  of  Sardinia,"  the  young  diplomatist 
went  on,  "He  has  now  become  a  Sardinian  subject,  and  he 
possesses  a  magnificcnt  estate  in  the  island  with  full  fondai 
rights.  He  has  a  palace  at  Sassari.  If  Ferdinand  VII.  were 
to  die,  Macumer  would  probably  go  in  for  diplomacy,  and 
the  Couri;  of  Turin  would  make  him  ambassador.  Though 
young,  he  is " 

"Ah  !  he  is  young  ?" 

"Certainly,  mademoiselle  ,  .  .  though  young,  he  is 
one  of  the  most  distinguished  men  in  Spain." 

I  scanned  the  house  meanwhile  through  my  opera-glass, 
and  seemed  to  lend  an  inattentive  ear  to  the  secretary  :  but, 
between  ourselves,  I  was  wretched  a.t  having  burnt  his  letter. 
In  what  terms  would  a  man  like  that  express  his  love?    For 
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he  does  love  me.  To  be  loved,  adored  in  secret  ;  to  know  that 
in  this  house,  where  ail  the  great  men  of  Paris  were  collected, 
there  was  one  entirel}^  devoted  to  me,  unknown  to  everybody  ! 
Ah  !  Eenée,  now  I  understand  the  life  of  Paris,  its  halls, 
and  its  gaieties.  It  ail  fiashed  on  me  in  the  true  light.  When 
we  love,  we  must  hâve  society,  were  it  only  to  sacrifice  it  to 
our  love.  I  felt  a  différent  créature — and  such  a  happy  one  ! 
My  vanity,  pride,  self-love, — ail  were  flattered.  Heaven 
knows  what  glances  I  cast  upon  the  audience  ! 

"Little  rogue  !"  the  Duchess  whispered  in  my  ear  with  a 
smile. 

Yes,  Renée,  my  wily  mother  had  deciphered  the  hidden  joy 
in  my  bearing,  and  I  could  only  haul  down  my  flag  before 
such  féminine  strategy.  Those  two  words  taught  me  more 
of  worldly  wisdora  than  I  hâve  been  able  to  pick  up  in  a 
year — for  we  are  in  March  now.  Alas  !  no  more  Italian 
opéra  in  another  month.  How  will  life  be  possible  without 
that  heavenly  music,  when  one's  heart  is  full  of  love  ? 

When  I  got  home,  my  dear,  with  détermination  worthy  of 
a  Chaulieu,  I  opened  my  window  to  watch  a  shower  of  rain. 
Oh!  if  men  knew  the  magie  spell  that  a  heroic  action 
throws  over  us,  they  would  indeed  rise  to  greatness  !  a  poltroon 
would  turn  hero  !  What  I  had  learned  about  my  Spaniard 
drove  me  into  a  very  fever.  I  felt  certain  that  he  was  there, 
ready  to  aim  another  letter  at  me. 

I  was  right,  and  this  time  I  burnt  nothing.  Hère,  then, 
is  the  first  love-letter  I  hâve  received,  madame  logician  :  each 
to  her  kind  : — 

"Louise,  it  is  not  for  your  peerless  beauty  I  love  y  ou, 
nor  for  your  gifted  mind,  your  noble  feeling,  the  wondrous 
charra  of  ail  you  say  and  do,  nor  yet  for  your  pride,  your 
queenly  scorn  of  baser  mortals — a  pride  blent  in  you  with 
charity,  for  what  angel  could  be  more  tender? — Louise,  I 
love  you  because,  for  the  sake  of  a  poor  exile,  you  hâve  unbent 
this  îofty  majesty,  because  by  a  gesture,  a  glance,  you  hâve 
brought  consolation  to  a  man  so  far  beneath  you  that  the 
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utmost  he  could  hope  for  was  your  pity,  the  pity  of  a  generous 
heart.  You  are  the  one  woman  whose  eyes  hâve  shone  with 
a  tenderer  light  when  bent  on  me. 

"And  because  you  let  fall  this  glauce — a  mère  grain  of 
dust,  yet  a  grâce  surpassing  any  bestovved  on  me  when  I  stood 
at  the  summit  of  a  subject's  ambition — I  long  to  tell  you, 
Louise,  how  dear  you  are  to  me,  and  that  my  love  is  for  your- 
self  alone,  without  a  thought  beyond,  a  love  that  far  more 
than  fulfils  the  conditions  laid  down  by  you  for  an  idéal  pas- 
sion. 

"Know,  then,  idol  of  my  highest  heaven,  that  tliere  is  in 
the  world  an  offshoot  of  the  Saracen  race,  whose  life  is  in  your 
hands,  who  will  receive  your  orders  as  a  slave,  and  deem  it 
an  honor  to  exécute  them.  I  hâve  given  myself  to  you  abso- 
lutely  and  for  the  mère  joy  of  giving,  for  a  single  glance  of 
your  eye,  for  a  touch  of  the  hand  which  one  day  you  offered 
to  your  Spanish  master.  I  am  but  your  servitor,  Louise;  I 
claim  no  more. 

"No,  I  dare  not  think  that  I  could  ever  be  loved  ;  but  per- 
chance  my  dévotion  may  win  for  me  toleration.  Since  that 
moming  when  you  smiled  upon  me  with  generous  girlish  im- 
pulse, divining  the  misery  of  my  lonely  and  rejected  heart, 
you  reign  there  alone.  You  are  the  absolute  ruler  of  my  life, 
the  queen  of  my  thoughts,  the  god  of  my  heart  ;  I  find  you  in 
the  sunshine  of  my  home,  the  fragrance  of  my  flowers,  the 
balm  of  the  air  I  breathe,  the  pulsing  of  my  blood,  the  light 
that  visits  me  in  sleep. 

"One  thought  alone  troubled  this  happiness — ^your  igno- 
rance. Ail  unknown  to  you  was  this  boundless  dévotion,  the 
trusty  arm,  the  blind  slave,  the  silent  tool,  the  wealth — for 
henceforth  ail  I  possess  is  mine  only  as  a  trust — which  lay 
at  your  disposai  ;  unknown  to  you,  the  heart  waiting  to  receive 
your  confidence,  and  yearning  to  replace  ail  that  your  life 
(I  know  it  well)  has  lacked — the  libéral  ancestress,  so  ready 
to  meet  your  needs,  a  father  to  whom  you  could  look  for  pro- 
tection in  ever}^  difïiculty,  a  friend,  a  brother.  The  secret  of 
your  isolation  is  no  secret  to  me!  If  I  am  bold,  it  is  because 
I  long  that  you  should  know  how  much  is  y  ours. 
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"Take  ail,  Louise,  and  iu  so  Joing  bestow  on  me  the  one 
life  possible  for  me  in  this  world — the  life  of  dévotion.  In 
placing  the  yoke  on  iiiy  neck,  you  run  no  risk  ;  I  ask  nothing 
but  the  joy  of  knowiug  niyself  yours.  Xeedless  even  to  say 
you  will  never  love  me;  it  cannot  be  otherwise.  I  must  love 
from  afar,  without  hope,  without  reward  beyond  my  own 
love. 

"In  my  anxiety  to  know  whether  you  will  accept  me  as 
your  servant,  I  hâve  racked  my  brain  to  find  some  way  in 
which  you  may  eommunicate  with  me  without  any  danger  of 
compromising  yourself.  Injury  to  your  self-respect  there  can 
be  none  in  sanctioning  a  dévotion  whieli  has  been  yours  for 
many  days  without  your  knowledge.  Let  this,  then,  be  the 
token.  At  the  opéra  this  evening,  if  you  carry  in  your  hand  a 
bouquet  consisting  of  one  red  and  one  white  camellia — em- 
blem  of  a  man's  blood  at  the  service  of  the  purity  he  worships 
— that  will  be  my  answer.  I  ask  no  more  ;  thenceforth,  at  any 
moment,  ten  years  hence  or  to-morrow,  whatever  you  demand 
shall  be  donc,  so  far  as  it  is  possible  for  man  to  do  it,  by  your 
happy  servant, 

■  "Felipe  H^narez." 

P.  S. — You  must  admit,  dear,  that  great  lords  know  how 
to  love  !  See  the  spring  of  the  African  lion  !  What  restrained 
fire  !  What  loyalty  !  What  sincerity  !  How  high  a  soûl  in  low 
estate!  I  felt  quite  small  and  dazed  as  I  said  to  myself, 
"What  shall  I  do?" 

It  is  the  mark  of  a  great  man  that  he  puts  to  flight  ail 
ordinary  calculations.  He  is  at  once  sublime  and  touching, 
childlike  and  of  the  race  of  giants.  In  a  single  letter  Hénarez 
has  outstripped  volumes  from  Lovelace  or  Saint-Preux. 
Hère  is  true  love,  no  beating  about  the  bush.  Love  may  be 
or  it  may  not,  but  where  it  is,  it  ought  to  reveal  itself  in  its 
immensity. 

Hère  am  I,  shorn  of  ail  my  little  arts  !  To  refuse  or 
accept  !  That  is  the  alternative  boldly  presented  me,  without 
the  ghost  of  an  opening  for  a  middle  course.     No  fencing 
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allowed!  This  is  no  longer  Paris;  we  are  in  the  heart  of 
Spain  or  the  far  East.  It  is  the  voice  of  Abencerrage, 
and  it  is  the  scimitar,  the  horse,  and  the  head  of  Abencerrage 
which  he  offers,  prostrate  before  a  Catholie  Eve!  Shall  I 
accept  this  last  descendant  of  the  Moors?  Eead  again  and 
again  his  Hispano-Saracenic  letter,  Eenée  dear,  and  you 
will  see  ho"w  love  makes  a  clean  sweep  of  ail  the  Judaic  bar- 
gains  of  your  philosophy. 

Renée,  your  letter  lies  heavy  on  my  heart;  you  hâve  vul- 
garized  life  for  me.  What  need  hâve  I  for  finessing?  Am  I 
not  mistress  for  ail  time  of  this  lion  whose  roar  dies  out  in 
plaintive  and  adoring  sighs  ?  Ah  !  how  he  must  bave  raged 
in  his  lair  of  the  Eue  Hillerin-Bertin  !  I  know  where  he  lives, 
I  bave  his  card  :  F.,  Baron  de  Macumer. 

He  bas  made  it  impossible  for  me  to  reply.  Ail  I  can  do 
is  to  fling  two  camellias  in  his  face.  What  fîendish  arts  does 
love  possess — pure,  honest,  simple-minded  love  !  Hère  is 
the  most  tremendous  crisis  of  a  woman's  heart  resolved  into 
an  easy,  simple  action.  Oh,  Asia!  I  bave  read  the  Arahian 
Niglits,  hère  is  there  very  essence  :  two  flowers,  and  the  ques- 
tion is  settled.  We  clear  the  fourteen  volumes  of  Clarissa 
Harlowe  with  a  bouquet.  I  writhe  before  this  letter,  like  a 
thread  in  the  fire.  To  take,  or  not  to  take,  my  two  camellias. 
Yes  or  No,  kill  or  give  life!  At  last  a  voice  cries  to  me, 
"Test  him!"    And  I  will  test  him. 


XVI 

THE  SAM£  TO  THE  SAME 

March. 

I  AM  dressed  in  white — white  camellias  in  my  hair,  and  an- 
other  in  my  hand.  My  mother  has  red  camellias  ;  so  it  would 
not  be  impossible  to  take  one  from  her — if  I  wished  !  I  bave 
a  strange  longing  to  put  off  the  décision  to  the  last  moment, 
and  make  him  pay  for  his  red  camellia  by  a  little  suspense. 


I 
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What  a  vision  of  beauty  !  Griffith  begged  me  to  stop  for 
a  little  and  be  admired.  The  solemn  crisis  of  the  evening  and 
the  drama  of  my  secret  reply  hâve  given  me  a  color;  on  each 
cheek  I  sport  a  red  camellia  laid  upon  a  white  ! 

1  A.  H. 

Everybody  admired  me,  but  only  one  adored.  He  himg  his 
head  as  I  entered  with  a  white  camellia,  but  tumed  pale  as 
the  flower  when,  later,  I  took  a  red  one  from  my  mother's 
hand.  To  arrive  with  the  two  flowers  might  possibly  hâve 
been  accidentai;  but  this  deliberate  action  was  a  reply.  My 
confession,  therefore,  is  fuller  than  it  need  hâve  been. 

The  opéra  was  Romeo  and  Juliet.  As  you  don't  know  the 
duet  of  the  two  levers,  you  can't  understand  the  bliss  of  two 
néophytes  in  love,  as  they  listen  to  this  divine  outpouring  of 
the  heart. 

On  retuming  home  I  went  to  bed,  but  only  to  count  the 
steps  which  resounded  on  the  sidewalk,  My  heart  and  head, 
darling,  are  ail  on  fire  now.  What  is  he  doing?  What  is  he 
thinking  of  ?  Has  he  a  thought,  a  single  thought,  that  is  not 
of  me?  Is  he,  in  very  truth,  the  devoted  slave  he  painted 
himself?  How  to  be  sure?  Or,  again,  has  it  ever  entered 
his  head  that,  if  I  accept  him,  I  lay  myself  open  to  the  shadow 
of  a  reproach  or  am  in  any  sensé  rewarding  or  thanking  him  ? 
I  am  harrowed  by  the  hair-splitting  casuistry  of  the  heroines 
in  Cyrus  and  Astrœa,  by  ail  the  subtle  arguments  of  the  court 
of  love. 

Has  he  any  idea  that,  in  affairs  of  love,  a  woman's  most 
trifling  actions  are  but  the  issue  of  long  brooding  and  inner 
c'onflicts,  of  victories  won  only  to  be  lost  !  What  are  his 
thoughts  at  this  moment?  How  can  I  give  him  my  orders 
to  Write  every  evening  the  particulars  of  the  day  just  gone? 
He  is  my  slave  whom  I  ought  to  keep  busy.  I  shall  déluge 
him  with  work  ! 

Sunday  Morning. 

Only  towards  morning  did  I  sleep  a  little.  It  is  midday 
now.    I  hâve  just  got  Griffith  to  write  the  following  letter  : 
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"l'o  the  Baron  de  Macumer. 

"Mademoiselle  de  Chaulieu  begs  rue,  Monsieur  le  Baron, 
to  ask  you  to  return  to  lier  the  cop}^  of  a  letter  written  to 
her  by  a  friand,  which  is  in  her  own  handwriting,  and  whieh 
you  carried  away. — Believe  me,  etc., 

"Griffith." 

My  dear,  Griffith  bas  gone  out;  she  bas  gone  to  tbe  Rue 
Hillerin-Bertin  ;  she  bas  handed  in  this  little  love-letter  for 
my  slave,  who  returned  to  me  in  an  envelope  my  idéal  portrait, 
stained  with  tears.  He  bas  obeyed.  Oh  !  my  sweet,  it  must 
bave  been  dear  to  him  !  x\nother  man  would  hâve  refused  to 
send  it  in  a  letter  f  ull  of  flattery  ;  but  tbe  Saracen  bas  f ulfilled 
bis  promises.    He  bas  obeyed.    It  moves  me  to  tears. 


XVII 

THE    SAME    TO   THE   SAME 

April  2nd. 

Yesterday  the  weather  was  splendid.  I  dressed  myself  like 
a  girl  who  wants  to  look  her  best  in  her  sweetheart's  eyes. 
My  father,  yielding  to  my  entreaties,  bas  given  me  tbe  pret- 
tiest  tumout  in  Paris — two  dapple-gray  horses  and  a  ba- 
rouche,  which  is  a  masterpiece  of  élégance.  I  was  making  a 
first  trial  of  this,  and  peeped  out  like  a  flower  f  rom  under  my 
sunshade  lined  with  white  silk. 

As  I  drove  up  tbe  avenue  of  the  Champs-Elysées,  I  saw 
my  Abencerrage  approaching  on  an  extraordinarily  beautiful 
borse.  Almost  every  man  nowadays  is  a  finished  jockey,  and 
tbey  ail  stopped  to  admire  and  inspect  it.  He  bowed  to  me, 
and  on  receiving  a  friendly  sign  of  encouragement,  slackened 
bis  horse's  paee  so  that  I  was  able  to  say  to  him  : 

"You  are  not  vexed  with  me  for  asking  for  my  letter;  it 
was  no  use  to  you."  Then  in  a  lower  voice,  "You  bave  al- 
ready  transcended  the  idéal.  .  .  .  Your  horse  makes  you 
an  object  of  gênerai  interest,"  I  went  on  aloud. 
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"My  steward  in  Sardinia  sent  it  to  me.  He  is  very  proud 
of  it  ;  for  this  horse,  which  is  of  Arab  blood,  was  born  in  my 
stables." 

This  morning,  my  dear,  Hénarez  was  on  an  English  sorrel, 
also  very  fine,  but  not  such  as  to  attract  attention.  My  light, 
moeking  words  had  done  their  work.  He  bowed  to  me  and 
I  replied  with  a  slight  inclination  of  the  head. 

The  Duc  d'Angoulême  ha  s  bought  Macumer's  horse.  My 
slave  understood  that  he  was  deserting  the  rôle  of  simplicity 
by  attracting  the  notice  of  the  crowd.  A  man  ought  to  be 
remarked  for  what  he  is,  not  for  his  horse,  or  anything  else 
belonging  to  him.  To  hâve  too  beautiful  a  horse  seems  to 
me  a  pièce  of  bad  taste,  just  as  much  as  wearing  a  huge  dia- 
mond  pin.  I  was  delighted  at  being  able  to  find  fault  with 
him.  Perhaps  there  may  hâve  been  a  touch  of  vanity  in  what 
he  did,  very  excusable  in  a  poor  exile,  and  I  like  to  see  this 
childishness. 

Oh  !  my  dear  old  preacher,  do  my  love  affairs  amuse  you 
as  much  as  your  dismal  philosophy  gives  me  the  creeps? 
Dear  Philip  the  Second  in  petticoats,  are  you  comfortable  in 
my  barouche?  Do  you  see  those  velvet  eyes,  humble,  yet  so 
éloquent,  and  glorying  in  their  servitude,  which  flash  on  me 
as  some  one  goes  by  ?  He  is  a  hero,  Eenée,,  and  he  wears  my 
livery,  and  always  a  red  camellia  in  his  buttonhole,  while  I 
hâve  always  a  white  one  in  my  hand. 

How  clear  everything  becomes  in  the  light  of  love!  How 
well  I  know  my  Paris  now  !  It  is  ail  transfused  with  mean- 
ing.  And  love  hère  is  lovelier,  grander,  more  bewltching  than 
elsewhere. 

I  am  convinced  now  that  I  could  never  flirt  with  a  fool  or 
make  any  impression  on  him.  It  is  only  men  of  real  dis- 
tinction who  can  enter  into  our  feelings  and  feel  our  influence. 
Oh!  my  poor  friend,  forgive  me.  I  forgot  our  l'Estorade. 
But  didn't  you  tell  me  you  were  going  to  make  a  genius  of 
him  ?  I  know  what  that  means.  You  will  dry  nurse  him  till 
some  day  he  is  able  to  understand  you. 

Good-bye.    I  am  a  little  off  my  head,  and  must  stop. 
14 
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XVIII 

MME.    DE   L'ESTORADE   TO    LOUISE    DE    CHAULIEU 

April. 

My  angel — or  ought  I  not  rather  to  say  my  imp  of  evil? — 
you  hâve,  without  meaning  it,  grieved  me  sorely.  I  would  say 
wounded  were  we  not  one  soûl.  And  yet  it  is  possible  to 
wound  oneself. 

How  plain  it  is  that  you  hâve  never  realized  the  force  of 
the  Word  indissoluble  as  applied  to  the  contraet  binding  man 
and  woman  !  I  hâve  no  wish  to  controvert  what  has  been 
laid  down  by  philosophers  or  legislators — ^they  are  quite 
capable  of  doing  this  for  themselves — but,  dear  one,  in  making 
marriage  irrévocable  and  imposing  on  it  a  relentless  formula, 
which  admits  of  no  exceptions,  they  hâve  rendered  each  union 
a  thing  as  distinct  as  one  individual  is  from  another.  Eaeh 
has  its  own  inner  laws  which  differ  from  those  of  others. 
The  laws  regulating  married  life  in  the  country,  for  instance, 
where  husband  and  wife  are  never  out  of  each  other's  sight, 
cannot  be  the  same  as  those  regulating  a  household  in  town, 
where  fréquent  distractions  give  variety  to  life.  Or  con- 
versely,  married  life  in  Paris,  where  existence  is  one  perpétuai 
whirl,  must  demand  différent  treatment  from  the  more  peace- 
ful  home  in  the  provinces. 

But  if  place  alters  the  conditions  of  marriage,  much  more 
does  character.  The  wife  of  a  man  bom  to  be  a  leader  need 
only  resign  herself  to  his  guidance  ;  whereas  the  wife  of  a  f ool, 
conscious  of  superior  power,  is  bound  to  take  the  reins  in  her 
own  hand  if  she  would  avert  calamity. 

You  speak  of  vice;  and  it  is  possible  that,  after  ail,  reason 
and  reflection  produce  a  resuit  not  dissimilar  from  what  we 
call  by  that  name.  For  what  does  a  woman  mean  by  it  but 
perversion  of  feeling  through  calculation  ?  Passion  is  vicions 
when  it  reasons,  admirable  only  when  it  springs  from  the 
heart  and  spends  itself  in  sublime  impulses  that  set  at  na.ught 
ail  selfish  considérations.    Sooner  or  later,  dear  one,  you  too 
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will  say,  "Yes  !  dissimulation  is  the  necessar}'  armor  of  a  wo- 
man,  if  by  dissimulation  be  mcant  courage  to  bear  in  silence, 
prudence  to  foresee  the  future." 

Every  married  woman  learns  to  her  cost  the  existence  of 
certain  social  laws,  which,  in  many  respects,  conflict  with 
the  laws  of  nature.  Marrying  at  our  âge,  it  would  be  possible 
to  hâve  a  dozen  children.  What  is  this  but  another  name  for 
a  dozen  crimes,  a  dozen  misfortunes?  It  would  be  handing 
over  to  poverty  and  despair  twelve  innocent  darlings  ;  whereas 
two  children  would  mean  the  happiness  of  both,  a  double 
blessing,  two  lives  capable  of  developing  in  harmony  with 
the  eustoms  and  laws  of  our  time.  The  natural  law  and  the 
code  are  in  hostility,  and  we  are  the  battle  ground.  Would 
you  give  the  name  of  vice  to  the  prudence  of  the  wife  who 
guards  her  family  from  destruction  through  its  own  acts? 
One  ealculation  or  a  thousand,  what  matter,  if  the  décision 
no  longer  rests  with  the  heart  ? 

And  of  this  terrible  ealculation  you  will  be  guilty  some  day, 
my  noble  Baronne  de  Macumer,  when  you  are  the  proud  and 
happy  wife  of  the  man  who  adores  you  ;  or  rather,  being  a 
man  of  sensé,  he  will  spare  you  by  making  it  himself.  (You 
see,  dear  dreamer,  that  I  hâve  studied  the  code  in  its  bearings 
on  conjugal  relations.)  And  when  at  last  that  day  comes,. 
you  will  understand  that  we  are  answerable  only  to  God  and 
to  ourselves  for  the  means  we  employ  to  keep  happiness 
alight  in  the  heart  of  our  homes.  Far  better  is  the  ealculation 
which  succeeds  in  this  than  the  reckless  passion  which  intro- 
duces  trouble,  heart-burnings,  and  dissension. 

I  hâve  reflected  painfully  on  the  duties  of  a  wife  and 
mother  of  a  family.  Yes,  sweet  one,  it  is  only  by  a  sublime 
hypocrisy  that  we  can  attain  the  noblest  idéal  of  a  perfect 
woman.  You  tax  me  with  insincerity  because  I  dole  out  to 
Louis,  from  day  to  day,  the  measure  of  his  intimacy  with 
me  ;  but  is  it  not  too  close  an  intimacy  which  provokes  rup- 
ture ?  My  aim  is  to  give  him,  in  the  very  interest  of  his  hap- 
piness, many  occupations,  which  will  ail  serve  as  distractions 
to  his  love  ;  and  this  is  not  the  reasoning  of  passion.    If  affec- 
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tion  be  inexhaustible,  it  is  not  so  with  love  :  tlie  task,  therefore, 
of  a  woman — truly  no  light  one — is  to  spread  it  out  thriftily 
over  a  lifetime. 

At  the  risk  of  exciting  your  disgust,  I  must  tell  you  that 
I  persist  in  the  principles  I  hâve  adopted,  and  hold  myself 
both  heroic  and  gênerons  in  so  doing.  Virtue,  my  pet,  is  an 
abstraet  idea,  varying  in  its  manifestations  with  the  sur- 
roundings.  Virtue  in  Provence,  in  Constantinople,  in  Lon- 
don,  and  in  Paris  bears  very  différent  fruit,  but  is  none  the  less 
virtue.  Each  human  life  is  a  substance  compacted  of  widely 
dissimilar  éléments,  though,  viewed  from  a  certain  height,  the 
gênerai  effect  is  the  same. 

If  I  wished  to  make  Louis  unhappy  and  to  bring  about  a 
séparation,  ail  I  need  do  is  to  leave  the  helni  in  bis  hands. 
I  hâve  not  had  your  good  fortune  in  meeting  with  a  man  of 
the  highest  distinction,  but  I  may  perhaps  bave  the  satisfac- 
tion of  helping  him  on  the  road  to  it.  Five  years  hence  let  us 
meet  in  Paris  and  see  !  I  believe  we  shall  succeed  in  mystify- 
ing  you.  You  will  tell  me  then  that  I  was  quite  mistaken,  and 
that  M.  de  l'Estorade  is  a  man  of  great  natural  gifts. 

As  for  this  brave  love,  of  which  I  know  only  what  you  tell 
me,  thèse  tremors  and  night  watches  by  starlight  on  the 
baleony,  this  idolâtrons  worship,  this  déification  of  woman — 
I  knew  it  was  not  for  me.  You  can  enlarge  the  borders  of 
your  brilliant  life  as  you  please;  mine  is  hemmed  in  to  the 
boundaries  of  La  Crampade. 

And  you  reproach  me  for  the  jealous  care  which  alone 
can  nurse  this  modest  and  fragile  shoot  into  a  wealth  of  last- 
ing  and  mysterious  happiness  !  I  believed  myself  to  bave 
found  out  how  to  adapt  the  charm  of  a  mistress  to  the  position 
of  a  wife,  and  you  bave  almost  made  me  blush  for  my  device. 
Who  shall  say  which  of  us  is  right,  which  wrong?  Perhaps 
we  are  both  right  and  both  wrong.  Perhaps  this  is  the  heavy 
price  which  society  exacts  for  our  furbelows,  our  titles,  and 
our  children. 

I  toc  bave  my  red  camellias,  but  they  bloom  on  my  lips  in 
smiles  for  my  double  charge — the  father  and  the  son — whose 
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slave  and  mistress  I  am.  But,  my  dear,  your  last  letters  made 
me  feel  what  I  hâve  lost  !  You  hâve  taught  me  ail  a  woman 
sacrifices  in  marrying.  One  single  glance  did  I  take  at  those 
beautiful  wild  plateaus  where  you  range  at  your  sweet  will, 
and  I  will  not  tell  you  the  tears  that  fell  as  I  read.  But  re- 
gret is  not  remorse,  though  it  may  be  first  cousin  to  it. 

You  say,  "Marriage  has  made  you  a  philosopher!"  Alas! 
bitterly  did  I  feel  how  far  this  was  from  the  truth,  as  I  wept 
to  think  of  you  swept  away  on  love's  torrent.  But  my  father 
has  made  me  read  one  of  the  profoundest  thinkers  of  thèse 
parts,  the  man  on  whom  the  mantle  of  Bossuet  has  fallen,  one 
of  those  hard-headed  theorists  whose  words  force  conviction. 
While  you  were  reading  Corinne,  I  conned  Bonald  ;  and  hère 
is  the  whole  secret  of  my  philosophy.  He  revealed  to  me 
the  Family  in  its  strength  and  holiness.  According  to  Bonald, 
your  father  was  right  in  his  homily. 

Farewell,  my  dear  fancy,  my  f riend,  my  wild  other  self. 


XIX 

LOUISE  DE   CHAULIED   TO   MME.    DE   L'ESTORADE 

Well,  my  Eenée,  you  are  a  love  of  a  woman,  and  I  quite 
agrée  now  that  we  can  only  be  virtuous  by  cheating.  Will 
that  satisf  y  you  ?  Moreover,  the  man  who  loves  us  is  our  prop- 
erty;  we  can  make  a  fool  or  a  genius  of  him  as  we  please; 
only,  between  ourselves,  the  former  happens  more  commonly. 
You  will  make  yours  a  genius,  and  you  won't  tell  the  secret — 
there  are  two  heroic  actions,  if  you  will  ! 

Ah  !  if  there  were  no  future  life,  how  nicely  you  would 
be  sold,  for  this  is  martyrdom  into  which  you  are  plunging 
of  your  own  accord.  You  want  to  make  him  ambitions  and 
to  keep  him  in  love  !  Child  that  you  are,  surely  the  last  alone 
is  sufficient. 
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Tell  me,  to  what  point  is  calcnlation  a  virtue,  or  virtue 
calculation?  You  won't  say?  Well,  we  won't  quarrel  over 
that,  since  we  bave  Bonald  to  refer  to.  We  are,  and  intend  to 
reniain,  virtuous;  nevertheless  at  this  moment  I  believe  that 
you,  with  ail  your  pretty  little  knavery,  are  a  better  woman 
tban  I  am, 

Yes,  I  am  shockingly  deceitful.  I  love  Felipe,  and  I  conceal 
it  from  bim  with  an  odious  bypocrisy.  I  long  to  see  him  leap 
f rom  bis  tree  to  the  top  of  the  wall,  and  from  the  wall  to  my 
balcony — and  if  be  did,  bow  I  should  wither  him  with  my 
scorn  !    You  see,  I  am  frank  enough  with  you. 

What  restrains  me  ?  Wbere  is  the  mysterious  power  which 
prevents  me  from  telling  Felipe,  dear  fellow,  bow  supremely 
happy  be  bas  made  me  by  the  outpouring  of  bis  love — so 
pure,  so  absolute,  so  boundless,  so  unobtrusive,  and  so  over- 
flowing  ? 

Mme.  de  Mirbel  is  painting  my  portrait,  and  I  intend  to 
give  it  to  him,  my  dear.  What  surprises  me  more  and  more 
every  day  is  the  animation  which  love  puts  into  life.  How 
f ull  of  interest  is  every  bour,  every  action,  every  trifle  !  and 
what  amazing  confusion  between  the  past,  the  future,  and 
the  présent  !  One  lives  in  three  tenses  at  once.  Is  it  still 
so  after  the  beights  of  bappiness  are  reacbed?  Oh!  tell  me, 
I  implore  you,  what  is  bappiness  ?  Does  it  soothe,  or  does  it 
excite?  I  am  borribly  restless;  I  seem  to  bave  lost  ail  my 
bearings;  a  force  in  my  heart  drags  me  to  him,  spite  of 
reason  and  spite  of  propriety.  There  is  this  gain,  that  I  am 
better  able  to  enter  into  your  feelings. 

Felipe's  bappiness  consists  in  feeling  bimself  mine  ;  the 
aloofness  of  bis  love,  bis  strict  obédience,  irritate  me,  just 
as  his  attitude  of  profound  respect  provoked  me  when  he 
was  only  my  Spanish  master.  I  am  tempted  to  cry  out  to 
him  as  be  passes,  "Fool,  if  you  love  me  so  much  as  a  pieture, 
what  will  it  be  when  you  know  the  real  me  ?" 

Oh  !  Eenée,  you  hum  my  letters,  don't  you  ?  I  will  burn 
yours.  If  other  eyes  tban  ours  were  tn  read  thèse  thoughts 
which  pass  from  heart  to  heart,  I  should  send  Felipe  to  put 
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them  out,  and  perhaps  to  kill  the  owners,  by  way  of  addi- 
tional  security. 

Monday. 

Oh  !  Renée,  how  is  it  possible  to  f  athom  the  heart  of  man  ? 
My  father  ought  to  introduce  me  to  M.  Bonald,  since  he  is 
so  learned;  I  would  ask  him.  I  envy  the  privilège  of  God, 
who  can  read  the  underciirrents  of  the  heart. 

Does  he  still  worship?    That  is  the  whole  question. 

If  ever,  in  gesture,  glance,  or  tone,  I  were  to  deteet  the 
slightest  falling  off  in  the  respect  he  used  to  show  me  in  the 
days  when  he  was  my  instructor  in  Spanish,  I  feel  that  I 
should  hâve  strength  to  put  the  whole  thing  from  me.  "Why 
thèse  fine  words,  thèse  grand  resolutions?"  you  will  say. 
Dear,  I  will  tell  you. 

My  faseinating  father,  who  treats  me  with  the  dévotion 
of  an  Italian  cavalière  servante  for  his  lady,  had  my  portrait 
painted,  as  I  told  you,  by  Mme.  de  Mirbel.  I  contrived  to 
get  a  copy  made,  good  enough  to  do  for  the  Duke,  and  sent 
the  original  to  Felipe.  I  despatched  it  yesterday,  and  thèse 
lines  with  it: 

"Don  Felipe,  your  single-heartel  dévotion  is  met  by  a  blind 
confidence.  Time  will  show  whether  this  is  not  to  treat  a 
man  as  more  than  human." 

It  was  a  big  reward.  It  looked  like  a  promise  and — dread- 
ful  to  say — a  challenge;  but — which  will  seem  to  you  still 
more  dreadful — I  quite  intended  that  it  should  suggest  both 
thèse  things,  without  going  so  far  as  actually  to  commit  me. 
If  in  his  reply  there  is  "Dear  Louise  !"  or  even  "Louise,"  he 
is  done  for  ! 

Tuesday. 

No,  he  is  not  done  for.  The  constitutional  minister  is  per- 
fect  as  a  lover.    Hère  is  his  letter  : — 

"Every  moment  passed  away  from  your  sight  has  been 
ûlled  by  me  with  idéal  pictures  of  you,  my  eyes  closed  to 
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the  outside  world  and  fixed  in  méditation  on  your  image, 
which  used  to  obey  the  summons  too  slowly  in  that  dim  palace 
of  dreams,  glorified  by  your  présence.  Henceforth  my  gaze 
will  rest  upon  this  wondrous  ivory — this  talisman,  might  I 
not  say? — since  your  blue  eyes  sparkle  with  life  as  I  look, 
and  paint  passes  into  flesh  and  blood.  If  I  hâve  delayed 
writing,  it  is  because  I  could  not  tear  myself  away  from  your 
présence,  which  wrung  from  me  ail  that  I  was  bound  to 
keep  most  secret. 

"Yes,  closeted  with  you  ail  last  night  and  to-day,  I  hâve, 
for  the  first  time  in  my  life,  given  myself  up  to  full,  com- 
plète, and  boundless  happiness.  Could  you  but  see  yourself 
where  I  hâve  placed  you,  between  the  Virgin  and  God,  you 
might  hâve  some  idea  of  the  agony  in  which  the  night  has 
passed.  But  I  would  not  offend  you  by  speaking  of  it;  for 
one  glance  from  your  eyes,  robbed  of  the  tender  sweetness 
which  is  my  life,  would  be  full  of  torture  for  me,  and  I  im- 
plore your  clemency  therefore  in  advance.  Queen  of  my  life 
and  of  my  soûl,  oh  !  that  you  could  grant  me  but  one-thou- 
sandth  part  of  the  love  I  bear  you! 

"This  was  the  burden  of  my  prayer;  doubt  worked  havoc 
in  my  soûl  as  I  oscillated  between  belief  and  despair,  be- 
tween life  and  death,  darkness  and  light.  A  criminal  whose 
verdict  hangs  in  the  balance  is  not  more  racked  with  sus- 
pense than  I,  as  I  own  to  my  temerity.  The  smile 
imaged  on  your  lips,  to  which  my  eyes  turned  ever  and  again, 
was  alone  able  to  calm  the  storm  roused  by  the  dread  of  dis- 
pleasing  you.  From  my  birth  no  one,  not  even  my  mother, 
has  smiled  on  me.  The  beautif  ul  young  girl  who  was  designed 
for  me  rejected  my  heart  and  gave  hers  to  my  brother.  Again, 
in  politics  ail  my  efforts  hâve  been  defeated.  In  the  eyes  of 
my  king  I  hâve  read  only  thirst  for  vengeance;  from  child- 
hood  he  has  been  my  enemy,  and  the  vote  of  the  Cortes  which 
placed  me  in  power  was  regarded  by  him  as  a  personal  in- 
suit. 

"Less  than  this  might  breed  despondency  in  the  stoutest 
heart.    Besides,  I  hâve  no  illusion;  I  know  the  gracelessness 
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of  my  person,  and  am  well  aware  how  difficult  it  is  to  do 
justice  to  the  heart  within  so  rugged  a  shell.  To  be  loved  had 
ceased  to  be  more  than  a  dream  to  me  when  I  met  you.  Thus 
when  I  bound  myself  to  your  service  I  knew  that  dévotion 
alone  could  excuse  my  passion. 

"But,  as  I  look  upon  this  portrait  and  listen  to  your 
smile  that  whispers  of  rapture,  the  rays  of  a  hope  which  I 
had  stemly  banished  pierced  the  gloom,  like  the  light  of 
dawn,  again  to  be  obscured  by  rising  mists  of  doubt  and  fear 
of  your  displeasure,  if  the  morning  should  break  to  day.  No, 
it  is  impossible  you  should  love  me  yet — I  feel  it;  but  in 
time,  as  you  make  proof  of  the  strength,  the  constancy,  and 
depth  of  my  affection,  you  may  yield  me  some  foothold  in 
your  heart.  If  my  daring  offends  you,  tell  me  so  without 
anger,  and  I  will  return  to  my  former  part.  But  if  you  con- 
sent to  try  and  love  me,  be  merciful  and  break  it  gently  to 
one  who  has  placed  the  happiness  of  bis  life  in  the  single 
thought  of  serving  you." 

My  dear,  as  I  read  thèse  last  words,  he  seemed  to  rise 
before  me,  pale  as  the  night  when  the  camellias  told  their 
story  and  he  knew  his  offering  was  accepted.  Thèse  words, 
in  their  humility,  were  clearly  something  quite  différent  from 
the  usual  flowery  rhetoric  of  lovers,  and  a  wave  of  feeling 
broke  over  me;  it  was  the  breath  of  happiness. 

The  weather  has  been  atrocious;  impossible  to  go  to  the 
Bois  without  exciting  ail  sorts  of  suspicions.  Even  my 
mother,  who  often  goes  out,  regardless  of  rain,  remains  at 
home,  and  alone. 

Wednesday  evening. 

I  have  just  seen  him  at  the  Opéra,  my  dear;  he  is  another 
man.  He  came  to  our  box,  introduced  by  the  Sardinian 
ambassador. 

Having  read  in  my  eyes  that  this  audacity  was  taken  in 
good  part,  he  seemed  awkwardly  conscious  of  his  limbs,  and 
addressed  the  Marquise  d'Espard  as  "mademoiselle."  A  light 
far  brighter  than  the  glare  of  the  chandeliers  flashed  from 
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his  eyes.  At  last  he  went  out  with  the  air  of  a  man  who 
didn't  know  what  he  might  do  next. 

"The  Baron  de  Macumer  is  in  love!"  exclaimed  Mme.  de 
Maufrigneuse. 

"Strange,  isn't  it,  for  a  fallen  minister?"  replied  my 
mother. 

I  had  snfficient  présence  of  mind  myself  to  regard  with 
curiosity  Mmes.  de  Maufrigneuse  and  d'Espard  and  my 
mother,  as  though  they  were  talking  a  foreign  language  and 
I  wanted  to  know  what  it  was  ail  about,  but  inwardly  my 
soûl  sank  in  the  waves  of  an  intoxieating  joy.  There  is  only 
one  Word  to  express  what  I  felt,  and  that  is  :  rapture.  Such 
love  as  Felipe's  surely  makes  him  worthy  of  mine.  I  am 
the  very  breath  of  his  life,  my  hands  hold  the  thread  that 
guides  his  thoughts.  To  be  quite  frank,  I  bave  a  mad  long- 
ing  to  see  him  clear  every  obstacle  and  stand  before  me,  ask- 
ing  boldly  for  my  hand.  Then  I  should  know  whether  this 
storm  of  love  would  sink  to  placid  calm  at  a  glance  from  me. 

Ah!  my  dear,  I  stopped  hère,  and  I  am  still  ail  in  a 
tremble.  As  I  wrote,  I  heard  a  slight  noise  outside,  and  rose 
to  see  what  it  was.  From  my  window  I  could  see  him  com- 
ing  along  the  ridge  of  the  wall  at  the  risk  of  his  life.  I  went 
to  the  bedroora  window  and  made  him  a  sign,  it  was  enough  ; 
he  leaped  from  the  wall — ten  feet — and  then  ran  along  the 
road,  as  far  as  I  could  see  him,  in  order  to  show  me  that  he 
was  not  hurt.  That  he  should  think  of  my  fear  at  the  mo- 
ment when  he  must  bave  been  stunned  by  his  fall,  moved  me 
so  much  that  I  am  still  crying  ;  I  don't  know  why.  Poor  un- 
gainly  man  !  what  was  he  coming  for  ?  what  had  he  to  say 
to  me? 

I  dare  not  write  my  thoughts,  and  shall  go  to  bed  joyful, 
thinking  of  ail  that  we  would  say  if  we  were  together.  Fare- 
well,  fair  silent  one.  I  bave  not  time  to  scold  you  for  not  writ- 
ing,  but  it  is  more  than  a  month  since  I  hâve  heard  from 
you  !  Does  this  mean  that  you  are  at  last  happy  ?  Hâve  you 
lost  the  "complète  independence"  which  you  were  so  proud 
of,  and  which  to-night  has  so  nearly  played  me  false? 
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XX 

ren:ée  de  l'estorade  to  louise  de  chaulieu 

May. 

If  love  be  the  life  of  the  world,  wh}'  do  austère  philosophers 
count  it  for  nothing  in  marriage?  Why  should  Society  take 
for  its  first  law  that  the  woman  must  be  sacrificed  to  the 
family,  introducing  thus  a  note  of  discord  into  the  very  heart 
of  marriage?  And  this  discord  was  foreseen,  since  it  was  to 
meet  the  dangers  arising  from  it  that  men  were  armed  with 
new-foimd  powers  against  lis.  But  for  thèse,  Ave  should  hâve 
beeu  able  to  bring  their  whole  theory  to  nothing,  wliether  by 
the  force  of  love  or  of  a  secret,  persistent  aversion. 

I  see  in  marriage,  as  it  at  présent  exists,  two  opposing 
forces  which  it  was  the  task  of  the  lawgiver  to  reconcile. 
"When  will  they  be  reconciled?"  I  said  to  myself,  as  I  rcad 
your  letter.  Oh!  my  dear,  one  such  letter  alone  is  enough 
to  overthrow  the  whole  fabric  constructed  by  the  sage  of 
Aveyron,  under  whose  shelter  I  had  so  cheerfully  ensconccd 
myself!  The  laws  were  made  by  old  men — any  woman  can 
see  that — and  they  bave  been  prudent  enough  to  decree  that 
conjugal  love,  apart  from  passion,  is  not  degrading,  and  that 
a  woman  in  yielding  herself  may  dispense  with  the  sanction 
of  love,  provided  the  man  can  legally  call  her  his.  In  their 
exclusive  concern  for  the  family  they  bave  imitated  Nature, 
whose  one  care  is  to  propagate  the  species. 

Formerly  I  was  a  person,  now  I  am  a  chattel.  Not  a  few 
tears  bave  I  gulped  down,  alone  and  far  from  every  one.  How 
gladly  would  I  bave  exchanged  them  for  a  consoling  smile  ! 
Why  are  our  destinies  so  unequal?  Your  soûl  expands  in 
the  atmosphère  of  a  lawful  passion.  For  you,  virtue  will 
coïncide  with  pleasure.  If  you  encounter  pain,  it  will  be 
of  your  own  free  choice.  Your  duty,  if  you  marry  Felipe, 
will  be  one  with  the  sweetest,  freest  indulgence  of  feeling. 
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Our  future  is  big  with  the  answer  to  my  question,  and  I  look 
for  it  with  restless  eagerness. 

You  love  and  are  adored.  Oh!  my  dear,  let  this  noble 
romance,  the  old  subject  of  our  dreams,  take  full  possession 
of  your  soûl.  Womanly  beauty,  refined  and  spiritualized  in 
you,  was  ereated  by  God,  for  His  own  purposes,  to  cliarm 
and  to  delight.  Yes,  my  sweet,  guard  well  the  secret  of  your 
heart,  and  submit  Felipe  to  those  ingenious  devices  of  ours 
for  testing  a  lover's  métal.  Above  ail,  make  trial  of  your 
own  love,  for  this  is  even  more  important.  It  is  so  easy  to 
be  misled  by  the  deceptive  glamour  of  novelty  and  passion, 
and  by  the  vision  of  happiness. 

Alone  of  the  two  friends,  you  remain  in  your  maiden  in- 
dependence;  and  I  beseech  you,  dearest,  do  not  risk  the  ir- 
révocable step  of  marriage  without  some  guarantee.  It  hap- 
pens  sometimes,  when  two  are  talking  together,  apart  from 
the  world,  their  soûls  stripped  of  social  disguise,  that  a 
gesture,  a  word,  a  look  lights  up,  as  by  a  flash,  some  dark 
abyss.  You  hâve  courage  and  strength  to  tread  boldly  in 
paths  where  others  would  be  lost. 

You  hâve  no  conception  in  what  anxiety  I  watch  you. 
Across  ail  this  space  I  see  you;  my  heart  beats  with  yours. 
Be  sure,  therefore,  to  write  and  tell  me  everything.  Your 
letters  create  an  inner  life  of  passion  within  my  homely, 
peaceful  household,  which  reminds  me  of  a  level  highroad 
on  a  gray  day.  The  only  event  hère,  my  sweet,  is  that  I  am 
playing  cross-purposes  with  myself.  But  I  don't  want  to  tell 
you  about  it  just  now;  it  must  wait  for  another  day.  With 
dogged  obstinacy,  I  pass  from  despair  to  hope,  now  yielding, 
now  holding  back.  It  may  be  that  I  ask  from  life  more  than 
we  hâve  a  right  to  claim.  In  youth  we  are  so  ready  to  be- 
lieve  that  the  idéal  and  the  real  will  harmonize  ! 

I  havo  been  pondering  alone,  seated  beneath  a  rock  in  my 
park,  and  the  fruit  of  my  pondering  is  that  love  in  marriage 
is  a  happy  accident  on  which  it  is  impossible  to  base  a  uni- 
versal  law.  My  Aveyron  philosopher  is  right  in  looking  on 
the  family  as  the  only  possible  unit  in  society,  and  in  placing 
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woman  in  subjection  to  the  family,  as  she  has  been  in  ail 
âges.  The  solution  of  this  great — for  us  almost  awful — ques- 
tion lies  in  our  first  child.  For  this  reason,  I  would  gladly 
be  a  mother,  were  it  only  to  supply  food  for  the  consuming 
energy  of  my  soûl. 

Louis'  temper  remains  as  perfeet  as  ever  ;  his  love  is  of  the 
active,  my  tenderness  of  the  passive,  type.  He  is  happy, 
plucking  the  flowers  which  bloom  for  him,  without  troubling 
about  the  labor  of  the  earth  which  has  produced  them. 
Blessed  self-absorption  !  At  whatever  cost  to  myself,  I  fall 
in  with  his  illusions,  as  a  mother,  in  my  idea  of  her,  should 
be  ready  to  spend  herself  to  satisfy  a  fancy  of  her  child. 
The  intensity  of  his  Joy  blinds  him,  and  even  throws  its  re- 
flection  upon  me.  The  smile  or  look  of  satisfaction  which 
the  knowledge  of  his  content  brings  to  my  face  is  enough 
to  satisfy  him.  And  so,  "my  child"  is  the  pet  name  which  I 
give  him  when  we  are  alone. 

And  I  wait  for  the  fruit  of  ail  thèse  sacrifices  which  re- 
main a  secret  between  God,  myself,  and  you.  On  mother- 
hood  I  hâve  staked  enormously  ;  my  crédit  account  is  now  too 
large,  I  fear  I  shall  never  receive  full  payment.  To  it  I  look 
for  employment  of  my  energy,  expansion  of  my  heart,  and 
the  compensation  of  a  world  of  joys.  Pray  Heaven  I  be  not 
deeeived  !  It  is  a  question  of  ail  my  future  and,  horrible 
thought,  of  mv  virtue. 


XXI 

LOUISE  DE  CHAULIEU  TO  RENÉE  DE  l'ESTORADE 

June. 

Dear  wedded  Sweetheart, — Your  letter  has  arrived  at  the 
very  moment  to  hearten  me  for  a  bold  step  which  I  hâve 
been  meditating  night  and  day.  I  feel  within  me  a  strange 
craving  for  the  unknown,  or,  if  you  will,  the  forbidden, 
which  makes  me  uneasy  and  reveals  a  conflict  in  progress  in 
my  soûl  between  the  laws  of  society  and  of  nature.    I  can- 
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not  tell  wliethor  nature  in  me  is  tlic  stronger  of  tho  two,  but 
I  surprise  myself  in  the  act  of  niediating  between  the  hostile 
powers. 

In  plain  words,  what  I  wanted  was  to  speak  with  Felipe, 
alone,  at  night,  under  the  lime-trees  at  the  bottom  of  our 
garden.  There  is  no  denying  that  this  désire  beseems  the 
girl  who  lias  earned  the  epithct  of  an  "up-to-date  young 
lady,"  bestowed  on  me  by  the  Duchess  in  jest,  and  wliich  my 
father  has  approved. 

Yet  to  me  there  seems  a  method  in  this  madness.  I  should 
récompense  Felipe  for  the  long  nights  he  has  passed  under 
my  window,  at  the  same  time  that  I  should  test  him,  by 
seeing  what  he  thinks  of  my  escapade  and  how  he  comports 
himself  at  a  critical  moment.  Let  him  cast  a  halo  round 
my  f olly — behold  in  him  my  husband  ;  let  him  show  one  iota 
less  of  the  tremulous  respect  with  which  he  bows  to  me  in 
the  Champs-Elysées,  Don  Felipe 

As  for  Society,  I  run  less  risk  in  meeting  my  lover  thus 
than  when  I  smile  to  him  in  the  drawing-rooms  of  Mme. 
de  Maufrigneuse  and  the  old  Marquise  de  Beausêant,  where 
spies  now  surround  us  on  every  side  ;  and  Heaven  only  knows 
how  people  stare  at  the  girl,  suspected  of  a  weakness  for  a 
grotesque,  like  Macumer. 

I  cannot  tell  you  to  what  a  state  of  agitation  I  am  re- 
dueed  by  dreaming  of  this  idea,  and  the  time  I  hâve  given  to 
planning  its  exécution.  I  wanted  you  badly.  What  happy 
hours  we  should  bave  chattered  away,  lost  in  the  mazes  of 
uncertainty,  enjoying  in  anticipation  ail  the  delights  and 
horrors  of  a  first  meeting  in  the  silence  of  night,  under  the 
noble  lime-trees  of  the  Chaulieu  mansion,  with  the  moon- 
light  dancing  through  the  leaves  !  As  I  sat  alone,  every 
nerve  tingling,  I  eried,  "Oh!  Renée,  where  are  you?"  Then 
jour  letter  came,  like  a  match  to  gunpowder,  and  my  last 
scruples  went  by  the  board. 

Through  the  window  I  tossed  to  my  bewildered  adorer  an 
exact  tracing  of  the  key  of  the  little  gâte  at  the  end  of 
the  garden,  together  with  this  note: 
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"Your  niaduess  inust  really  be  put  a  stop  to.  If  you  broke 
your  neck,  you  would  ruin  the  réputation  of  the  woman  you 
profess  to  love.  Are  you  worthy  of  a  new  proof  of  regard, 
and  do  you  deserve  that  I  should  talk  with  you  under  the 
limes  at  the  foot  of  the  garden  at  the  hour  when  the  rnoon 
throws   them   into   shadow?" 

Yesterday  at  one  o'clock,  when  Griffith  was  going  to  bed, 
I  said  to  her: 

"Take  your  shawl,  dear,  and  corne  out  with  me.  I  want 
to  go  to  the  bottom  of  the  garden  without  any  one  knowing." 

Without  a  Word,  she  followed  me.  Oh!  my  Eenée,  what 
an  awful  moment  when,  after  a  little  pause  full  of  delicious 
thrills  of  agony,  I  saw  him  gliding  along  like  a  shadow. 
When  he  had  reached  the  garden  safely,  I  said  to  Griffith  : 

"Don't  be  astonished,  but  the  Baron  de  Macumer  is  hère, 
and,  indeed,  it  is  on  that  aceount  I  brought  you  with  me." 

No  reply  from  Griffith. 

"What  would  you  hâve  with  me?"  said  Felipe,  in  a  tone 
of  sueh  agitation  that  it  was  easy  to  see  he  was  driven  be- 
side  himself  by  the  noise,  slight  as  it  was,  of  our  dresses 
in  the  silence  of  the  night  and  of  our  steps  upon  the  gravel. 

"I  want  to  say  to  you  what  I  could  not  write,"  I  re- 
plied. 

Griffith  withdrew  a  few  steps.  It  was  one  of  those  mild 
nights,  when  the  air  is  heavy  with  the  scent  of  flowers.  My 
head  swam  with  the  intoxicating  delight  of  finding  myself 
ail  but  alone  with  him  in  the  friendly  shade  of  the  lime-trees, 
beyond  whieh  lay  the  garden,  shining  ail  the  more  brightly 
because  the  white  façade  of  the  house  reflected  the  moon- 
light.  The  contrast  seemed,  as  it  were,  an  emblem  of  our 
clandestine  love  leading  up  to  the  glaring  publicity  of  a 
wedding.  Neither  of  us  could  do  more  at  first  than  drink 
in  silently  the  ecstasy  of  a  moment,  as  new  and  marvelous 
for  him  as  for  me.  At  last  I  found  tongue  to  say,  pointing 
to  the  elm-tree: 

"Although  I  am  not  afraid  of  scandai,  you  shall  not  climb 
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that  tree  again.  We  hâve  long  enough  played  schoolboy  and 
schoolgirl,  let  us  rise  now  to  the  heiglit  of  our  destiny.  Had 
the  fall  killed  you,  I  sliould  hâve  died  disgraced     .     .     ." 

I  looked  at  him.    Every  serap  of  color  had  left  his  face. 

"And  if  you  had  been  found  there,  suspicion  would  hâve 
attached  either  to  my  mother  or  to  me     .     .     ." 

"Forgive  me/'  he  murmured. 

"If  you  walk  along  the  boulevard,  I  shall  hear  your  step; 
and  when  I  want  to  see  you,  I  will  open  my  window.  But  I 
would  not  run  such  a  risk  unless  some  emergency  arose.  Why 
hâve  you  forced  me  by  your  rash  act  to  commit  another,  and 
one  which  may  lower  me  in  your  eyes?" 

The  tears  which  I  saw  in  his  eyes  were  to  me  the  most 
éloquent  of  answers. 

"What  I  bave  done  to-night,"  I  went  on  with  a  smile, 
"must  seem  to  you  the  height  of  madness     .     .     ." 

After  we  had  walked  up  and  down  in  silence  more  than 
once,  he  recovered  composure  enough  to  say: 

"You  must  think  me  a  fool;  and,  indeed,  the  delirium  of 
my  joy  bas  robbed  me  of  both  nerve  and  wits.  But  of  this 
at  least  be  assured,  whatever  you  do  is  sacred  in  my  eyes 
from  the  very  fact  that  it  seemed  right  to  you.  I  honor  you 
as  I  honor  only  God  besides.  And  then.  Miss  Griffith  is 
hère." 

"She  is  hère  for  the  sake  of  others,  not  for  us,"  I  put  in 
hastily. 

My  dear,  he  understood  me  at  once. 

"I  know  very  well,"  he  said,  with  the  humblest  glance  at 
me,  "that  whether  she  is  there  or  not  makes  no  différence. 
Unseen  of  men,  we  are  still  in  the  présence  of  God,  and 
our  own  esteem  is  not  less  important  to  us  than  that  of  the 
world." 

"Thank  you,  Felipe,"  I  said,  holding  out  my  hand  to  him 
with  a  gesture  which  you  ought  to  see.  "A  woman,  and  I 
am  nothing  if  not  a  woman,  is  on  the  road  to  loving  the 
man  who  understands  her.  Oh  !  only  on  the  road,"  I  went  on, 
with  a  finger  on  my  lips.     "Don't  let  your  hopes  carry  you 
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beyond  what  I  say,  My  heart  will  belong  only  to  the  man 
who  can  read  it  and  know  its  every  tum.  Our  views,  with- 
out  being  absolutely  identical,  must  be  the  same  in  their 
breadth  and  élévation.  I  hâve  no  wish  to  exaggerate  my 
own  merits;  doubtless  what  seem  virtues  in  my  eyes  hâve 
their  corresponding  defects.  Ail  I  can  say  is,  I  should  be 
heartbroken  without  them," 

"Having  first  accepted  me  as  your  servant,  you  now  per- 
mit me  to  love  you,"  he  said,  trembling  and  looking  in  my 
face  at  each  word.  "My  first  prayer  has  been  more  than  an- 
swered." 

"But,"  I  hastened  to  reply,  "your  position  seems  to  me  a 
better  one  than  mine.  I  should  not  object  to  change  places, 
and  this  change  it  lies  with  you  to  bring  about." 

"In  my  turn,  I  thank  you,"  he  replied.  "I  know  the  duties 
of  a  faithful  lover.  It  is  mine  to  prove  that  I  am  worthy 
of  you;  the  trials  shall  be  as  long  as  you  choose  to  make 
them.  If  I  belle  your  hopes,  you  hâve  only — God!  that  I 
should  say  it — to  reject  me." 

"I  know  that  you  love  me,"  I  replied.  "So  far,"  with  a 
cruel  emphasis  on  the  words,  "you  stand  first  in  my  regard. 
Otherwise  you  would  not  be  hère." 

Then  we  began  again  to  walk  up  and  down  as  we  talked, 
and  I  must  say  that  so  soon  as  my  Spaniard  had  reeovered 
himself  he  put  forth  the  genuine  éloquence  of  the  heart. 
It  was  not  passion  it  breathed,  but  a  marvelous  tenderness  of 
feeling,  which  he  beautifully  compared  to  the  divine  love. 
His  thrilling  voice,  which  lent  an  added  charm  to  thoughts, 
in  themselves  so  exquisite,  reminded  me  of  the  nightingale's 
note.  He  spoke  low,  using  only  the  middle  tones  of  a  fine 
instrument,  and  words  flowed  upon  words  with  the  rush  of  a 
torrent.    It  was  the  overflow  of  the  heart. 

"No  more,"  I  said,  "or  I  shall  not  be  able  to  tear  myself 
away." 

And  with  a  geature  I  dismissed  him. 

"You  hâve  committed  yourself  now,  mademoiselle,"  said 
Griffith. 
15 
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"In  England  tliat  might  be  so,  but  not  in  France,"  I  re- 
plied  with  nonchalance.  "I  intend  to  make  a  love  match,  and 
am  feeling  my  way — that  is  ail." 

You  see,  dear,  as  love  did  not  corne  to  me,  I  had  to  do  as 
Mahomet  did  with  the  mountain. 

Friday. 

Once  more  I  hâve  seen  my  slave.  He  has  become  veiy 
timid,  and  puts  on  an  air  of  pious  dévotion,  which  I  like,  for 
it  seems  to  say  that  he  feels  my  power  and  fascination  in 
every  fibre.  But  nothing  in  his  look  or  manner  can  roiise  in 
thèse  Society  sibyls  any  suspicion  of  the  boundless  love  which 
I  see.  Don't  suppose  though,  dear,  that  I  am  carried  away, 
mastered,  tamed;  on  the  contrary,  the  taming,  mastering, 
and  carrying  away  are  on  my  side     .     .     . 

In  short,  I  am  quite  capable  of  reason.  Oh  !  to  feel  again 
the  terror  of  that  fascination  in  which  I  was  held  by  the 
schoolmaster,  the  plebeian,  the  man  I  kept  at  a  distance  ! 

The  fact  is  that  love  is  of  two  kinds — one  which  commands, 
and  one  which  obeys.  The  two  are  quite  distinct,  and  the 
passion  to  which  the  one  gives  rise  is  not  the  passion  of  the 
other.  To  get  her  full  of  life,  perhaps  a  woman  ought  to 
hâve  expérience  of  both.  Can  the  two  passions  ever  co-exist  ? 
Can  the  man  in  whom  we  inspire  love  inspire  it  in  us?  Will 
the  day  ever  eome  when  Felipe  is  my  master?  Shall  I 
tremble  then,  as  he  does  now?  Thèse  are  questions  which 
make  me  shudder. 

He  is  very  blind  !  In  his  place  I  should  hâve  thought  Mlle. 
de  Chaulieu,  meeting  me  under  the  limes,  a  cold,  calculating 
coquette,  with  starched  manners.  No,  that  is  not  love,  it  is 
playing  with  fire.  I  am  still  fond  of  Felipe,  but  I  am  calm 
and  at  my  ease  with  him  now.  No  more  obstacles  !  What 
a  terrible  thought  !  It  is  ail  ebb-tide  within,  and  I  fear  to 
question  my  heart.  His  mistake  was  in  concealing  the  ardor 
of  his  love  ;  he  ought  to  hâve  forced  my  self-control. 

In  a  Word,  I  was  naughty,  and  I  hâve  not  got  the  reward 
such  naughtiness  brings.    No,  dear,  however  sweet  the  mem- 
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ory  of  that  half-hoiir  beneath  the  trees,  it  is  nothing  like 
the  excitement  of  the  nid  time  with  its  :  "Shall  I  go  ?  Shall 
I  net  go  ?    Shall  I  write  to  him  ?    Shall  I  not  write  ?" 

Is  it  thus  with  ail  our  pleasures?  Is  suspense  always  bet- 
ter  than  enjoyment?  Hope  than  fruition?  Is  it  the  rich 
who  in  very  truth  are  the  poor  ?  Hâve  we  not  both  perhaps 
exaggerated  feeling  by  giving  to  imagination  too  free  a 
rein  ?  There  are  times  when  this  thought  f  reezes  me.  Shall 
I  tell  you  why?  Because  I  am  raeditating  another  visit  to 
the  bottom  of  the  garden — without  Griffith.  How  far  could 
I  go  in  this  direction?  Imagination  knows  no  limit,  but  it 
is  not  so  with  pleasure.  Tell  me,  dear  be-furbelowed  pro- 
fesser, how  can  one  reconcile  the  two  goals  of  a  woman's  ex- 
istence ? 


XXII 

LOUISE  TO  FELIPE 

I  AM  not  pleased  with  you.  If  you  did  not  cry  over  Eacine's 
Bérénice,  and  feel  it  to  be  the  most  terrible  of  tragédies, 
there  is  no  kinship  in  our  soûls;  we  shall  never  get  on  to- 
getJier,  and  had  better  break  ofî  at  once.  Let  us  meet  no 
more.  Forget  me;  for  if  I  do  not  hâve  a  satisfactory  reply, 
I  shall  forget  you.  You  will  become  M.  le  Baron  de  Macumer 
for  me,  or  rather  you  will  cease  to  be  at  ail. 

Yesterday  at  Mme.  d'Espard's  you  had  a  self-satisfied  air 
which  disgusted  me.  No  doubt,  apparently,  about  your  con- 
quest  !  In  sober  earnest,  your  self-possession  alarms  me.  Not 
a  trace  in  you  of  the  humble  slave  of  your  first  letter.  Far 
from  betraying  the  absent-mindedness  of  a  lover,  you  pol- 
ished  epigrams  !  This  is  not  the  attitude  of  a  true  believer, 
always  prostrate   before  his  divinity. 

If  you  do  not  feel  me  to  be  the  very  breath  of  your  life, 
a  being  nobler  than  other  women,  and  to  be  judged  by  other 
standards,  then  I  must  be  less  than  a  woman  in  your  sight. 
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You  hâve  roiised  in  me  a  spirit  of  mistrust,  Felipe,  and  its 
angry  mutterings  hâve  drowned  the  accents  of  tenderness. 
When  I  look  back  upon  what  has  passed  between  us,  I  feel 
in  truth  that  I  hâve  a  right  to  be  suspieious.  For  know, 
Prime  Minister  of  ail  the  Spains,  that  I  hâve  reflected  much 
on  the  defenceless  condition  of  our  sex.  My  innocence  has 
held  a  torch,  and  my  fingers  are  not  burnt.  Let  me  repeat  to 
you,  then,  what  my  youthful  expérience  taught  me. 

In  ail  other  matters,  duplicity,  faithlessness,  and  broken 
pledges  are  brought  to  book  and  pnnished;  but  not  so  with 
love,  which  is  at  once  the  victim,  the  accuser,  the  counsel, 
judge,  and  executioner.  The  cruelest  treachery,  the  most 
heartless  crimes,  are  those  which  remain  for  ever  concealed, 
with  two  hearts  alone  for  witness.  How  indeed  should  the 
victim  proclaim  them  without  injury  to  herself  ?  Love,  there- 
fore,  has  its  own  code,  its  own  pénal  system,  with  which  the 
world  has  no  concem. 

Now,  for  my  part,  I  hâve  resolved  never  to  pardon  a 
serions  misdemeanor,  and  in  love,  pray,  what  is  not  serions? 
Yesterday  you  had  ail  the  air  of  a  man  successful  in  his  suit. 
You  would  be  wrong  to  doubt  it;  and  yet,  if  this  assurance 
robbed  you  of  the  charming  simplicity  which  sprang  from 
uncertainty,  I  should  blâme  you  severely.  I  would  hâve  you 
neither  bashful  nor  self-complacent;  I  would  not  hâve  you 
in  terror  of  losing  my  affection — that  would  be  an  insuit — but 
neither  would  I  bave  you  wear  your  love  lightly  as  a  thing 
of  course.  Never  should  your  heart  be  freer  than  mine.  If 
you  know  nothing  of  the  torture  that  a  single  stab  of  doubt 
brings  to  the  soûl,  tremble  lest  I  give  you  a  lesson  ! 

In  a  single  glance  I  confided  my  heart  to  you,  and  you 
read  the  meaning.  The  purest  feelings  that  ever  took  root 
in  a  young  girl's  breast  are  yours.  The  thought  and  médita- 
tion of  which  I  hâve  told  you  served  indeed  only  to  enrich 
the  mind;  but  if  ever  the  wounded  heart  tums  to  the  brain 
for  counsel,  be  sure  the  young  girl  would  show  some  kinship 
with  the  démon  of  knowledge  and  of  daring. 

I  swear  to  you,  Felipe,  if  you  love  me,  as  I  believe  you  do. 
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and  if  I  hâve  reason  to  suspect  the  least  falling  off  in  the 
fear,  obédience,  and  respect  which  you  hâve  hitherto  pro- 
fessed,  if  the  pure  flame  of  passion  which  first  kindled  the 
fire  of  my  heart  should  seem  to  me  any  day  to  burn  less 
vividly,  you  need  fear  no  reproaches.  I  would  not  weary  you 
with  letters  bearing  any  trace  of  weakness,  pride,  or  anger,  nor 
even  with  one  of  warning  like  this.  But  if  I  spoke  no  words, 
Felipe,  my  face  would  tell  you  that  death  was  near.  And 
yet  I  should  not  die  till  I  had  branded  you  with  infamy,  and 
sown  eternal  sorrow  in  your  heart;  you  would  see  the  girl 
you  loved  dishonored  and  lost  in  this  world,  and  know  her 
doomed  to  everlasting  suffering  in  the  next. 

Do  not  therefore,  I  implore  you,  give  me  cause  to  envy  the 
old,  happy  Louise,  the  object  of  your  pure  worship,  whose 
heart  expanded  in  the  sunshine  of  happiness,  since,  in  the 
words  of  Dante,  she  possessed, 

Senza  brama,  sicura  riechezza! 

I  hâve  searched  the  Inferno  through  to  find  the  most  ter- 
rible punishment,  some  torture  of  the  mind  to  which  I  mighi 
link  the  vengeance  of  God. 

Yesterday,  as  I  watched  you,  doubt  went  through  me  like 
a  sharp,  cold  dagger's  point.  Do  you  know  what  that  means  ? 
I  mistrusted  you,  and  the  pang  was  so  terrible,  I  could  not 
endure  it  longer.  If  my  service  be  too  hard,  leave  it,  I  would 
not  keep  you.  Do  I  need  any  proof  of  your  cleverness  ?  Keep 
for  me  the  flowers  of  your  wit.  Show  to  others  no  fine  sur- 
face to  call  forth  flattery,  compliments,  or  praise.  Come  to 
me,  laden  with  hatred  or  scom,  the  butt  of  calumny,  come 
to  me  with  the  news  that  women  flout  you  and  ignore  j^ou, 
and  not  one  loves  you  ;  then,  ah  !  then  you  will  know  the 
treasures  of  Louise's  heart  and  love. 

We  are  only  rich  when  our  wealth  is  buried  so  deep  that 
ail  the  world  might  trample  it  under  foot,  unknowing.  If 
you  were  handsome,  I  don't  suppose  I  should  hâve  looked 
at  you  twice,  or  discovered  one  of  the  thousand  reasons  eut 
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of  which  my  love  sprang.  True,  we  know  no  more  of  thèse 
reasons  than  we  know  why  it  is  the  sun  makes  the  flowers 
to  bloom,  and  ripens  the  fruit.  Yet  I  coul(J  tell  you  of  one 
reason  very  dear  to  nie. 

The  character,  expression,  and  individuality  that  ennoble 
your  face  are  a  sealed  book  to  ail  but  me.  Mine  is  the  power 
which  transforms  you  into  the  most  lovable  of  men,  and  that 
is  why  I  would  keep  your  mental  gifts  also  for  myself.  To 
others  they  should  be  as  meaningless  as  your  eyes,  the 
charm  of  your  mouth  and  features.  Let  it  be  mine  alone  to 
kindle  the  beacon  of  your  intelligence,  as  I  bring  the  love- 
light  into  your  eyes.  I  would  hâve  you  the  Spanish  grandee 
of  old  days,  cold,  ungracious,  haughty,  a  monument  to  be 
gazed  at  from  afar,  like  the  ruins  of  some  barbarie  power, 
which  no -one  ventures  to  explore.  Now,  you  bave  nothing 
better  to  do  than  to  open  up  pleasant  promenades  for  the 
public,  and  show  yourself  of  a  Parisian  affability  ! 

Is  my  idéal  portrait,  then,  forgotten.  Your  excessive  cheer- 
fulness  was  redolent  of  your  love.  Had  it  not  been  for  a 
restraining  glance  from  me,  you  would  hâve  proclaimed  to 
the  most  sharp-sighted,  keen-witted,  and  unsparing  of  Paris 
salons,  that  your  inspiration  was  drawn  from  Armande- 
Louise-Marie  de  Chaulieu. 

I  believe  in  your  greatness  too  much  to  think  for  a  mo- 
ment that  your  love  is  ruled  by  policy;  but  if  you  did  not 
show  a  childlike  simplicity  when  with  me,  I  could  only  pity 
you.    Spite  of  this  first  fault,  you  are  still  deeply  admired  by 

Louise  de  Chaulieu. 


XXII 

FELIPE  TO  LOUISE 

When  God  beholds  our  faults,  He  sees  also  our  repentancc. 
Yes,  my  beloved  mi  stress,  you  are  right.  I  felt  that  I  had 
displeased  you,  but  knew  not  how.     Now  that  you  hâve  ex- 
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plained  the  cause  of  your  trouble,  I  find  in  it  fresh  motive 
to  adore  you.  Like  the  God  of  Israël,  you  are  a  jealous  deity, 
and  I  rejoice  to  see  it.  For  what  is  holier  and  more  pre- 
cious  than  jealousy  ?  My  f air  guardian  angel,  jealousy  is  an 
ever-wakeful  sentinel;  it  is  to  love  what  pain  is  to  the  body, 
the  faithful  herald  of  evil.  Be  jealous  of  your  servant, 
Louise,  I  beg  of  you  ;  the  barder  you  strike,  the  more  contrite 
will  he  be  and  kiss  the  rod,  in  ail  submission,  which  proves 
that  he  is  not  indiffèrent  to  you. 

But,  alas  !  dear,  if  the  pains  it  cost  me  to  vanquish  my 
timidity  and  master  feelings  you  thought  so  feeble  were  in- 
visible to  you,  will  Heaven,  think  you,  reward  them?  I  as- 
sure you,  it  needed  no  slight  effort  to  show  myself  to  you 
as  I  was  in  the  days  before  I  loved.  At  Madrid  I  was  con- 
sidered  a  good  talker,  and  I  wanted  you  to  see  for  yourself 
the  few  gifts  I  may  possess.  If  this  were  vanity,  it  bas  been 
well  punished. 

Your  last  glanée  utterly  unnerved  me.  Never  had  I 
so  quailed,  even  when  the  army  of  France  was  at  the  gâtes 
of  Cadiz  and  I  read  péril  for  my  life  in  the  dissembling 
words  of  my  royal  master.  Vainly  I  tried  to  discover  the 
cause  of  your  displeasure,  and  the  lack  of  sympathy  between 
us  which  this  fact  disclosed  was  terrible  to  me.  For  in  truth 
I  hâve  no  wish  but  to  act  by  your  will,  think  your  thoughts, 
see  with  your  eyes,  respond  to  your  joy  and  suffering,  as  my 
body  responds  to  beat  and  cold.  The  crime  and  the  anguish 
lay  for  me  in  the  breach  of  unison  in  that  eommon  life  of 
feeling  which  you  bave  made  so  fair. 

*^I  hâve  vexed  her  !"  I  exelaimed  over  and  over  again,  like 
one  distraught.  My  noble,  my  beautiful  Louise,  if  anj'ihing 
could  increase  the  fervor  of  my  dévotion  or  confirm  my  belief 
in  your  délicate  moral  intuitions,  it  would  be  the  new  light 
which  your  words  hâve  thrown  upon  my  own  feelings.  Much 
in  them,  of  which  my  mind  was  formerly  but  dimly  eonscious, 
you  hâve  now  made  clear.  If  this  be  designed  as  chastise- 
ment,  what  can  be  the  sweetness  of  your  rewards? 

Louise,  for  me  it  was  happiness  enough  to  be  accepted 
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as  your  servant.  You  hâve  given  me  the  life  of  which  I  de- 
spaired.  No  longer  do  I  draw  a  useless  breath,  I  hâve 
something  to  spend  myself  for;  my  force  has  an  outlet,  if 
only  in  suffering  for  you.  Once  more  I  say,  as  I  hâve  said 
before,  that  you  will  never  find  me  other  than  I  was  when 
first  I  offered  myself  as  your  lowly  bondman.  Yes,  were 
you  dishonored  and  lost,  to  use  your  own  words,  my  heart 
would  only  cling  the  more  closely  to  you  for  your  self- 
sought  misery.  It  would  be  my  care  to  staunch  your  wounds, 
and  my  prayers  should  importune  God  with  the  story  of  your 
innocence  and  your  wrongs. 

Did  I  not  tell  you  that  the  feelings  of  my  heart  for  you 
are  not  a  lover's  only,  that  I  will  be  to  you  father,  mother, 
sister,  brother — ay,  a  whole  family — anything  or  nothing, 
as  you  may  decree  ?  And  is  it  not  your  own  wish  which  has 
confined  within  the  compass  of  a  lover's  feeling  so  many  vary- 
ing  forms  of  dévotion?  Pardon  me,  then,  if  at  times  the 
father  and  brother  disappear  behind  the  lover,  since  you 
know  they  are  none  the  less  there,  though  screened  from 
view.  Would  that  you  could  read  the  feelings  of  my  heart 
when  you  appear  before  me,  radiant  in  your  beauty,  the 
centre  of  admiring  eyes,  reclining  ealmly  in  your  carriage 
in  the  Champs-Elysées,  or  seated  in  your  box  at  the  Opéra  ! 
Then  would  you  know  how  absolutely  free  from  selfish  taint 
is  the  pride  with  which  I  hear  the  praises  of  your  loveliness 
and  grâce,  praises  which  warm  my  heart  even  to  the  strangers 
who  utter  them  !  When  by  chance  you  hâve  raised  me  to 
elysium  by  a  friendly  greeting,  my  pride  is  mingled  with 
humility,  and  I  départ  as  though  God's  blessing  rested  on 
me.  Nor  does  the  joy  vanish  without  leaving  a  long  track 
of  light  behind.  It  breaks  on  me  through  the  clouds  of  my 
cigarette  smoke.  More  than  ever  do  I  feel  how  every  drop 
of  this  surging  blood  throbs  for  you. 

Can  you  be  ignorant  how  you  are  loved?  After  seeing 
you,  I  retum  to  my  study,  and  the  glitter  of  its  Saracenic 
ornaments  sinks  to  nothing  before  the  brightness  of  your 
portrait,  when  I  open  the  spring  that  keeps  it  locked  up 
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from  every  eye  and  lose  myself  in  endless  musings  or  link  my 
happiness  to  verse.  From  the  heights  of  heaven  I  look  down 
upon  the  course  of  a  life  siich  as  my  hopes  dare  to  picture 
it  !  Hâve  you  never,  in  the  silence  of  the  night,  or  through 
the  roar  of  the  town,  heard  the  whisper  of  a  voice  in  your 
sweet,  dainty  ear  ?  Does  no  one  of  the  thousand  prayers  that 
I  speed  to  you  reach  home? 

By  dint  of  silent  contemplation  of  your  pictured  face, 
I  hâve  succeeded  in  deciphering  the  expression  of  every 
feature  and  tracing  its  connection  with  some  grâce  of  the 
spirit,  and  then  I  pen  a  sonnet  to  you  in  Spanish  on  the 
harmony  of  the  twofold  heauty  in  which  nature  has  clothed 
you.  Thèse  sonnets  you  will  never  see,  for  my  poetry  is  too 
unworthy  of  its  thème,  I  dare  not  send  it  to  you.  Not  a  mo- 
ment passes  without  thoughts  of  you,  for  my  whole  being 
is  bound  up  in  you,  and  if  you  ceased  to  be  its  animating 
principle,  every  part  would  ache. 

Now,  Louise,  can  you  realize  the  torture  to  me  of  knowing 
that  I  had  displeased  you,  while  entirely  ignorant  of  the 
cause?  The  idéal  double  life  which  seemed  so  fair  was  eut 
short.  My  heart  tumed  to  ice  within  me  as,  hopeless  of  any 
other  explanation,  I  concluded  that  you  had  ceased  to  love 
me.  With  heavy  heart,  and  yet  not  wholly  without  com- 
fort,  I  was  falling  back  upon  my  old  post  as  servant;  then 
your  letter  came  and  turned  ail  to  joy.  Oh!  might  I  but 
iisten  for  ever  to  such  chiding  ! 

Once  a  child,  picking  himself  up  from  a  tumble,  turned 
to  his  mother  with  the  words  "Forgive  me."  Hiding  his  own 
hurt,  he  sought  pardon  for  the  pain  he  had  caused  her. 
Louise,  I  was  that  child,  and  such  as  I  was  then,  I  am  now. 
Hère  is  the  key  to  my  character,  which  your  slave  in  ail 
humility  places  in  your  hands. 

But  do  not  fear,  there  will  be  no  more  stumbling.  Keep 
tight  the  chain  which  binds  me  to  you,  so  that  a  touch  may 
communicate  your  lightest  wish  to  him  who  will  ever  re- 
main your  slave,  Felipe. 
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XXIV 

LOUISE  DE  CHAULIEU  TO  RENEE  DE  L^ESTORADE 

Odober  1825. 

My  dear  friend, — How  is  it  possible  that  you,  who  brought 
yourself  in  two  months  to  marry  a  broken-down  invalid  in 
order  to  mother  him,  should  know  anything  of  that  terrible 
shifting  drama,  enacted  in  the  recesses  of  the  heart,  which 
we  call  love — a  drama  where  death  lies  in  a  glance  or  a 
light  reply? 

I  had  reservcd  for  Felipe  one  last  suprême  test  which 
was  to  be  décisive.  I  wanted  to  know  whether  his  love  was 
the  love  of  a  Eoyalist  for  his  King,  who  can  do  no  wrong. 
Why  should  the  loyalty  of  a  Catholic  be  less  suprême? 

He  walked  with  me  a  whole  night  under  the  limes  at  the 
bottom  of  the  garden,  and  not  a  shadow  of  suspicion  crossed 
his  soûl.  Next  day  he  loved  me  better,  but  the  feeling  was 
as  révèrent,  as  humble,  as  regretful  as  ever;  he  had  not  pre- 
sumed  an  iota.  Oh  !  he  is  a  very  Spaniard,  a  ver}'  Aben- 
cerrage.  He  scaled  my  wall  to  corne  and  kiss  the  hand  which 
in  the  darkness  I  reached  down  to  him  from  my  balcony.  He 
might  hâve  broken  his  neck;  how  many  of  our  young  men 
would  do  the  like  ? 

But  ail  this  is  nothing;  Christians  sufïer  the  horrible 
pangs  of  martyrdom  in  the  hope  of  heaven.  The  day  before 
yesterday  I  took  aside  the  royal  ambassador-to-be  at  the  Court 
of  Spain,  my  much  respected  father,  and  said  to  him  with 
a  smile  : 

"Sir,  some  of  your  friends  will  hâve  it  that  you  are  marr}'- 
ing  your  dear  Armande  to  the  nephew  of  an  ambassador  who 
has  been  very  anxious  for  this  connection,  and  has  long 
begged  for  it.  Also,  that  the  marriage-contract  arranges 
for  his  nephew  to  succeed  on  his  death  to  his  enormous  for- 
tune and  his  title,  and  bestows  on  the  young  couple  in  the 
meantime  an  income  of  a  hundred  thousand  livres,  on  the 
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bride  a  dowry  of  eight  hundred  thousand  francs.  Your 
daughter  weeps,  but  bows  to  the  iinquestioned  authority  of 
her  honored  parent.  Some  people  are  iinkind  enough  to  say 
that,  behind  her  tears,  she  conceals  a  worldly  and  ambitions 
soûl. 

"Now,  we  are  going  to  the  gentleman's  box  at  the  Opéra 
to-night,  and  M.  le  Baron  de  Macuraer  will  visit  us  there." 

"Macumer  needs  a  tonch  of  the  spur  then,"  said  my 
father,  smiling  at  me,  as  though  I  were  a  female  ambas- 
sador. 

"You  mistake  Clarissa  Harlowe  for  Figaro  !"  I  cricd,  with 
a  glance  of  scorn  and  mockery.  "When  you  see  me  with 
my  right  hand  ungloved,  you  will  give  the  lie  to  this  imperti- 
nent gossip,  and  will  mark  your  displeasure  at  it." 

"I  may  make  my  mind  easy  about  your  future.  You 
bave  no  more  got  a  girl's  headpiece  than  Jeanne  d'Arc  had 
a  woman's  heart.  You  will  be  happy,  you  will  love  nobody, 
and  will  allow  yourself  to  be  loved." 

This  was  too  much.    I  burst  into  laughter, 

"What  is  it,  little  flirt?"  he  said. 

"I  tremble  for  my  country's  interests     .     .     ." 

And  seeeing  him  look  quite  blank,  I  added  : 

"At  Madrid  !" 

"You  hâve  no  idea  how  this  little  nun  has  leamed,  in  a 
year's  time,  to  make  fun  of  her  father,"  he  said  to  the 
Duchess. 

"Armande  makes  light  of  everything,"  my  mother  replied, 
looking  me  in  the  face. 

"What  do  you  mean?"  I  asked. 

"Why,  you  are  not  even  afraid  of  rheumatism  on  thèse 
damp  nights,"  she  said,  with  another  meaning  glance  at 
me. 

"Oh  !"  I  answered,  "the  mornings  are  so  hot  !" 

The  Duchess  looked  down. 

"It's  high  time  she  were  married,"  said  my  father,  "and 
it  had  better  be  before  I  go." 

"If  you  wish  it,"  I  replied  demurely. 
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Two  hours  later,  my  mother  and  I,  the  Duchesse  de  Mau- 
frigneuse  and  Mme.  d'Espard,  were  ail  four  blooming  like 
roses  in  the  front  of  the  box.  I  had  seated  myself  sideways, 
giving  only  a  shoulder  to  the  house,  so  that  I  could  see 
everj'thing,  myself  unseen,  in  that  spacious  box  which  fills  one 
of  the  two  angles  at  the  back  of  the  hall,  between  the  col- 
umns. 

Macumcr  came,  stood  up,  and  put  his  opera-glasses  before 
his  eyes  so  that  he  might  be  able  to  look  at  me  comfortably. 

In  the  first  interval  entered  the  young  man  whom  I  call 
"king  of  the  profligates."  The  Comte  Henri  de  Marsay, 
who  has  great  beauty  of  an  effeminate  kind,  entered  the  box 
with  an  epigram  in  his  eyes,  a  smile  upon  his  lips,  and  an  air 
of  satisfaction  over  his  whole  countenance.  He  first  greeted 
my  mother,  Mme.  d'Espard,  and  the  Duchesse  de  Mau- 
frigneuse,  the  Comte  d'Esgrignon,  and  M.  de  Canalis;  then 
tuming  to  me,  he  said  : 

"I  do  not  know  whether  I  shall  be  the  first  to  congratulate 
you  on  an  event  which  will  make  you  the  object  of  envy  to 
many." 

"Ah  !  a  marriage  !"  I  cried.  "Is  it  left  for  me,  a  girl  f resh 
from  the  couvent,  to  tell  you  that  predicted  marriages  never 
corne  off." 

M.  de  Marsay  bent  down,  whispering  to  Macumer,  and  I 
was  convinced,  from  the  movement  of  his  lips,  that  what  he 
said  was  this  : 

"Baron,  you  are  perhaps  in  love  with  that  little  coquette, 
who  has  used  you  for  her  own  ends;  but  as  the  question 
is  one  not  of  love,  but  of  marriage,  it  is  as  well  for  you  to 
kBOW  what  is  going  on." 

Macumer  treated  this  officious  scandal-monger  to  one  of 
those  glanées  of  his  which  seem  to  me  so  éloquent  of  noble 
scorn,  and  replied  to  the  efïect  that  he  was  "not  in  love  with 
any  little  coquette."  His  whole  bearing  so  delighted  me,  that 
directly  I  caught  sight  of  my  father,  the  glove  was  off. 

Felipe  had  not  a  shadow  of  fear  or  doubt.  How  well  did  he 
bear  out  my  expectations  !     His  faith  is  only  in  me,  society 
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cannot  hurt  him  with  its  lies.  Not  a  muscle  of  the  Arab's 
face  stirred,  not  a  drop  of  the  blue  blood  flushed  his  olive 
eheek. 

The  two  young  counts  went  out,  and  I  said,  laughing,  to 
Macumer  : 

"M.  de  Marsay  has  been  treating  you  to  an  epigrara  on 
me." 

"He  did  more/'  he  replied.    "It  was  an  epithalamium." 

"You  speak  Greek  to  me,"  I  said,  rewarding  him  with 
a  smile  and  a  certain  look  which  always  embarrasses  him. 

My  father  meantime  was  talking  to  Mme.  de  Mau- 
frigneuse. 

"I  should  think  so  !"  he  exclaimed.  "The  gossip  which  gets 
about  is  seandalous.  No  sooner  has  a  girl  come  out  than 
every  one  is  keen  to  marry  her,  and  the  ridiculous  stories 
that  are  invented  !  I  shall  never  force  Armande  to  marry 
against  her  will.  I  am  going  to  take  a  turn  in  the  promenade, 
otherwise  people  will  be  saying  that  I  allowed  the  rumor  to 
spread  in  order  to  suggest  the  marriage  to  the  ambassador; 
and  Cœsar's  daughter  ought  to  be  above  suspicion,  even  more 
than  his  wife — if  that  were  possible." 

The  Duchesse  de  Maufrigneuse  and  Mme.  d'Espard  shot 
glances  first  at  my  mother,  then  at  the  Baron,  brimming  over 
with  sly  intelligence  and  repressed  curiosity.  With  their  ser- 
pent's  cunning  they  had  at  last  got  an  inkling  of  something 
going  on.  Of  ail  mysteries  in  life,  love  is  the  least  mys- 
terious  !  It  exhales  f rom  women,  I  believe,  like  a  perf ume, 
and  she  who  can  conceal  it  is  a  very  monster!  Our  eyes 
prattle  even  more  than  our  tongues. 

Having  enjoyed  the  delightful  sensation  of  finding  Felipe 
rise  to  the  occasion,  as  I  had  wished,  it  was  only  in  nature 
I  should  hunger  for  more.  So  I  made  the  signal  agreed  on 
for  telling  him  that  he  might  come  to  my  window  by  the 
dangerous  road  you  know  of.  A  few  hours  later  I  found  him, 
upright  as  a  statue,  glued  to  the  wall,  his  hand  resting  on 
the  balcony  of  my  window,  studying  the  reflections  of  the 
light  in  my  room. 
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"My  dear  Felipe,"  I  said,  "you  hâve  acquitted  )'ourself  well 
to-uight  ;  you  bchaved  cxaetly  as  I  should  hâve  donc  had  I 
been  told  that  you  were  on  the  point  of  marrying." 

"I  thought/"  he  replied,  "that  you  would  hardly  hâve  told 
others  before  nie.*' 

"And  what  right  hâve  you  to  this  privilège?" 

"The  right  of  one  who  is  your  devoted  slave." 

"In  very  truth  ?" 

"I  am,  and  shall  ever  reniain  so." 

"But  suppose  this  marriage  were  inévitable;  suppose  that 
I  had  agreed     .     .     ." 

Two  flashing  glanées  lit  up  the  moonlight — one  directed 
to  me,  the  other  to  the  précipice  which  the  wall  made  for 
us.  He  seemed  to  calculate  whether  a  fall  together  would 
mean  death;  but  the  thought  merely  passed  like  lightning 
over  his  face  and  sparkled  in  his  eyes.  A  power,  stronger 
than  passion,  checked  the  impulse. 

"An  Arab  cannot  take  back  his  word,"  he  said  in  a  husky 
voice.  "I  am  your  slave  to  do  witli  as  you  will;  my  life  is 
not  mine  to  destroy." 

The  hand  on  the  balcony  seemed  as  though  its  hold  were 
relaxing.    I  placed  mine  on  it  as  I  said: 

"Felipe,  my  beloved,  froni  this  moment  I  am  your  wife 
in  thought  and  will.  Go  in  the  morning  to  ask  my  father 
ïor  my  hand.  He  wishes  to  retain  my  fortune;  but  if  you 
promise  to  acknowledge  receipt  of  it  in  the  contract,  his  con- 
sent will  no  doubt  be  given.  I  am  no  longer  xVrmande  de 
Chaulieu.  Leave  me  at  once  ;  no  breath  of  scandai  must  touch 
Louise  de  Maeumer." 

He  listened  with  blanched  face  and  trembling  limbs,  then, 
like  a  flash,  had  cleared  the  ten  feet  to  the  ground  in  safety. 
It  was  a  moment  of  agony,  but  he  waved  his  hand  to  me  and 
disappeared. 

"I  am  loved  then,"  I  said  to  myself,  "as  never  woman  was 
before."  And  I  fell  asleep  in  the  calm  content  of  a  child, 
my  destiny  for  ever  fixed. 

About  two  o'clock  next  day  my  father  summoned  me  to  his 
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private  room,  wherc  I  fonnd  tlio  Dnchess  and  Macumer. 
There  was  an  interchange  of  civilities.  I  replied  quitc  simply 
that  if  my  father  and  M.  Hénarez  were  of  one  mind,  I  had 
no  reason  to  oppose  their  wislies.  Thereupon  my  inother  in- 
vited  the  Baron  to  dinner  ;  and  af ter  dinner,  we  ail  four  went 
for  a  drive  in  the  Bois  de  Boulogne,  where  I  had  the  pleasure 
of  smiling  ironieall}'  to  M.  de  Marsay  as  he  passed  on  horse- 
back  and  caught  sight  of  Macumer  sitting  opposite  to  us  be- 
side  my  father. 

My  bewitching  Felipe  has  had  his  cards  reprinted  as  fol- 
lows: 

HÉNAREZ 

(Baron  de  Macumer,  formerly  Duc  de  Soria.) 

Every  morning  he  brings  me  with  his  own  hands  a  splendid 
bouquet,  hidden  in  which  I  never  fail  to  find  a  letter,  con- 
taining  a  Spanish  sonnet  in  my  honor,  which  he  has  composed 
during  the  night. 

Not  to  make  this  letter  inordinately  large,  I  send  you  as 
spécimens  only  the  first  and  last  of  thèse  sonnets,  which  I 
hâve  translated  for  your  benefit,  word  for  word,  and  line  for 
Une  : — 

FIRST  SONNET 

Many  a  time  l've  stood.  clad  in  thin  silken  vest, 
Drawn  s  word  rn  hand,  with  steady  puise, 
Waiting  the  charge  of  a  raging  bull, 

And  the  thrust  of  his  horn,  sharper-pointed  than  Phœbe's  cres- 
cent. 

l've  scaled,  on  my  lips  the  lilt  of  an  Andalusian  dance, 
The  steep  redoubt  under  a  rain  of  fire; 
l've  staked  my  life  upon  a  hazard  of  the  dice, 
Gareless,  as  though  it  were  a  gold  doubioon. 
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My  haud  would  seek  the  bail  ont  of  tlie  cannoa's  mouth, 
But  now  meseems  I  grow  more  timid  than  a  crouching  hare, 
Or  a  child  spying  some  ghost  in  the  curtain's  folds. 

For  when  your  sweet  eye  rests  on  me, 

An  icy  sweat  covers  my  brow,  my  knees  give  way, 

I  tremble,  shrink,  my  courage  gone. 

SECOND  SONNET 

Last  night  I  fain  would  sleep  to  dream  of  thee, 

But  jealous  sleep  fled  my  eyelids, 

I  sought  the  balcony  and  looked  towards  heaven, 

Always  my  glanée  Aies  upward  when  I  think  of  thee. 

Strange  slght!  whose  meaning  love  alone  ean  tell, 
The  sky  had  lost  its  sapphire  hue, 
The  stars,  dulled  diamonds  in  their  golden  mount, 
Twinkled  no  more  nor  shed  their  warmth. 

The  moon,  washed  of  her  silver  radiance  lily-white, 

Hung  mourning  over  the  gloomy  plain,  for  thou  hast  robbed 

The  heavens  of  ail  that  made  them  bright. 

The  snowy  sparkle  of  the  moon  is  on  thy  lovely  brow, 
Heaven's  azuré  centres  in  thine  eyes, 
Thy  lashes  fall  like  starry  rays. 

What  more  gracious  way  of  saying  to  a  young  girl  that  she 
fills  your  life?  Tell  me  what  you  think  of  this  love,  whieh 
expends  itself  in  lavishing  the  treasures  alike  of  the  earth 
and  of  the  soûl.  Only  within  the  last  ten  days  hâve  I  grasped 
the  meaning  of  that  Spanish  gallantry,  so  famous  in  old 
days. 

Ah  me  !  dear,  what  is  going  on  now  at  La  Crampade  ?  How 
often  do  I  take  a  stroll  there,  inspecting  the  growth  of  our 
crops  !  Hâve  you  no  news  to  give  of  our  mulberry  trees,  our 
last  winter's  plantations?  Does  everything  prosper  as  you 
wish?     And  while  the  buds  are  opening  on  our  shrubs — I 
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will  not  venture  to  speak  of  the  bedding-out  plants — hâve  they 
also  blossomed  in  the  bosom  of  the  wife?  Does  Louis  con- 
tinue his  policy  of  madrigals  ?  Do  you  enter  into  each  other's 
thoughts?  I  wonder  whether  your  little  rnnlet  of  wedded 
peace  is  better  than  the  raging  torrent  of  my  love  !  Has  my 
sweet  lady  professor  taken  offence  ?  I  cannot  believe  it  ;  and 
if  it  were  so,  I  should  send  Felipe  off  at  once,  post-haste,  to 
fling  himself  at  her  knees  and  bring  back  to  me  my  pardon,  or 
her  head.  Sweet  love,  my  life  hère  is  a  splendid  success, 
and  I  want  to  know  how  it  fares  with  life  in  Provence.  We 
hâve  just  increased  our  family  by  the  addition  of  a  Spaniard 
with  the  complexion  of  a  Havana  eigar,  and  your  congratula- 
tions still  tarry. 

Seriously,  my  sweet  Eenée,  I  am  anxious.  I  am  afraid 
lest  you  should  be  eating  your  heart  out  in  silence,  for  fear 
of  casting  a  gloom  over  my  sunshine.  Write  to  me  at  once, 
naughty  child  !  and  tell  me  your  life  in  its  every  minutest 
détail;  tell  me  whether  you  still  hold  back,  whether  your 
"independence"  still  stands  erect,  or  has  fallen  on  its  knees,  or 
is  sitting  down  comfortably,  which  would  indeed  be  serious. 
Can  you  suppose  that  the  incidents  of  your  married  life  are 
without  interest  for  me?  I  muse  at  times  over  ail  that  you 
hâve  said  to  me.  Often  when,  at  the  Opéra,  I  seem  absorbed 
in  watching  the  pirouetting  dancers,  I  am  saying  to  myself, 
"It  is  half-past  nine,  perhaps  she  is  in  bed.  What  is  she 
about?  Is  she  happy?  Is  she  alone  with  her  independence  ? 
or  has  her  independence  gone  the  way  of  other  dead  and  cast- 
off  independences  ?" 

A  thousand  loves. 

XXV 

EENEE  DE  l'ESTORADE  TO  LOUISE  DE  CHAULIETJ 

Saucy  girl!     Why  should  I  write?     What  eould  I  say? 
Whilst  your  life  is  varied  by  social  festivities,  as  well  as  by 
the  anguish,  the  tempers,  and  the  flowers  of  love — ail  of 
i6 
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which  you  describe  so  graphically,  that  I  might  be  watching 
some  first-rate  acting  at  the  théâtre — mine  is  as  monotonous 
and  regular  as  though  it  were  passed  in  a  convent. 

We  always  go  to  bed  at  nine  and  get  up  with  daybreak. 
Our  meals  are  served  with  a  maddening  punctuality.  Nothing 
ever  happens.  I  hâve  accustomed  myself  without  much  dif- 
ficulty  to  this  mapping  eut  of  the  day,  which  perhaps  is,  af  ter 
ail,  in  the  nature  of  things.  Where  would  the  life  of  the 
univcrse  be  but  for  that  subjection  to  fixed  laws  which,  ac- 
cording  to  the  astronomers,  so  Louis  tells  me,  rule  the  sphères  ! 
It  is  not  order  of  which  we  weary. 

Then  I  hâve  laid  upon  myself  certain  rules  of  dress,  and 
thèse  occupy  my  time  in  the  mornings.  I  hold  it  part  of  my 
duty  as  a  wife  to  look  as  eharraing  as  possible.  I  feel  a 
certain  satisfaction  in  it,  and  it  causes  lively  pleasure  to 
the  good  old  man  and  to  Louis.  After  lunch,  we  walk.  When 
the  newspapers  arrive,  I  disappear  to  look  after  my  house- 
hold  affairs  or  to  read — for  I  read  a  great  deal — or  to  write 
to  you.  I  come  back  to  the  others  an  hour  before  dinner;  and 
after  dinner  we  play  cards,  or  receive  visits,  or  pay  them. 
Thus  my  days  pass  between  a  contented  old  man,  who  has  done 
with  passions,  and  the  man  who  owes  his  happiness  to  me. 
Louis'  happiness  is  so  radiant  that  it  has  at  last  warmed  my 
heart. 

For  women,  happiness  no  doubt  cannot  consist  in  the  mère 
satisfaction  of  désire.  Sometimes,  in  the  evening,  when  I 
am  not  required  to  take  a  hand  in  the  game,  and  can  sink 
back  in  my  armchair,  imagination  bears  me  on  its  strong 
wings  into  the  very  heart  of  your  life.  Then,  its  riches,  its 
changeful  tints,  its  surging  passions  become  my  own,  and 
I  ask  myself  to  what  end  such  a  stormy  préface  can  lead. 
May  it  not  swallow  up  the  book  itself  ?  For  you,  my  darling, 
the  illusions  of  love  are  possible;  for  me,  only  the  facts  of 
homely  life  remain.    Yes,  your  love  seems  to  me  a  dream  ! 

Therefore  I  find  it  hard  to  understand  why  you  are  deter- 
mined  to  throw  so  much  romance  over  it.  Your  idéal  man 
must  hâve  more  soûl  than  tire,  more  nobility  and  self-com- 
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mand  than  passion.  You  persist  in  trying  to  clothe  in  living 
form  the  dream  idéal  of  a  girl  on  the  threshold  of  life;  you 
demand  sacrifices  for  the  pleasure  of  rewarding  them  ;  you 
submit  your  Felipe  to  tests  in  order  to  ascertain  whether 
désire,  liope,  and  curiosity  are  enduring  in  their  nature.  But, 
child,  behind  ail  your  fantastic  stage  scenery  rises  the  altar, 
where  everlasting  bonds  are  forged.  The  very  morrow  of  your 
marriage  the  graceful  structure  raised  by  your  subtle  strategy 
may  fall  before  that  terrible  reality  which  makes  of  a  girl  a 
woman,  of  a  gallant  a  husband.  Eemeniber  that  there  is  no 
exemption  for  lovers.  For  them,  as  for  ordinary  folk  like 
Louis  and  me,  there  lurks  beneath  the  wedding  rejoicings  the 
great  "Perhaps"  of  Rabelais. 

I  do  not  blâme  you,  though,  of  course,  it  was  rash,  for 
talking  with  Felipe  in  the  garden,  or  for  spending  a  night 
with  him,  you  on  your  balcony,  he  on  his  wall  ;  but  you  make 
a  plaything  of  life,  and  I  am  afraid  that  life  may  some  day 
turn  the  tables.  I  dare  not  give  you  the  counsel  which  my 
own  expérience  would  suggest;  but  let  me  repeat  once  more 
from  the  seclusion  of  my  valley  that  the  viaticum  of  married 
life  lies  in  thèse  words — résignation  and  self-sacrifice.  For, 
spite  of  ail  your  tests,  your  coyness,  and  your  vigilance,  I  can 
see  that  marriage  will  mean  to  you  what  it  has  been  to  me. 
The  greater  the  passion,  the  steeper  the  précipice  we  hâve 
hewn  for  our  fall — that  is  the  only  différence. 

Oh  !  what  I  would  give  to  see  the  Baron  de  Macumer  and 
talk  with  him  for  an  hour  or  two  !  Your  happiness  lies  so 
near  my  heart. 

XXVI 

LOUISE  DE  MACUMER  TO   REN:êE  DE  l'ESTORADE 

Mareh  A825. 

As  Felipe  has  carried  out,  with  a  truly  Saracenic  generosity, 
the  wishes  of  my  father  and  mother  in  acknowledging  the 
fortune  he  has  not  received  from  me,  the  Duchess  has  become 
even  more  friendly  to  me  than  before.     She  calls  me  Utile 
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sly-boots,  little  woman  of  the  world,  and  says  I  know  how 
to  use  my  tongue. 

"But,  dear  mamma,"  I  said  to  lier  the  evening  before  the 
contract  was  signed,  "you  attribute  to  cunning  and  smartness 
on  my  part  what  is  really  the  outcome  of  the  truest,  simplest, 
most  unselfish,  most  devoted  love  that  ever  was  !  I  assure 
you  that  I  am  not  at  ail  the  Voman  of  the  world'  you  do 
nie  the  honor  of  believing  me  to  be." 

"Corne,  come,  Armande,"  she  said,  putting  her  arm  on 
my  neek  and  drawing  me  to  her,  in  order  to  kiss  my  forehead, 
"you  did  not  want  to  go  back  to  the  couvent,  you  did  not  want 
to  die  an  old  maid,  and,  like  a  fine,  noble-hearted  Chaulieu, 
as  you  are,  you  recognized  the  necessity  of  building  up  your 
father's  family.  (The  Duke  was  listening.  If  you  knew, 
Eenée,  what  flattery  lies  for  him  in  thèse  words.)  I  hâve 
watched  you  during  a  whole  winter,  poking  your  little  nose 
into  ail  that  goes  on,  forming  very  sensible  opinions  about 
men  and  the  présent  state  of  society  in  France.  And  you  bave 
pieked  out  the  one  Spaniard  capable  of  giving  you  the  splen- 
did  position  of  a  woman  who  reigns  suprême  in  her  own 
house.  My  dear  little  girl,  you  treated  him  exactly  as  Tullia 
treats  your  brother." 

"What  lessons  they  give  in  my  sister's  couvent  !"  exclaimed 
my  f  ather. 

A  glance  at  my  f  ather  eut  him  short  at  once  ;  then,  turning 
to  the  Duchess,  I  said: 

"Madame,  I  love  my  future  husband,  Felipe  de  Soria,  with 
ail  the  strength  of  my  soûl.  Although  this  love  sprang  up 
without  my  knowledge,  and  though  I  fought  it  stoutly  when 
it  first  made  itself  felt,  I  swear  to  you  that  I  never  gave  way 
to  it  till  I  had  recognized  in  the  Baron  de  Macumer  a  char- 
acter  worthy  of  mine,  a  heart  of  which  the  delicacy,  the  gen- 
erosity,  the  dévotion,  and  the  temper  are  suited  to  my  own." 

"But,  my  dear,"  she  began,  interrupting  me,  ^Tie  is  as 
ugly  as     .     .     ." 

"As  anything  you  like,"  I  retorted  quickly,  "but  I  love  his 
ugliness." 
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"If  you  love  him,  Arraande,"  said  my  father,  "and  hâve 
the  strength  to  master  your  love,  you  miist  not  risk  your  hap- 
piness.  Now,  happiness  in  marriage  dépends  largely  on  the 
first  days " 

"Days  only  ?"  internipted  my  mother.  Then,  with  a  glance 
at  my  father,  she  continued,  "You  had  better  leave  us,  my 
dear,  to  hâve  our  talk  together." 

"You  are  to  be  married,  dear  ehild,"  the  Duchess  then 
began  in  a  low  voice,  "in  three  days.  It  becoraes  my  duty, 
therefore,  without  silly  whimpering,  which  would  be  unfitting 
our  rank  in  life,  to  give  you  the  serions  advice  which  every 
mother  owes  to  her  daughter.  You  are  marrying  a  man  whom 
you  love,  and  there  is  no  reason  why  I  should  pity  you  or 
myself.  I  havo  only  known  you  for  a  year;  and  if  this  period 
has  been  long  enough  for  me  to  leam  to  love  you,  it  is  hardly 
sufficient  to  justify  fioods  of  tears  at  the  idea  of  losing  you. 
Your  mental  gifts  are  even  more  remarkable  than  those  of 
your  person;  you  hâve  gratified  maternai  pride,  and  hâve 
shown  yourself  a  sweet  and  loving  daughter.  I,  in  my  turn, 
can  promise  you  that  you  will  ahvays  find  a  staunch  friend 
in  your  mother.  You  smile  ?  Alas  !  it  too  of  ten  happons  that 
a  mother  who  has  lived  on  excellent  terms  with  her  daughter, 
so  long  as  the  daughter  is  a  mère  girl,  comes  to  cross  purposes 
with  her  when  they  are  both  women  together. 

"It  is  your  happiness  which  I  want,  so  listen  to  my  words. 
The  love  which  you  now  feel  is  that  of  a  young  girl,  and  is 
natural  to  us  ail,  for  it  is  woman's  destiny  to  cling  to  a  man. 
Unhappily,  pretty  one,  there  is  but  one  man  in  the  world  for 
a  woman  !  And  sometimes  this  man,  whom  fate  has  marked 
out  for  us,  is  not  the  one  whom  we,  mistaking  a  passing  fancy 
for  love,  choose  as  husband.  Strange  as  what  I  say  may  ap- 
pear  to  you,  it  is  worth  noting.  If  we  cannot  love  the  man 
we  hâve  chosen,  the  fault  is  not  exclusively  ours,  it  lies  with 
both,  or  sometimes  with  circumstances  over  which  we  hâve 
no  control.  Yet  there  is  no  reason  why  the  man  chosen  for 
us  by  our  family,  the  man  to  whom  our  fancy  has  gone  out, 
should  not  be  the  man  whom  we  can  love.    The  barriers  which 
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arise  later  between  husband  and  wife  are  often  due  to  lack 
of  persévérance  on  both  sides.  The  task  of  transforming  a 
husband  into  a  lover  is  not  less  délicate  than  that  other  task 
of  niaking  a  husband  of  the  lover,  in  which  you  hâve  just 
proved  yourself  marvelously  successful. 

"I  repeat  it,  your  happiness  is  my  object.  Never  allow 
yourself,  then,  to  forget  that  the  first  three  months  of  your 
married  life  may  work  your  misery  if  you  do  not  submit 
to  the  yoke  with  the  same  forbearance,  tenderness,  and  in- 
telligence that  you  hâve  shown  during  the  days  of  courtship. 
For,  my  little  rogue,  you  know  very  well  that  you  hâve  in- 
dulged  in  ail  the  innocent  pleasures  of  a  clandestine  love 
affair.  If  the  culmination  of  your  love  begins  with  disap- 
pointment,  dislike,  nay,  even  with  pain,  well,  corne  and  tell 
me  about  it.  Don't  hope  for  too  much  f rom  marriage  at  first  ; 
it  will  perhaps  give  you  more  discomfort  than  joy.  The  hap- 
piness of  your  life  requires  at  least  as  patient  cherishing  as 
the  early  shoots  of  love. 

"To  conclude,  if  by  chance  you  should  lose  the  lover,  you 
will  find  in  his  place  the  father  of  your  children.  In  this, 
my  dear  child,  lies  the  whole  secret  of  social  life.  Sacrifice 
everything  to  the  2nan  whose  name  you  bear,  the  man  whose 
honor  and  réputation  cannot  suffer  in  the  least  degree  without 
involving  you  in  frightful  conséquences.  Such  sacrifice  is 
thus  not  only  an  absolute  duty  for  women  of  our  rank,  it  is 
also  their  wisest  policy.  This,  indeed,  is  the  distinctive  mark 
of  great  moral  principles,  that  they  hold  good  and  are  ex- 
pédient from  whatever  aspect  they  are  viewed.  But  I  need 
say  no  more  to  you  on  this  point. 

"I  fancy  you  are  of  a  jealous  disposition,  and,  my  dear, 
if  you  knew  how  jealous  I  am  !  But  you  must  not  be  stupid 
over  it.  To  publish  your  jealousy  to  the  world  is  like  playing 
at  politics  with  your  cards  upon  the  table,  and  those  who  let 
their  own  game  be  seen  learn  nothing  of  their  opponents'. 
Whatever  happens,  we  must  know  how  to  suffer  in  silence." 

She  added  that  she  intended  having  some  plain  talk  about 
me  with  Macumer  the  evening  before  the  wedding. 
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Eaising  my  mother's  beautiful  arm,  I  kissed  her  hand  and 
dropped  on  it  a  tear,  which  the  tone  of  real  feeling  in  her 
voice  had  bronght  to  my  eyes.  In  the  advice  she  had  given 
me,  I  read  high  principle  worthy  of  herself  and  of  me,  tme 
wisdom,  and  a  tenderness  of  heart  unspoilt  by  the  narrow  code 
of  Society.  Above  ail,  I  saw  that  she  understood  my  character. 
Thèse  few  simple  words  summed  up  the  lessons  which  life 
and  expérience  had  brought  her,  perhaps  at  a  heavy  pricc. 
She  was  moved,  and  said,  as  she  looked  at  me  : 

"Dcar  little  girl,  you've  got  a  nasty  crossing  before  you. 
And  most  women,  in  their  ignorance  or  their  disenchantment, 
are  as  wise  as  the  Earl  of  Weètmoreland  !" 

We  both  laughed;  but  I  must  explain  the  joke.  The  even- 
ing  before,  a  Eussian  princess  had  told  us  an  anecdote  of  this 
gentleman.  He  had  sufïered  frightfully  from  sea-sickness  in 
crossing  the  Channel,  and  turned  tail  when  he  got  near  Italy, 
because  he  heard  some  one  speak  of  "crossing"  the  Alps. 
"Thank  you;  l've  had  quite  enough  crossings  already,"  he 
said. 

You  will  understand,  Eenée,  that  your  gloomy  philosophy 
and  my  mother's  lecture  were  calculated  to  revive  the  fears 
which  used  to  disturb  us  at  Blois.  The  nearer  marriage  ap- 
proached,  the  more  did  I  need  to  summon  ail  my  strength, 
my  resolution,  and  my  affection  to  face  this  terrible  passage 
from  maidenhood  to  womanhood.  Ail  our  conversations 
came  back  to  my  mind,  I  re-read  your  letters  and  discerned 
in  them  a  vague  undertone  of  sadness. 

This  anxiety  had  one  advantage  at  least;  it  helped  me 
to  the  régulation  expression  for  a  bride  as  commonly  de- 
picted.  The  conséquence  was  that  on  the  day  of  signing  the 
eontract  everybody  said  I  looked  charming  and  quite  the  right 
thing.  This  morning,  at  the  Mairie,  it  was  an  informai  busi- 
ness, and  only  the  witnesses  were  présent. 

I  am  writing  this  tail  to  my  letter  while  they  are  putting 
out  my  dress  for  dinner.  We  shall  be  married  at  midnight 
at  the  Church  of  Sainte- Valère,  after  a  very  gay  evening.  I 
confess  that  my  fears  give  me  a  martyr-like  and  modest  air 
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to  which  I  hâve  no  right,  but  which  will  be  admired — ^why, 
I  cannot  conceive.  I  am  delighted  to  see  that  poor  Felipe 
is  every  whit  as  timorous  as  I  am;  society  grates  on  him,  he 
is  like  a  bat  in  a  glass  shop. 

"Thank  Heaven,  the  day  won't  last  for  ever  !"  he  whispered 
to  me  in  ail  innocence. 

In  his  bashfulness  and  timidity  he  would  hâve  liked  to  hâve 
no  one  there. 

The  Sardinian  ambassador,  when  he  came  to  sign  the  con- 
tract,  took  me  aside  in  order  to  présent  me  with  a  pearl  neck- 
lace,  linked  together  by  six  splendid  diamonds — a  gift  from 
my  sister-in-law,  the  Duchesse  de  Soria.  Along  with  the 
necklace  was  a  sapphire  bracelet,  on  the  under  side  of  which 
were  engraved  the  words,  "Though  wiknown,  heloved."  Two 
charming  letters  came  with  thèse  présents,  which,  however,  I 
would  not  accept  without  consulting  Felipe. 

"For,"  I  said,  "I  should  not  like  to  see  you  wearing  orna- 
ments  that  came  from  any  one  but  me." 

He  kissed  my  hand,  quite  moved,  and  replied: 

"Wear  them  for  the  sake  of  the  inscription,  and  also  for  the 
kind  feeling,  which  is  sincère." 

Saiurday  evening. 

Hère,  then,  my  poor  Eenée,  are  the  last  words  of  your  girl 
friend.  After  the  midnight  Mass,  we  set  ofE  for  an  estate 
which  Felipe,  with  kind  thought  for  me,  bas  bought  in 
Nivernais,  on  the  way  to  Provence.  Already  my  name  is 
Louise  de  Macumer,  but  I  leave  Paris  in  a  few  hours  as  Louise 
de  Chaulieu.  However  I  am  called,  there  will  never  be  for 
you  but  one  Louise. 

XXVII 

THE  SAME  TO  THE  SAME 

Oclobcr  1825. 

I  HAVE  not  written  to  you,  dear,  since  our  marriage,  nearly 
eight  months  ago.  And  not  a  line  from  you  !  Madame,  you 
are  inexcusable. 
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To  begin  with,  we  set  off  in  a  post-chaise  for  the  Castle 
of  Chantepleurs,  the  property  which  Macumer  has  bought  in 
Nivernais.  It  stands  on  the  banks  of  the  Loire,  sixty  leagues 
from  Paris.  Our  servants,  with  the  exception  of  my  maid, 
"were  there  before  us,  and  we  arrived,  after  a  very  rapid 
journey,  the  next  evening.  I  slept  ail  the  way  from  Paris 
to  beyond  Montargis.  My  lord  and  master  put  his  arm  round 
me  and  pillowed  my  head  on  his  shoulder,  upon  an  arrange- 
ment of  handkerchiefs.  This  was  the  one  liberty  he  took; 
and  the  almost  motherly  tenderness  which  got  the  better  of  his 
drowsiness,  touched  me  strangely.  I  fell  asleep  then  under 
the  fire  of  his  eyes,  and  awoke  to  find  them  still  blazing;  the 
passionate  gaze  remained  unchanged,  but  what  thoughts  had 
conie  and  gone  meanwhile  !  Twice  he  had  kissed  me  on  the 
forehead. 

At  Briare  we  had  breakfast  in  the  carriage.  Then  fol- 
lowed  a  talk  like  our  old  talks  at  Blois,  while  the  same  Loire 
we  used  to  admire  called  forth  our  praises,  and  at  half-past 
seven  we  entered  the  noble  long  avenue  of  lime-trees,  acacias, 
sycamores,  and  larches  which  leads  to  Chantepleurs.  At 
eight  we  dined;  at  ten  we  were  in  our  bedroom,  a  charming 
Gothic  room,  made  comfortable  with  every  modem  luxury. 
Felipe,  who  is  thought  so  ugly,  seemed  to  me  quite  beautiful 
in  his  graceful  kindness  and  the  exquisite  delicacy  of  his 
affection.  Of  passion,  not  a  trace.  Ail  through  the  journey 
he  might  hâve  been  an  old  friend  of  fifteen  years'  standing. 
Later,  he  has  described  to  me,  with  ail  the  vivid  touches  of  his 
first  letter,  the  furious  storms  that  raged  within  and  were 
not  allowed  to  ruffle  the  outer  surface. 

"So  far,  I  hâve  found  nothing  very  terrible  in  marriage," 
I  said,  as  I  walked  to  the  window  and  looked  out  on  the  glori- 
ous  moon  which  lit  up  a  charming  park,  breathing  of  heavy 
scents. 

He  drew  near,  put  his  arm  again  round  me,  and  said: 

"l^^hy  fear  it  ?  Hâve  I  ever  yet  proved  f aise  to  my  promise 
in  gesture  or  look  ?    Why  should  I  be  f  aise  in  the  future  ?" 

Yet  never  were  words  or  glances  more  full  of  mastery; 
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his  voice  thrilled  every  fibre  of  my  heart  and  roused  a  sleeping 
force  ;  his  e^-es  were  likc  the  sun  in  power. 

"Oh  !"  I  exclaimed,  "what  a  world  of  Moorish  perfidy  in 
this  attitude  of  perpétuai  prostration  !" 

He  understood,  my  dear. 

So,  my  fair  sweetheart,  if  I  hâve  let  months  slip  by  without 
writing,  you  can  now  divine  the  cause.  I  hâve  to  recall  the 
girl's  strange  past  in  order  to  explain  the  woman  to  myself. 
Eenée,  I  understand  you  now.  Not  to  her  dearest  friend, 
not  to  her  mothcr,  not,  perhaps,  even  to  herself,  can  a  happy 
bride  speak  of  her  happiness.  This  memory  ought  to  remain 
absolutely  her  own,  an  added  rapture — a  thing  beyond  words, 
too  sacred  for  disclosure  ! 

Is  it  possible  that  the  name  of  duty  bas  been  given  to  the 
delicious  frenzy  of  the  heart,  to  the  overwhelming  rush  of 
passion?  And  for  what  purpose?  What  malevolent  power 
conceived  the  idea  of  crushing  a  woman's  sensitive  delicacy 
and  ail  the  thousand  wiles  of  her  modesty  under  the  fetters 
of  constraint  ?  What  sensé  of  duty  can  force  f rom  her  thèse 
flowers  of  the  heart,  the  roses  of  life,  the  passionate  poetry 
of  her  nature,  apart  f  rom  love  ?  To  claim  feeling  as  a  right  ! 
Why,  it  blooms  of  itself  under  the  sun  of  love,  and  shrivels 
to  death  under  the  cold  blast  of  distaste  and  aversion  !  Let 
love  guard  his  own  rights  ! 

Oh  !  my  noble  Eenée  !  I  understand  you  now.  I  bow  to 
your  greatness,  amazed  at  the  depth  and  clearness  of  your 
insight.  Yes,  the  woman  who  bas  not  used  the  marriage  cere- 
mony,  as  I  hâve  done,  merely  to  legalize  and  publish  the 
secret  élection  of  her  heart,  has  nothing  left  but  to  fly  to 
motherhood.    When  earth  fails,  the  soûl  makes  for  heaven  ! 

One  hard  truth  émerges  from  ail  that  you  hâve  said.  Only 
men  who  are  really  great  know  how  to  love,  and  now  I  under- 
stand the  reason  of  this.  Man  obeys  two  forces — one  sensual, 
one  spiritual.  Weak  or  inferior  men  mistake  the  first  for  the 
last,  whilst  great  soûls  know  how  to  clothe  the  merely  naturel 
instinct  in  ail  the  grâces  of  the  spirit.  The  very  strength 
of  this  spiritual  passion  imposes  severe  self-restraint  and  in- 
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spires  them  with  révérence  for  women.  Clearly,  feeling  is 
sensitive  in  proportion  to  the  calibre  of  the  mental  powers 
generally,  and  this  is  why  the  man  of  genius  alone  has  some- 
thing  of  a  woman's  delicacy.  He  understands  and  divines 
woman,  and  the  wings  of  passion  on  which  he  raises  her  are 
restrained  by  the  timidity  of  the  sensitive  spirit.  But  when 
the  mind,  the  heart,  and  the  sensés  ail  hâve  their  share  in 
the  rapture  which  transports  us — ah  !  then  there  is  no  f  alling 
to  earth,  rathcr  it  is  to  heaven  we  soar,  alas  !  for  only  too  brief 
a  visit. 

Such,  dear  soûl,  is  the  philosophy  of  the  first  three  months 
of  my  married  life.  Felipe  is  angelic.  Without  figure  of 
speech,  he  is  another  self,  and  I  can  think  aloud  with  him. 
His  greatness  of  soûl  passes  ray  compréhension.  Possession 
only  attaches  him  more  closely  to  me,  and  he  discovers  in  his 
happiness  new  motives  for  loving  me.  For  him,  I  am  the 
nobler  part  of  himself.  I  can  foresee  that  years  of  wedded 
life,  far  from  impairing  his  affection,  will  only  malve  it  more 
assured,  develop  fresh  possibilities  of  enjoyment,  and  bind  us 
in  more  perfect  sympathy.    What  a  delirium  of  joy  ! 

It  is  part  of  my  nature  that  pleasure  has  an  exhilarating 
effect  on  me  ;  it  leaves  sunshine  behind,  and  becomes  a  part  of 
my  inner  being.  The  interval  which  parts  one  ecstasy  from 
another  is  like  the  short  night  which  marks  ofï  our  long 
summer  days.  The  sun  which  flushed  the  mountain  tops 
with  warmth  in  setting  finds  them  hardly  cold  when  it  rises. 
What  happy  chance  has  given  me  such  a  destiny  ?  My  mother 
had  roused  a  host  of  f ears  in  me  ;  her  forecast,  which,  though 
free  from  the  alloy  of  vulgar  pettiness,  seemed  to  me  redolent 
of  jealousy,  has  been  falsificd  by  the  event.  Your  fears  and 
hers,  my  own — ail  hâve  vanished  in  thin  air  ! 

We  remained  at  Chantepleurs  sev^  months  and  a  half, 
for  ail  the  world  like  a  couple  of  runaway  levers  fleeing  the 
parental  wrath,  while  the  roses  of  pleasure  crowned  our  love 
and  embellished  our  dual  solitude.  One  moming,  when  I  was 
even  happier  than  usual,  I  began  to  muse  over  my  lot,  and 
suddenîy  Kenée  and  her  prosaic  marriage  flashed  into  my 
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mind.  It  seemed  to  me  that  now  I  could  grasp  the  inner 
meaning  of  your  life.  Oh  !  my  swect,  why  do  we  speak  a 
différent  longue  ?  Your  marriage  of  convenience  and  my  love 
match  are  two  worlds,  as  widely  separated  as  the  finite  from 
infinity.  You  still  walk  the  earth,  whilst  I  range  the  heavens  ! 
Your  sphère  is  human,  mine  divine  !  Love  erowned  me  queen, 
you  reign  by  reason  and  duty.  So  lofty  are  the  régions  where 
I  soar,  that  a  fall  would  shiver  me  to  atoms. 

But  no  more  of  this.  I  shrink  from  painting  to  you  the 
rainbow  brightness,  the  profusion,  the  exubérant  joy  of  love's 
springtime,  as  we  know  it. 

For  ten  days  we  hâve  been  in  Paris,  staying  in  a  charming 
house  in  the  Eue  du  Bac,  prepared  for  us  by  the  architect 
to  whom  Felipe  intrusted  the  décoration  of  Chantepleurs.  I 
hâve  been  listening,  in  ail  the  full  content  of  an  assured  and 
sanctioned  love,  to  that  divine  music  of  Eossini's,  which 
used  to  soothe  me  when,  as  a  restless  girl,  I  hungered  vaguely 
after  expérience.  They  say  I  am  more  beautiful,  and  I  hâve 
a  childish  pleasure  in  hearing  myself  called  "Madame." 

Friday  moming. 

Eenée,  my  fair  saint,  the  happiness  of  my  own  life  pulls 
me  for  ever  back  to  you.  I  feel  that  I  can  be  more  to  you 
than  ever  before,  you  are  so  dear  to  me  !  I  hâve  studied  your 
wedded  life  closely  in  the  light  of  my  own  opening  chapters  ; 
and  you  seem  to  me  to  come  out  of  the  scrutiny  so  great,  so 
noble,  so  splendid  in  your  goodness,  that  I  hère  déclare  myself 
your  inferior  and  humble  admirer,  as  Avell  as  your  friend. 
When  I  think  what  marriage  has  been  to  me,  it  seems  to  me 
that  I  should  hâve  died,  had  it  turned  out  otherwise.  And  you 
live  !  Tell  me  what  your  heart  feeds  on  !  Never  again  shall 
I  make  fun  of  you.  Mockery,  my  sweet,  is  the  child  of  igno- 
rance; we  jest  at  what  we  know  nothing  of.  "Eecruits  will 
laugh  where  the  vétéran  soldier  looks  grave,"  was  a  remark 
made  to  me  by  the  Comte  de  Chaulieu,  that  poor  cavalry  officer 
whose  campaigning  so  far  has  consisted  in  marches  from  Paris 
to  Fontainebleau  and  back  again. 
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I  surmise,  too,  my  dcar  love,  that  you  hâve  not  told  me  ail. 
There  are  wounds  which  you  hâve  hidden.  You  suffer;  I 
am  convineed  of  it.  In  trying  to  make  out  at  this  distance 
and  f rom  the  scraps  you  tell  me  the  reasons  of  your  conduct, 
I  hâve  weaved  together  ail  sorts  of  romantic  théories  about 
you.  "She  has  made  a  mère  experiment  in  marriage,"  I 
thought  one  evening,  "and  what  is  happiness  for  me  has 
proved  only  suffering  to  her.  lier  sacrifice  is  barren  of  re- 
ward,  and  she  would  not  make  it  greater  than  need  be.  The 
unetuous  axioms  of  social  morality  are  only  used  to  cloak  her 
disappoiutment."  Ah!  Renée,  the  best  of  happiness  is  that 
it  needs  no  dogma  and  no  fine  words  to  pave  the  way;  it 
speaks  for  itself,  while  theory  has  been  piled  upon  theory 
to  justify  the  System  of  women's  vassalage  and  thralldom.  If 
self-denial  be  so  noble,  so  sublime,  what,  pray,  of  my  joy,  shel- 
tered  by  the  gold-and-white  canopy  of  the  church,  and  wit- 
nessed  by  the  hand  and  seal  of  the  most  sour-f aced  of  mayors  ? 
Is  it  a  thing  out  of  nature? 

For  the  honor  of  the  law,  for  her  own  sake,  but  most  of 
ail  to  make  my  happiness  complète,  I  long  to  see  my  Renée 
content.  Oh!  tell  me  that  you  see  a  dawn  of  love  for  this 
Louis  who  adores  you  !  Tell  me  that  the  solemn,  symbolie 
torch  of  Hymen  has  not  alone  served  to  lighten  your  darkness, 
but  that  love,  the  glorious  sun  of  our  hearts,  pours  his  rays 
on  you.  I  come  back  always,  you  see,  to  this  midday  blaze, 
which  will  be  my  destruction,  I  fear. 

Dear  Renée,  do  you  remember  how,  in  your  outbursts  of 
girlish  dévotion,  you  would  say  to  me,  as  we  sat  under  the 
vine-covered  arbor  of  the  couvent  garden,  "1  love  you  so, 
Louise,  that  if  God  appeared  to  me  in  a  vision,  I  would  pray 
Him  that  ail  the  sorrows  of  life  might  be  mine,  and  ail  the 
joy  yours.  I  burn  to  suffer  for  you"  ?  Now,  darling,  the  day 
has  corne  when  I  take  up  your  prayer,  imploring  Heaven 
to  grant  you  a  share  in  my  happiness. 

I  must  tell  you  my  idea.  I  hâve  a  shrewd  notion  that  you 
are  hatching  ambitions  plans  under  the  name  of  Louis  de 
l'Estorade.     Very  good;  get  him  elected  deputy  at  the  ap- 
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proaching  élection,  for  he  will  be  very  nearly  forty  then; 
and  as  the  Chamber  does  not  meet  till  six  months  later,  he 
will  hâve  just  attained  the  âge  necessary  to  qualify  for  a  seat. 
You  will  corne  to  Paris — there,  isn't  that  enough?  My 
father,  and  the  f riends  .1  shall  hâve  niade  by  that  time,  will 
learn  to  know  and  admire  you  ;  and  if  your  f  ather-in-law  will 
agrée  to  found  a  family,  we  will  get  the  title  of  Comte  for 
Louis.  That  is  something  at  least  !  And  we  shall  be  to- 
gether. 


XXVIII 

RENiÊE  DE  l'eSTORADE  TO  LOUISE  DE  MACUMER 

December  1825 

My  thrice  happy  Louise,  your  letter  made  me  dizzy.  For 
a  few  moments  I  held  it  in  my  listless  hands,  while  a  tear 
or  two  sparkled  on  it  in  the  setting  sun.  I  was  alone  beneath 
the  small  barren  rock  where  I  hâve  had  a  seat  placed  ;  far  off, 
like  a  lance  of  steel,  the  Mediterranean  shone.  The  seat 
is  shaded  by  aromatic  shrubs,  and  I  hâve  had  a  very  large  jes- 
samine,  some  honeysuckle,  and  Spanish  brooms  transplanted 
there,  so  that  some  day  the  rock  will  be  entirely  covered  with 
climbing  plants.  The  wild  vine  bas  already  taken  root  there. 
But  winter  draws  near,  and  ail  this  greenery  is  faded  like  a 
pièce  of  old  tapestry.  In  this  spot  I  am  never  molested  ;  it  is 
understood  that  hère  I  wish  to  be  alone.  It  is  named  Louise's 
seat — a  proof,  is  it  not,  that  even  in  solitude  I  am  not  alone 
hère? 

If  I  tell  you  ail  thèse  détails,  to  you  so  paltry,  and  try 
to  describe  the  vision  of  green  with  which  my  prophétie  gaze 
clothes  this  bare  rock — on  whose  top  some  freak  of  nature 
has  set  up  a  magnifîeent  parasol  pine — it  is  because  in  ail 
this  I  bave  found  an  emblem  to  which  I  cling. 

It  was  while  your  blessed  lot  was  filling  me  with  joy  and — 
must  I  confess  it? — with  bitter  envy  too,  that  I  felt  the  first 
raovement  of  my  ehild  within,  and  this  mystery  of  physical 
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life  reacted  upon  the  inner  recesses  of  my  soûl.  This  inde- 
finable  sensation,  which  partakes  of  the  nature  at  once  of 
a  warning,  a  delight,  a  pain,  a  promise,  and  a  fulfilment; 
this  joy,  which  is  mine  alono,  unshared  by  mortal,  this  won- 
der  of  wonders,  has  whispered  to  me  that  one  day  this  rock 
shall  be  a  carpet  of  flowers,  resounding  to  the  merry  laughter 
of  children,  that  I  shall  at  last  be  blessed  among  women, 
and  from  me  shall  spring  forth  fountains  of  life.  Now  I 
know  what  I  hâve  lived  for  !  Thus  the  first  certainty  of 
bearing  within  me  another  life  brought  healing  to  my  wounds. 
A  joy  that  beggars  description  has  crowned  for  me  those  long 
days  of  sacrifice,  in  which  Louis  had  already  found  his. 

Sacrifice  !  I  said  to  myself,  how  far  does  it  excel  passion  ! 
What  pleasure  has  roots  sa  deep  as  one  which  is  not  personal 
but  créative  ?  Is  not  the  spirit  of  Sacrifice  a  power  mightier 
than  any  of  its  results?  Is  it  not  that  mysterious,  tireless 
divinity,  who  hides  beneath  innumerable  sphères  in  an  unex- 
plored  centre,  through  which  ail  worlds  in  turn  must  pass? 
Sacrifice,  solitary  and  secret,  rich  in  pleasures  only  tasted  in 
silence,  which  none  can  guess  at,  and  no  profane  eye  has  ever 
seen;  Sacrifice,  jealous  God  and  tyrant,  God  of  strength  and 
vietory,  exhaustless  spring  which,  partaking  of  the  very  es- 
sence of  ail  that  exists,  can  by  no  expenditure  be  drained  below 
its  own  level  ; — Sacrifice,  there  is  the  keynote  of  my  life. 

For  you,  Louise,  love  is  but  the  reflex  of  Felipe's  passion  ; 
the  life  which  I  shed  upon  my  little  ones  will  corne  back  to 
me  in  ever-growing  fulness.  The  plenty  of  your  golden  har- 
vest  will  pass;  mine,  though  late,  will  be  but  the  more  endur- 
ing,  for  each  hour  will  see  it  renewed.  Love  may  be  the  fair- 
est  gem  which  Society  has  filched  from  Nature;  but  what  is 
motherhood  save  Nature  in  her  most  gladsome  mood?  A 
smile  has  dried  my  tears.  Love  makes  my  Louis  happy,  but 
marriage  has  made  me  a  mother,  and  who  shall  say  I  am  not 
happy  also? 

With  slow  steps,  then,  I  returned  to  my  white  grange,  with 
its  green  shutters,  to  write  you  thèse  though ts. 

Se  it  is,  darling,  that  the  most  raarvelous,  and  yet  the 
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simplest,  proeess  of  nature  has  been  going  on  in  me  for  fîve 
nionths;  and  yet — in  your  ear  let  me  whisper  it — so  far  it 
agitâtes  neither  my  heart  nor  my  understanding.  I  see  ail 
around  me  happy;  the  grandfather-to-be  has  beeome  a  ehild 
again,  trespassing  on  the  grandchild's  place  ;  the  f  ather  wears 
a  grave  and  anxious  look;  they  are  ail  most  attentive  to  m.e, 
ail  talk  of  the  joy  of  being  a  mother.  Alas  !  I  alone  remain 
cold,  and  I  dare  not  tell  you  how  dead  I  am  to  ail  émotion, 
though  I  afîect  a  little  in  order  not  to  damp  the  gênerai 
satisfaction.  But  with  you  I  may  be  frank;  and  I  confess 
that,  at  my  présent  stage,  motherhood  is  a  mère  affair  of  the 
imagination. 

Louis  was  to  the  full  as  much  surprised  as  I.  Does  not 
this  show  how  little,  unless  by  his  impatient  wishes,  the 
f  ather  counts  for  in  this  matter?  Chance,  my  dear,  is  the 
sovereign  deity  in  child-bearing.  My  doctor,  while  maintain- 
ing  that  this  chance  works  in  harmony  with  nature,  does  not 
deny  that  children  who  are  the  fruit  of  passionate  love  are 
bound  to  be  richly  endowed  both  physically  and  mentally, 
and  that  often  the  happiness  which  shone  like  a  radiant  star 
over  their  birth  seems  to  watch  over  them  through  life.  It 
may  be  then,  Louise,  that  motherhood  reserves  joys  for  you 
whieh  I  shall  never  know.  It  may  be  that  the  feeling  of  a 
mother  for  the  child  of  a  man  whom  she  adores,  as  you  adore 
Felipe,  is  différent  from  that  with  which  she  regards  the 
offspring  of  reason,  duty,  and  desperation! 

Thoughts  such  as  thèse,  which  I  bury  in  my  inmost  heart, 
add  to  the  préoccupation  only  natural  to  a  woman  soon  to  be 
a  mother.  And  yet,  as  the  family  cannot  exist  without  chil- 
dren, I  long  to  speed  the  moment  from  which  the  joys  of 
family,  where  alone  I  am  to  find  my  life,  shall  date  their 
beginning.  At  présent  I  live  a  life  ail  expectation  and  mystei-y, 
except  for  a  sickening  physical  discomfort,  which  no  doubt 
serves  to  prépare  a  woman  for  suffering  of  a  différent  kind. 
I  watch  my  symptoms;  and  in  spite  of  the  attentions  and 
thoughtful  care  with  which  Louis'  anxiety  surrounds  me, 
I  am  conscious  of  a  vague  uneasiness,  minded  with  the 
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nausea,  the  distaste  for  food,  and  abnormal  longings  common 
to  my  condition.  If  I  am  to  speak  candidly,  I  must  confess, 
at  the  risk  of  disgusting  you  with  the  whole  business,  to  an 
incompréhensible  craving  for  rotten  fruit.  My  husband  goes 
to  Marseilles  to  fetch  the  fînest  oranges  the  world  produces — 
from  Malta,  Portugal,  Corsica — and  thèse  I  don't  touch. 
Then  I  hurry  there  myself,  sometimes  on  foot,  and  in  a 
little  back  street,  running  down  to  the  harbor,  close  to  the 
Town  Hall,  I  find  wretched,  half-putrid  oranges,  two  for  a 
sou,  which  I  devour  eagerly.  The  bluish,  greenish  shades  on 
the  mouldy  parts  sparkle  like  diamonds  in  my  eyes,  they  are 
flowers  to  me;  I  forget  the  putrid  odor,  and  find  them  de- 
licious,  with  a  piquant  flavor,  and  stimulating  as  wine.  My 
dear,  they  are  the  first  love  of  my  life  !  Your  passion  for 
Felipe  is  nothing  to  this  !  Sometimes  I  ean  slip  out  secretly 
and  fly  to  Marseilles,  full  of  passionate  longings,  which  grow 
more  intense  as  I  draw  near  the  street.  I  tremble  lest  the 
woman  should  be  sold  out  of  rotten  oranges  ;  I  pounce  on  them 
and  devour  them  as  I  stand.  It  seems  to  me  an  ambrosial 
food,  and  yet  I  hâve  seen  Louis  turn  aside,  unable  to  bear 
the  smell.  Then  came  to  my  mind  the  ghastly  words  of  Ober- 
mann  in  his  gloomy  elegy,  which  I  wish  I  had  never  read, 
"Eoots  slake  their  thirst  in  foulest  streams."  Since  I  took 
to  this  diet,  the  sickness  bas  ceased,  and  I  feel  much  stronger. 
This  depravity  of  taste  must  bave  a  meaning,  for  it  seems 
to  be  part  of  a  natural  process  and  to  be  common  to  most 
women,  sometimes  going  to  most  extravagant  lengths. 

When  my  situation  is  more  marked,  I  shall  not  go  beyond 
the  grounds,  for  I  should  not  like  to  be  seen  under  thèse 
cireumstances.  I  bave  the  greatest  curiosity  to  know  at  what 
précise  moment  the  sensé  of  motherhood  begins.  It  cannot 
possibly  be  in  the  midst  of  frightful  sutïering,  the  very 
thought  of  which  makes  me  shudder. 

Farewell,  favorite  of  fortune!     Farewell,  my  friend,  in 

whom  I  live  again,  and  through  whom  I  am  able  to  picture 

to  myself  this  brave  love,  this  jealousy  ail  on  fire  at  a  look, 

thèse  whisperings  in  the  ear,  thèse  joys  which  create  for 
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women,  as  it  were,  a  new  atmosphère,  a  new  daylight,  fresh 
life  !  Ah  !  pet,  I  too  understand  love.  Don't  weary  of  telling 
me  everything.  Keep  faithful  to  our  bond.  I  promise,  in 
my  turn,  to  spare  you  nothing. 

Na}' — to  conehide  in  ail  seriousness — I  will  not  eonceal 
from  you  that,  on  reading  your  letter  a  second  time,  I  was 
seized  with  a  dread  which  I  could  not  shake  off.  This  superb 
love  seems  like  a  challenge  to  Providence.  Will  not  the  sov- 
ereign  master  of  this  earth,  Calamity,  take  umbrage  if  no 
place  be  lef t  for  him  at  your  f east  ?  What  mighty  édifice  of 
fortune  has  he  not  overthrown?  Oh!  Louise,  forget  not,  in 
ail  this  happiness,  your  prayers  to  God.  Do  good,  be  kind 
and  merciful;  let  your  modération,  if  it  may  be,  avert  disaster. 
Eeligion  has  meant  much  more  to  me  since  I  left  the  convent 
and  since  my  marriage  ;  but  your  Paris  news  eontains  no  men- 
tion of  it.  In  your  glorification  of  Felipe,  it  seems  to  me 
you  reverse  the  saying,,  and  invoke  God  less  than  His  saint. 

But,  after  ail,  this  panic  is  only  excess  of  affection.  You 
go  to  church  together,  I  do  not  doubt,  and  do  good  in  secret. 
The  close  of  this  letter  will  seem  to  you  very  primitive,  I  ex- 
pect,  but  think  of  the  too  eager  friendship  which  prompts 
thèse  fears — a  friendship  of  the  type  of  La  Fontaine's,  which 
takes  alarm  at  dreams,  at  half-formed,  misty  ideas.  You  de- 
serve  to  be  happy,  since,  through  it  ail,  you  still  think  of  me, 
no  less  than  I  think  of  you,  in  my  monotonous  life,  which, 
though  it  lacks  color,  is  yet  not  empty,  and,  if  uneventful, 
is  not  unf ruitf ul.    God  bless  you,  then  ! 


XXIX 

M.    DE   L'ESTORADE   TO   THE    BARONNE   DE   MACUMER 

December  1825. 

Madame, — It  is  the  désire  of  my  wife  that  you  should  not 
leam  first  from  the  formai  announcement  of  an  event  which 
has  filled  us  with  joy.  Renée  has  just  given  birth  to  a  fine  boy, 
whose  baptisra  we  are  postponing  till  your  return  to  Chante- 
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pleurs.  Renée  and  I  both  earnestly  hope  that  you  may  then 
corne  as  far  as  La  Crampade,  and  will  consent  to  act  as  god- 
mother  to  our  firstborn.  In  this  hope,  I  hâve  had  him  placed 
on  the  register  under  the  name  of  Armand-Louis  de  l'Esto- 
rade. 

Our  dear  Eenée  suffered  much,  but  bore  it  with  angelic 
patience.  You,  who  know  her,  will  easily  understand  that 
the  assurance  of  bringing  happiness  to  us  ail  supported  her 
through  this  trying  apprenticeship  to  motherhood. 

Without  indulging  in  the  more  or  less  ludicrous  exaggera- 
tions  to  which  the  novel  sensation  of  being  a  father  is  apt 
to  give  rise,  I  may  tell  you  that  little  Armand  is  a  beautiful 
infant,  and  you  will  hâve  no  difficulty  in  believing  it  when 
I  add  that  he  has  Renée's  features  and  e3^es.  So  far,  at  least, 
this  gives  proof  of  intelligence. 

The  physieian  and  accoucheur  assure  us  that  Renée  is  now 
quite  out  of  danger;  and  as  she  is  proving  an  admirable  nurse 
— Nature  has  endowed  her  so  generously  ! — my  father  and  I 
are  able  to  give  free  rein  to  our  joy.  Madame,  may  I  be  al- 
lowed  to  express  the  hope  that  this  joy,  so  vivid  and  intense, 
which  has  brought  fresh  life  into  our  house,  and  has  ehanged 
the  face  of  existence  for  my  dear  wife,  may  ère  long  be 
y  ours  ? 

Renée  has  had  a  suite  of  rooms  prepared,  and  I  only  wish 
I  could  make  them  worthy  of  our  guests.  But  the  cordial 
friendliness  of  the  réception  which  awaits  you  may  perhaps 
atone  for  any  laek  of  splendor. 

I  hâve  heard  from  Renée,  madame,  of  your  kind  thought 
in  regard  to  us,  and  I  take  this  opportunity  of  thanking 
you  for  it,  the  more  gladly  because  nothing  could  now  be 
more  appropriate.  The  birth  of  a  grandson  has  reconciled 
my  father  to  sacrifices  which  bear  hardly  on  an  old  man.  He 
has  just  bought  two  estâtes,  and  La  Crampade  is  now  a  prop- 
erty  with  an  annual  rental  of  thirty  thousand  francs.  My 
father  intends  asking  the  King's  permission  to  form  an  en- 
tailed  estate  of  it  ;  and  if  you  are  good  enough  to  get  for  him 
the  title  of  which  you  spoke  in  your  last  letter,  you  will  hâve 
already  done  much  for  your  godson. 
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For  my  part,  I  shall  carry  out  your  suggestion  solely  with 
the  object  of  bringing  you  and  Renée  together  during  the 
sessions  of  the  Charaber.  I  ani  working  hard  with  the  view 
of  becoming  what  is  called  a  speeialist.  But  nothing  could 
give  me  greater  encouragement  in  my  labors  than  the  thought 
that  3'ou  will  take  an  interest  in  my  little  Armand.  Corne, 
then,  we  beg  of  you,  and  with  your  beauty  and  your  grâce, 
your  playful  fancy  and  your  noble  soûl,  enaet  the  part  of 
good  fairy  to  my  son  and  heir.  You  will  thus,  madame, 
add  undying  gratitude  to  the  respectful  regard  of 
Your  very  humble,  obedient  servant, 

Louis  de  l'Estorade. 


XXX 

LOUISE  DE   MACUMER   TO   RENEE   DE   l'ESTORADE 

January  1826. 

Macumer  has  just  wakened  me,  darling,  with  your  husband's 
letter.  First  and  foremost — Yes.  We  shall  be  going  to 
Chantepleurs  about  the  end  of  April.  To  me  it  will  be  a  piling 
up  of  pleasure  to  travel,  to  see  you,  and  to  be  the  godmother 
of  your  first  child.  I  must,  please,  hâve  Macumer  for  god- 
father.  To  take  part  in  a  ceremony  of  the  Church  with  an- 
other  as  my  partner  would  be  hateful  to  me.  Ah  !  if  you  could 
see  the  look  he  gave  me  as  I  said  this,  you  would  know  what 
store  this  sweetest  of  lovers  sets  on  bis  wife  ! 

"I  am  the  more  bent  on  our  visiting  La  Crampade  to- 
gether, Felipe,"  I  went  on,  "because  I  might  hâve  a  child 
there.  I  too,  you  know,  would  be  a  mother  !  .  .  .  And 
yet,  can  you  fancy  me  torn  in  two  between  you  and  the  infant  ? 
To  begin  with,  if  I  saw  any  créature — were  it  even  my  own 
son — taking  my  place  in  your  heart,  I  couldn't  answer  for 
the  conséquences.  Medea  may  hâve  been  right  after  ail.  The 
Greeks  had  some  good  notions  !" 

And  he  laughed. 
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So,  my  sweetheart,  you  hâve  the  fruit  without  the  flowers; 
I  the  flowers  without  the  fruit.  The  contrast  in  our  lives 
still  holds  good.  Between  the  two  of  us  we  hâve  surely 
enough  philosophy  to  find  the  moral  of  it  some  day.  Bah  ! 
only  ten  months  married!  Too  soon,  you  will  admit,  to  give 
up  hope. 

Wc  are  leading  a  gay,  yet  far  frora  empty  life,  as  is  the 
way  with  happy  people.  The  days  are  never  long  enough  for 
us.  Society,  seeing  me  in  the  trappings  of  a  married  woman, 
pronounees  the  Baronne  de  Mucumer  much  prettier  than 
Louise  de  Chaulieu  :  a  happy  love  is  a  most  becoming  cosmetic. 
When  Felipe  and  I  drive  along  the  Champs-Elysées  in  the 
bright  sunshine  of  a  crisp  January  day,  beneath  the  trees, 
f rosted  with  clusters  of  white  stars,  and  face  ail  Paris  on  the 
spot  where  last  year  we  met  with  a  gulf  between  us,  the  con- 
trast calls  up  a  thousand  f  ancies.  Suppose,  af  ter  ail,  your  last 
letter  should  be  right  in  its  forecast,  and  we  are  too  pre- 
sumptuous  ! 

If  I  am  ignorant  of  a  mother's  joys,  you  shall  tell  me  about 
them;  I  will  learn  by  sympathy.  But  my  imagination  can 
picture  nothing  to  equal  the  rapture  of  love.  You  will  laugh 
at  my  extravagance;  but,  I  assure  you,  that  a  dozen  times  in 
as  many  months  the  longing  has  seized  me  to  die  at  thirty, 
while  life  was  still  untarnished,  amidst  the  roses  of  love,  in 
the  embrace  of  passion.  To  bid  farewell  to  the  feast  at  its 
brightest,  before  disappointment  has  eome,  having  lived  in 
this  sunshine  and  celestial  air,  and  well-nigh  spent  myself  in 
love,  not  a  leaf  dropped  from  my  crown,  not  an  illusion  per- 
ished  in  my  heart,  what  a  dream  is  there!  Think  what  it 
would  be  to  bear  about  a  young  heart  in  an  aged  body,  to  see 
only  cold,  dumb  faces  around  me,  where  even  strangers  used 
to  smile;  to  be  a  worthy  matron!  Can  Hell  hâve  a  worse 
torture  ? 

On  this  very  subject,  in  fact,  Felipe  and  I  hâve  had  our  fîrst 
quarrel.  I  contended  that  he  ought  to  hâve  sufficient  moral 
strength  to  kill  me  in  my  sleep  when  I  bave  reached  thirty, 
so  that  I  might  pass  from  one  dream  to  another.    The  wretch 
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declinod.  I  threatened  to  leave  him  alone  in  the  world,  and, 
poor  child,  he  turned  white  as  a  sheet.  My  dear,  this  distin- 
guished  statesman  is  neither  more  nor  less  than  a  baby.  It  is 
incredible  what  yoiith  and  simplicity  he  contrived  to  hide 
away.  New  that  I  allow  myself  to  think  aloud  with  him,  as  I 
do  with  you,  and  hâve  no  secrets  from  him,  we  are  always 
giving  each  other  surprises. 

Dear  Kenée,  Felipe  and  Louise,  the  pair  of  lovers,  want 
to  send  a  présent  to  the  young  mother.  We  would  like  to 
get  something  that  would  give  you  pleasure,  and  we  don't 
share  the  popular  taste  for  surprises  ;  so  tell  me  quite  frankly, 
pleasc,  what  you  would  like.  It  ought  to  be  something  which 
■would  recall  us  to  you  in  a  pleasant  way,  something  which 
you  will  use  every  day,  and  which  won't  wear  out  with  use. 
The  meal  which  with  us  is  most  cheerful  and  friendiy  is 
lunch,  and  therefore  the  idea  occurred  to  me  of  a  spécial 
luncheon  service,  ornamented  with  figures  of  babies.  If  you 
approve  of  this,  let  me  know  at  once;  for  it  will  hâve  to  be 
ordered  immediately  if  we  are  to  bring  it.  Paris  artists  are 
gentlemen  of  far  too  much  importance  to  be  hurried.  This 
will  be  my  offering  to  Lucina. 

Farewell,  dear  nursing  mother.  May  ail  a  mother's  delights 
be  yours  !  I  await  with  impatience  your  first  letter,  which  will 
tell  me  ail  about  it,  I  hope.  Some  of  the  détails  in  your 
husband's  letter  went  to  my  heart.  Poor  Eenée,  a  mother 
has  a  heavy  priée  to  pay.  I  will  tell  my  godson  how  dearly  he 
must  love  you.    No  end  of  love,  my  sweet  one. 


XXXI 

RENEE  DE   L'ESTORADE  TO   LOUISE   DE   MACUMER 

It  is  nearly  five  months  now  since  baby  was  bom,  and  not 
once,  dear  heart,  hâve  I  found  a  single  moment  for  writing 
to  you.  When  you  are  a  mother  yourself,  you  will  be  more 
ready  to  excuse  me  than  you  are  now;  for  you  hâve  punished 
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me  a  little  bit  in  making  your  own  letters  so  few  and  far  be- 
tween.  Do  write,  my  darling!  Tell  me  of  your  pleasures; 
lay  on  the  blue  as  brightly  as  you  please.  It  will  not  hurt 
me,  for  I  am  happy  now,  happier  than  you  can  imagine. 

I  went  in  state  to  the  parish  church  to  hear  the  Mass  for 
recovery  from  childbirth,  as  is  the  custom  in  the  old  families 
of  Provence.  I  was  supported  on  either  side  by  the  two  grand- 
fathers — Louis'  father  and  my  own.  Never  had  I  knelt  before 
God  with  such  a  flood  of  gratitude  in  my  heart.  I  hâve  so 
much  to  tell  you  of,  so  many  feelings  to  describe,  that  I  don't 
knovf  where  to  begin  ;  but  from  amidst  thèse  conf used  mcmo- 
ries,  one  rises  distinctly,  that  of  my  prayer  in  the  church. 

When  I  found  myself  transformed  into  a  joyful  mother, 
on  the  very  spot  where,  as  a  girl,  I  had  trembled  for  my 
future,  it  seemed  to  my  fancy  that  the  Virgin  on  the  altar 
bowed  her  head  and  pointed  to  the  infant  Christ,  who  smiled 
at  me  !  My  heart  f ull  of  pure  and  heavenly  love,  I  held  out 
little  Armand  for  the  priest  to  bless  and  bathe,  in  anticipation 
of  the  regular  baptism  to  come  later.  But  you  will  sce  us 
together  then,  Armand  and  me. 

My  child — see  how  readily  the  word  comes,  and  indeed 
there  is  none  sweeter  to  a  mother's  heart  and  mind  or  on  her 
lips — well,  then,  dear  child,  during  the  last  two  months  I 
used  to  drag  myself  wearily  and  heavily  about  the  gardens, 
not  realizing  yet  how  precious  was  the  burden,  spite  of  ail 
the  discomforts  it  brought  !  I  was  haunted  by  forebodings 
so  gloomy  and  ghastly,  that  they  got  the  botter  even  of  curi- 
osity;  in  vain  did  I  reason  with  myself  that  no  natural  func- 
tion  could  be  so  very  terrible,  in  vain  did  I  picture  the  de- 
lights  of  motherhood.  My  heart  made  no  response  even  to 
the  thought  of  the  little  one,  who  announced  himself  by  lively 
kicking.  That  is  a  sensation,  dear,  which  may  be  welcome 
when  it  is  familiar;  but  as  a  novelty,  it  is  more  strange  than 
pleasing.  I  speak  for  myself  at  least  ;  you  know  I  would  never 
afiect  anything  I  did  not  really  feel,  and  I  look  on  my  child 
as  a  gift  straight  from  Heaven.  For  one  who  saw  in  it 
rather  the  image  of  the  man  she  loved,  it  might  be  différent. 
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But  enoiigh  of  siich  sad  thonghts,  gone,  I  trust,  for  ever. 

When  the  crisis  came,  I  summoned  ail  my  powers  of  ré- 
sistance, and  braced  myself  so  well  for  sufïering,  that  I.bore 
the  horrible  agony — so  they  tell  me — quite  marvelously.  For 
about  an  hour  I  sank  into  a  sort  of  stupor,  of  the  nature  of  a 
dream.  I  seemed  to  myself  then  two  beings — an  outer  cover- 
ing  racked  and  tortured  by  red-hot  pineers,  and  a  soûl  at 
peace.  In  this  strange  state  the  pain  formed  itself  into  a 
sort  of  halo  hovering  over  me.  A  gigantic  rose  seemed  to 
spring  out  of  my  head  and  grow  ever  larger  and  larger,  till 
it  enfolded  me  in  its  blood-red  petals.  The  same  color  dyed 
the  air  around,  and  everything  I  saw  was  blood-red.  At  last 
the  climax  came,  when  soûl  and  body  seemed  no  longer  able  to 
hold  together;  the  spasms  of  pain  gripped  me  like  death 
itself.  I  screamed  aloud,  and  found  fresh  strength  against 
this  fresh  torture.  Suddenly  this  concert  of  hideous  cries 
was  overbome  by  a  joyful  sound — the  shrill  wail  of  the  new- 
bom  infant.  No  words  can  describe  that  moment.  It  was  as 
though  the  universe  took  part  in  my  cries,  when  ail  at  once 
the  chorus  of  pain  fell  hushed  before  the  child's  feeble  note. 

They  laid  me  baek  again  in  the  large  bed,  and  it  felt  like 
paradise  to  me,  even  in  my  extrême  exhaustion.  Three  or 
four  happy  faces  pointed  through  tears  to  the  cliild.  My  dear, 
I  exclaimed  in  terror  : 

"It's  just  like  a  little  monkey!  Are  you  really  and  truly 
certain  it  is  a  child  ?" 

I  fell  back  on  my  side,  miserably  disappointed  at  my  first 
expérience  of  motherly  feeling. 

"Don't  worry,  dear,"  said  my  mother,  who  had  installed 
herself  as  nurse.  "Why,  you've  got  the  finest  baby  in  the 
world.  You  musn't  excite  yourself  ;  but  give  your  whole  mind 
now  to  tuming  yourself  as  much  as  possible  into  an  animal, 
a  milch  cow,  pasturing  in  the  meadow." 

I  fell  asleep  then,  fully  resolved  to  let  nature  hâve  her  way. 

Ah!  my  sweet,  how  heavenly  it  was  to  waken  up  from  ail 
the  pain  and  haziness  of  the  first  days,  when  everything  was 
still  dim,  uncomfortable,  confused.     A  ray  of  light  pierced 
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the  darkness  ;  my  heart  and  soûl,  my  inner  self — a  self  I  had 
never  known  before — rent  the  envelope  of  gloomy  suffering, 
as  a  flower  bursts  its  sheath  at  the  fîrst  warm  kiss  of  the 
sun,  at  the  moment  when  the  little  wretch  fastened  on  my 
breast  and  sucked.  Not  even  the  sensation  of  the  child's  fîrst 
cry  was  so  exquisite  as  this.  This  is  the  dawn  of  motherhood, 
this  is  the  Fiat  lux! 

Hère  is  happiness,  joy  ineffable,  thoiigh  it  comes  not  with- 
out  pangs.  Oh!  my  sweet  jealous  soûl,  how  you  will  relish 
a  delight  which  exists  only  for  ourselves,  the  child,  and  God  ! 
For  this  tiny  créature  ail  knowledge  is  summed  up  in  its 
mother's  breast.  This  is  the  one  bright  spot  in  its  world, 
towards  which  its  puny  strength  goes  forth.  Its  thoughts 
cluster  round  this  spring  of  life,  which  it  leaves  only  to 
sleep,  and  whitlier  it  returns  on  waking.  Its  lips  hâve  a 
sweetness  beyond  words,  and  their  pressure  is  at  once  a  pain 
and  a  delight,  a  delight  which  by  every  excess  becomes  pain, 
or  a  pain  which  culminâtes  in  delight.  The  sensation  which 
rises  from  it,  and  which  pénétrâtes  to  the  very  core  of  my  life, 
baffles  ail  description.  It  seems  a  sort  of  centre  whence  a 
myriad  joy-bearing  rays  gladden  the  heart  and  soûl.  To  bear 
a  child  is  nothing;  to  nourish  it  is  birth  renewed  every  hour. 

Oh  !  Louise,  there  is  no  caress  of  lover  with  half  the  power  of 
those  little  pink  hands,  as  they  stray  about,  seeking  whereby 
to  lay  hold  on  life.  And  the  infant  glances,  now  tumed  upon 
the  breast,  now  raised  to  meet  our  own  !  What  dreams  come 
to  us  as  we  watch  the  clinging  nursling!  Ail  our  powers, 
whether  of  mind  or  body,  are  at  its  service  ;  for  it  we  breathe 
and  think,  in  it  our  longings  are  more  than  satisfied  !  The 
sweet  sensation  of  warmth  at  the  heart,  which  the  sound  of  his 
first  cry  brought  to  me — like  the  first  ray  of  sunshine  on  the 
earth — came  again  as  I  felt  the  milk  flow  into  his  mouth, 
again  as  his  eyes  met  mine,  and  at  this  moment  I  hâve  felt 
it  once  more  as  his  first  smile  gave  token  of  a  mind  working 
within — for  he  has  laughed,  my  dear  !  A  laugh,  a  glance, 
a  bite,  a  cry — four  miracles  of  gladness  which  go  straight  to 
the  heart  and  strike  chords  that  respond  to  no  other  touch. 
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A  child  is  tied  to  our  heart-strings,  as  the  sphères  are  linked 
to  their  creator;  we  cannot  think  of  God  except  as  a  mother's 
heart  writ  large. 

It  is  only  in  the  act  of  nursing  that  a  woman  realizes  her 
motherhood  in  visible  and  tangible  fashion;  it  is  a  joy  of 
every  moment.  The  milk  becomes  flesh  before  our  eyes;  it 
blossoms  into  the  tips  of  those  délicate  flower-like  Angers;  it 
expands  in  tender,  transparent  nails;  it  spins  the  silky 
tresses  ;  it  kicks  in  the  little  f eet.  Oh  !  those  baby  feet,  how 
plainly  they  talk  to  us!  In  them  the  child  finds  its  first 
language. 

Yes,  Louise,  nursing  is  a  miracle  of  transformation  going 
on  before  one's  bewildered  eyes.  Those  cries,  they  go  to  your 
heart  and  not  your  ears;  those  smiling  eyes  and  lips,  those 
plunging  feet,  they  speak  in  words  which  could  not  be  plainer 
if  God  traced  them  before  you  in  letters  of  tire  !  What  else 
is  there  in,  the  world  to  care  about  ?  The  f  ather  ?  Why,  you 
could  kill  him  if  he  dreamed  of  waking  the  baby  !  Just  as 
the  child  is  the  world  to  us,  so  do  we  stand  alone  in  the  world 
for  the  child.  The  sweet  consciousness  of  a  common  life  is 
ample  recompense  for  ail  the  trouble  and  suffering — for  suf- 
fering  there  is.  Heaven  save  you,  Louise,  f rom  ever  knowing 
the  maddening  agony  of  a  wound  which  gapes  afresh  with 
every  pressure  of  rosy  lips,  and  is  so  hard  to  heal — the  heaviest 
tax  perhaps  imposed  on  beauty.  For  know,  Louise,  and  be- 
ware  !  it  visits  only  a  fair  and  délicate  skin. 

My  little  ape  has  in  five  months  developed  into  the  prettiest 
darling  that  ever  mother  bathed  in  tears  of  joy,  washed, 
brushed,  combed,  and  made  smart;  for  God  knows  what 
unwearied  care  we  lavish  upon  thèse  tender  blossoms  !  So 
my  monkey  has  ceased  to  exist,  and  behold  in  his  stead  a  hdby, 
as  my  English  nurse  says,  a  regualr  pink-and-white  baby. 
He  cries  very  little  too  now,  for  he  is  conscious  of  the  love 
bestowed  on  him  ;  indeed,  I  hardly  ever  leave  him,  and  I  strive 
to  wrap  him  round  in  the  atmosphère  of  my  love. 

Dear,  I  hâve  a  feeling  now  for  Louis  which  is  not  love, 
but  which  ought  to  be  the  crown  of  a  woman 's  love  where  it 
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exists.  Nay,  I  am  not  sure  whether  this  tendcr  fondness,  this 
unselfish  gratitude,,  is  not  superior  to  love.  From  ail  that 
you  hâve  told  me  of  it,  dear  pet,  I  gather  that  love  has  sonie- 
thing  terribly  earthly  about  it,  whilst  a  strain  of  holy  piety 
purifies  the  affection  a  happy  mother  feels  for  the  author  of 
her  far-reaching  and  enduring  joys.  A  mother's  happiness  is 
like  a  beacon,  lighting  up  the  future,  but  reflected  also  on  the 
past  in  the  guise  of  fond  memories. 

The  old  l'Estorade  and  his  son  hâve  moreover  redoubled 
their  dévotion  to  me  ;  I  am  like  a  new  person  to  them.  Every 
time  they  see  me  and  speak  to  me,  it  is  with  a  fresh  holiday 
joy,  which  touches  me  deeply.  The  grandfather  has,  I 
verily  believe,  turned  child  again  ;  he  looks  at  me  admiringly, 
and  the  first  time  I  came  down  to  lunch  he  was  moved  to  tears 
to  see  me  eating  and  suckling  the  child.  The  moisture  in 
thèse  dry  old  eyes,  generally  expressive  only  of  avarice,  was  a 
wonderful  comfort  to  me.  I  felt  that  the  good  soûl  entered 
into  my  Joy. 

As  for  Louis,  he  would  shout  aloud  to  the  trees  and  stones 
of  the  highway  that  he  has  a  son;  and  he  spends  whole 
hours  watching  your  sleeping  godson.  He  does  not  know, 
he  says,  when  he  will  grow  used  to  it.  Thèse  extravagant 
expressions  of  delight  show  me  how  great  must  hâve  been 
their  fears  beforehand.  Louis  has  confided  in  me  that  he 
had  believed  himself  condemned  to  be  childless.  Poor  fellow  ! 
he  has  ail  at  once  developed  very  much,  and  he  works  even 
harder  than  he  did.  The  father  in  him  has  quickened  his 
ambition. 

For  myseif,  dear  soûl,  I  grow  happier  and  happier  every 
moment.  Each  hour  créâtes  a  fresh  tie  between  the  mother 
and  her  infant.  The  very  nature  of  my  feelings  proves  to 
me  that  they  are  normal,  permanent,  and  indestructible; 
whereas  I  shrewdly  suspect  love,  for  instance,  of  being  in- 
termittent. Certainly  it  is  not  the  same  at  ail  moments,  the 
flowers  which  it  weaves  into  the  web  of  life  are  not  ail  of 
equal  brightness;  love,  in  short,  can  and  must  décline.  But 
a  mother's  love  has  no  ebb-tide  to  fear;  rather  it  grows  with 
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the  growth  of  the  child's  nceds,  and  strengthens  with  its 
strength.  Is  it  not  at  once  a  passion,  a  natural  craving,  a 
feeling,  a  duty,  a  necessity,  a  jo}'?  Yes,  darling,  hère  is 
woman's  true  sphère.  Hère  the  passion  for  self-sacrifice  can 
expend  itself,  and  no  jealousy  intrudes. 

Hère,  too,  is  perhaps  the  single  point  on-  which  society 
and  nature  are  at  one.  Society,  in  this  matter,  enforces  the 
dictâtes  of  nature,  strengthening  the  maternai  instinct  by 
adding  to  it  family  spirit  and  the  désire  of  perpetuating  a 
name,  a  race,  an  estate.  How  tenderly  must  not  a  woman 
cherish  the  child  who  has  been  the  first  to  open  up  to  her 
thèse  joys,  the  first  to  call  forth  the  énergies  of  her  nature 
and  to  instruct  lier  in  the  grand  art  of  motherhood!  The 
right  of  the  eldest,  which  in  the  earliest  times  formed  a  part 
of  the  natural  order  and  was  lost  in  the  origins  of  society, 
ought  never,  in  my  opinion,  to  hâve  been  questioned.  Ah! 
how  much  a  mother  learns  f  rom  her  child  !  The  constant 
protection  of  a  helpless  being  forces  us  to  so  strict  an  al- 
liance with  virtue,  that  a  woman  never  shows  to  full  advan- 
tage  except  as  a  mother.  Then  alone  can  her  character  ex- 
pand  in  the  fulfilment  of  ail  life's  duties  and  the  enjoyment 
of  ail  its  pleasures.  A  woman  who  is  not  a  mother  is  maimed 
and  incomplète.  Hasten,  then,  my  sweetest,  to  fulfil  your 
mission.  Your  présent  happiness  will  then  be  multiplied  by 
the  wealth  of  my  delights. 

23r(f.   . 

I  had  to  tear  myself  from  you  because  your  godson  was  cry- 
ing.  I  can  hear  his  cry  from  the  bottom  of  the  garden.  But 
I  would  not  let  this  go  without  a  word  of  farewell.  I  hâve 
just  been  reading  over  what  I  hâve  said,  and  am  horrified 
to  see  how  vulgar  are  the  f eelings  expressed  !  What  I  feel, 
every  mother,  alas  !  since  the  beginning  must  hâve  felt,  I  sup- 
pose, in  the  same  way,  and  put  into  the  same  words.  You 
will  laugh  at  me,  as  we  do  at  the  naïve  father  who  dilates  on 
the  beauty  and  clevemess  of  his  (of  course)  quite  excep- 
tional  offspring.     But  the  refrain  of  my  letter,  darling,  is 
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this,  and  I  repeat  it  :  I  am  as  happy  now  as  I  used  to  be 
misérable.  This  grange — and  is  it  not  going  to  be  an  estate, 
a  family  property? — bas  become  niy  land  of  promise.  The 
désert  is  past  and  over.  A  thousand  loves,  darling  pet.  Write 
to  me,  for  now  I  can  read  without  a  tear  the  taie  of  your 
happy  love.    Farewell. 


XXXII 

MME,    DE   MACUMER   TO   MME.    DE   L'ESTORADE 

March  1826 

Do  You  know,  dear,  that  it  is  more  than  three  months  since 
I  bave  written  to  you  or  heard  from  you?  I  am  the  more 
guilty  of  the  two,  for  I  did  not  reply  to  your  last,  but  you 
don't  stand  on  punctilio  surely? 

Macumer  and  I  bave  taken  your  silence  for  consent  as  re- 
gards the  baby-wreathed  luncheon  service,  and  the  little 
cherubs  are  starting  this  morning  for  Marseilles.  It  took 
six  months  to  carry  out  the  design.  And  so  when  Felipe 
asked  me  to  corne  and  see  the  service  before  it  was  packed, 
I  suddenly  waked  up  to  the  fact  that  we  had  not  inter- 
changed  a  word  since  the  letter  of  yours  which  gave  me  an 
insight  into  a  mother's  heart. 

My  sweet,  it  is  this  terrible  Paris — there's  my  excuse. 
What,  pray,  is  yours  ?  Oh  !  what  a  whirlpool  is  society  ! 
Didn't  I  tell  you  once  that  in  Paris  one  must  be  as  the 
Parisians?  Society  there  drives  out  ail  sentiment;  it  lays 
an  embargo  on  your  time;  and  unless  you  are  very  careful, 
soon  eats  away  your  heart  altogether.  What  an  amazing  mas- 
terpiece  is  the  character  of  Célimène  in  Molière's  Le  Misan- 
thrope! She  is  the  society  woman,  not  only  of  Louis  XIV.'s 
time,  but  of  our  own,  and  of  ail,  time. 

Where  should  I  be  but  for  my  breastplate — the  love  I  bear 
Felipe?  This  very  morning  I  told  him,  as  the  outcome  of 
thèse  reflections,  that  be  was  my  salvation.    If  my  evenings 
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are  a  continuons  round  of  parties,  balls,  concerts,  and 
théâtres,  at  night  my  heart  expands  again,  and  is  healed  of 
the  wounds  received  in  the  world  by  the  delights  of  the  pas- 
sionate  love  which  await  my  return. 

I  dine  at  home  only  when  we  hâve  friends,  so-called,  with 
us,  and  spend  the  aftcrnoon  there  only  on  my  day,  for  I 
hâve  a  day  now — Wednesday — for  receiving.  I  hâve  entered 
the  lists  with  Mmes.  d'Espard  and  de  Maufrigneuse,  and 
with  the  old  Duchesse  de  Lenoncourt,  and  my  house  has  the 
réputation  of  being  a  very  lively  one.  I  allowed  myself  to 
become  the  fashion,  because  I  saw  how  much  pleasure  my 
success  gave  Felipe.  My  mornings  are  his  ;  f rom  four  in  the 
afternoon  till  two  in  the  morning  I  belong  to  Paris.  Macu- 
mer  makes  an  admirable  host,  witty  and  dignified,  perfect  in 
courtesy,  and  with  an  air  of  real  distinction.  No  woman 
could  help  loving  such  a  husband  even  if  she  had  chosen  hira 
without  Consulting  lier  heart. 

My  father  and  mother  bave  left  for  Madrid.  Louis  XVIII. 
being  out  of  the  way,  the  Duchess  had  no  difficulty  in  ob- 
taining  f  rom  our  good-natured  Charles  X.  the  appointment  of 
her  fascinating  poet;  so  he  is  carried  off  in  the  capacity  of 
attaché. 

My  brother,  the  Duc  de  Rhétoré,  deigns  to  rccognize  me 
as  a  person  of  mark.  As  for  my  younger  brother,  the  Comte 
de  Chaulieu,  this  buckram  warrior  owes  me  everlasting  grati- 
tude. Before  my  father  left,  he  spent  my  fortune  in  acquir- 
ing  for  the  Count  an  estate  of  forty  thousand  francs  a  year, 
entailed  on  the  title,  and  his  marriage  with  Mlle,  de  Mort- 
sauf,  an  heiress  from  Touraine,  is  defmitely  arranged.  The 
King,  in  order  to  préserve  the  name  and  titles  of  the  de 
Lenoncourt  and  de  Givry  familles  from  extinction,  is  to 
confer  thèse,  together  with  the  armoriai  bearings,  by  patent 
on  my  brother.  Certainly  it  would  never  bave  doue  to  allow 
thèse  two  fine  names  and  their  splendid  motto,  Faciem  semper 
monstramus,  to  perish.  Mlle,  de  Mortsauf,  who  is  grand- 
daughter  and  sole  heiress  of  the  Duc  de  Lenoncourt-Givry, 
will,  it  is  said,  inherit  altogether  more  than  one  hundred 
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thousand  livres  a  year.  The  only  stipulation  my  father  has 
made  is  that  the  de  Chaulieu  arms  should  appear  in  the 
centre  of  the  de  Lenoncourt  escntcheon.  Thus  my  brother 
will  be  Duc  de  Lenoncourt.  The  young  de  Mortsauf,  to 
whom  everything  would  othenvise  go,  is  in  the  last  stage  of 
consumption  ;  his  death  is  looked  for  every  day.  The  mar- 
riage  will  take  place  next  winter  when  the  family  are  out  of 
mourning.  I  am  told  that  I  shall  hâve  a  charming  sister-in- 
law  in  Mlle,  de  Mortsauf. 

So  you  see  that  my  father's  reasoning  is  justified.  The 
outcome  of  it  ail  has  won  me  many  compliments,  and  my 
marriage  is  explained  to  everybody's  satisfaction.  To  com- 
plète our  success,  the  Prince  de  Talleyrand,  out  of  affection 
for  my  grandmother,  is  showing  himself  a  warm  friend  to 
Macumer.  Society,  which  began  by  criticising  me,  has  now 
passed  to  cordial  admiration. 

In  short,  I  now  reign  a  queen  where,  barely  two  5'ears  ago, 
I  was  an  insignificant  item.  Macumer  finds  himself  the  ob- 
ject  of  universal  envy,  as  the  husband  of  "the  most  charming 
woman  in  Paris."  At  least  a  score  of  women,  as  you  know, 
are  always  in  that  proud  position.  Men  murmur  sweet  things 
in  my  ear,  or  content  themselves  with  greedy  glanées.  This 
chorus  of  longing  and  admiration  is  so  soothing  to  one's 
vanity,  that  I  confess  I  begin  to  understand  the  uncon- 
scionable  price  women  are  ready  to  pay  for  such  frail  and 
precarious  privilèges.  A  triumph  of  this  kind  is  like  strong 
wine  to  vanity,  self-love,  and  ail  the  self-regarding  feelings. 
To  pose  perpetually  as  a  divinity  is  a  draught  so  potent  in 
its  intoxicating  effects,  that  I  am  no  longer  surprised  to  see 
women  grow  selfîsh,  callous,  and  frivolous  in  the  heart  of 
this  adoration.  The  fumes  of  society  mount  to  the  head.  You 
lavish  the  wealth  of  your  soûl  and  spirit,  the  treasures  of 
your  time,  the  noblest  efforts  of  your  will,  upon  a  crowd  of 
people  who  repay  you  in  smiles  and  jealousy.  The  false  coin 
of  their  pretty  speeches,  compliments,  and  flattery  is  the 
only  return  they  give  for  the  solid  gold  of  your  courage  and 
çacrifices,  and  ail  the  thought  that  must  go  to  keep  up  with- 
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out  flagging  the  standard  of  beauty,  dress,  sparkling  talk,  and 
gênerai  atïability.  You  are  perfectly  aware  how  niuch  it 
costs,  and  tliat  the  whole  thing  is  a  frand,  but  you  cannot 
keep  ont  of  the  vortex. 

Ah  !  my  sweetheart,  how  one  craves  for  a  real  f riend  !  How 
preeious  to  me  are  the  love  and  dévotion  of  Felipe,  and  how 
my  heart  goes  out  to  you  !  Joyfully  indeed  are  we  prepar- 
ing  for  our  move  to  Chantepleurs,  where  we  can  rest  froni 
the  comedy  of  the  Eue  du  Bac  and  of  the  Paris  drawing- 
rooms.  Having  just  read  your  letter  again,  I  feel  that  I  can- 
not better  describe  this  dcmoniac  paradise  than  by  saying  that 
no  woman  of  fashion  in  Paris  can  possibly  be  a  good  mother. 

Good-b3'e,  then,  for  a  short  time,  dear  one.  We  shall  stay 
at  Chantepleurs  only  a  week  at  most,  and  shall  be  with  you 
about  May  lOth.  So  we  are  actually  to  meet  again  after 
more  than  two  years  !  What  changes  since  then  !  Hère  we 
are,  both  matrons,  both  in  our  proniised  land — I  of  love,  you 
of  motherhood. 

If  I  hâve  not  written,  my  sweetest,  it  is  not  because  I  hâve 
f orgotten  you.  And  what  of  the  monkey  godson  ?  Is  he  still 
pretty  and  a  crédit  to  me?  He  must  be  more  than  nine 
months'  old  now.  I  should  dearly  like  to  be  présent  when  he 
makes  his  first  steps  upon  this  earth  ;  but  Macumer  tells  me 
that  even  precocious  infants  hardly  walk  at  ten  months. 

We  shall  bave  some  good  gossips  there,  and  "eut  pinafores," 
as  the  Blois  folk  say.  I  shall  see  whether  a  child,  as  the  say- 
ing goes,  spoils  the  pattem. 

P.  S. — If  you  deign  to  reply  from  your  maternai  heights, 
address  to  Chantepleurs.    I  am  just  off. 
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XXXIII 
MME.  DE  L'ESTORADE  TO  MME,  DE  MACUMEE 

M  y  Child, — Tf  evor  you  bccoTne  a  mother,  you  will  find  out 
that  it  in  imposirible  to  writ/;  lett/trs  durin^  the  finit  two 
rno/jthg  of  your  nursing.  Mary,  rny  Knglish  nurs^,  anr]  I 
are  Fxith  quite  knrx,'kftd  up.  It  is  true  I  had  not  t^jld  you 
that  I  was  deterrnined  to  do  everything  mys^lf.  Before  the 
event  I  had  with  my  own  fingerH  Bf:wn  the  baby  clothes  and 
erribroidored  and  edged  with  lace  the  little  caps.  I  arn  a  slave, 
rny  pet,  a  slave  day  and  night. 

To  Ixigin  with,  Master  Arrnand-T>ouiB  takes  hig  meals  when 
it  pleas^.'S  hirn,  and  tPiat  h  always;  then  he  has  often  to  \>n 
changed,  washed,  and  dressed.  His  mother  i»  m  fond  of 
watching  him  asleep,  of  singing  songg  to  hirn,  of  walking 
hirn  ab<^>ut  in  her  arrns  on  a  fin/i  day,  that  she  ha»  little  time 
left  to  attend  to  herself.  In  short,  what  society  has  been  to 
you,  rny  ehild — our  child — bas  been  to  rne! 

I  cannot  tell  you  how  full  and  rich  my  life  hag  become, 
and  I  long  for  your  corning  that  you  rnay  see  for  yourself. 
The  only  thing  is,  I  arn  afraid  he  will  soon  be  teething,  and 
that  you  will  find  a  peevish,  crying  baby.  So  far  he  hag  not 
cried  rnuch,  for  I  am  always  at  hand.  Babieg  only  cry  when 
their  wants  are  not  under^tood,  and  I  ara  constantly  on  the 
lookout  for  his.  Oh  !  my  Bweet,  my  heart  has  opened  up  m 
wide,  while  you  allow  yourg  to  ghrink  and  ghrivel  at  the  bid- 
ding  of  gociety!  I  look  for  your  coming  with  ail  a  hemrjit's 
longing,  I  want  bo  rnuch  to  know  what  you  think  of  l'Es- 
torade,  just  as  you  no  doubt  are  curious  for  my  opinion  of 
Ma/,Mirner. 

Write  to  me  from  your  last  resting-place.  The  gentlemen 
want  to  go  and  rrieet  our  distinguished  guestg.  Come,  Queen 
of  Paris,  come  to  our  humble  grange,  where  love  at  leaet  will 
greet  you  ! 

x8 
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XXXIV 

MME.  DE  MACUMER  TO  THE  VICOMTESSE  DE  L'ESTORADE 

AprU  1826. 

The  name  on  this  address  will  tell  yoii,  dear,  that  my  péti- 
tion lias  been  granted.  Your  father-in-law  is  now  Comte  de 
l'Estorade.  I  woiild  not  leave  Paris  till  I  had  obtained  the 
gratification  of  your  wishes,  and  I  am  writing  in  the  prés- 
ence of  the  Keeper  of  the  Seals,  who  has  come  to  tell  me  that 
the  patent  is  signed. 

Good-bye  for  a  short  time  ! 


XXXV 

THE  SAME  TO  THE  SAME 

Marseili.es,  Jidy. 

I  AM  ashamed  to  think  how  my  sudden  flight  will  hâve  taken 
you  by  surprise.  But  since  I  am  above  ail  honest,  and  since 
I  love  you  not  one  bit  the  less,  I  shall  tell  you  the  truth  in 
four  words  :  I  am  horribly  jealous  ! 

Felipe's  eyes  were  too  often  on  you.  You  used  to  hâve 
little  talks  together  at  the  foot  of  your  rock,  which  were  a 
torture  to  me  ;  and  I  was  f  ast  beeoming  irritable  and  unlike 
myself.  Your  truly  Spanish  beauty  could  not  fail  to  recall 
to  him  his  native  land,  and  along  with  it  Marie  Hérédia,  and 
I  can  be  jealous  of  the  past  too.  Your  magnificent  blaek 
hair,  your  lovely  dark  eyes,  your  brow,  where  the  peaceful 
joy  of  motherhood  stands  out  radiant  against  the  shadows 
which  tell  of  past  suffering,  the  freshness  of  your  southern 
skin,  far  fairer  than  that  of  a  blonde  like  me,  the  splendid 
lines  of  your  figure,  the  breasts,  on  which  my  godson  hangs, 
peeping  through  the  lace  like  some  luscions  fruit, — ail  this 
stabbed  me  in  the  eyes  and  in  the  heart.    In  vain  did  I  stick 
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cornflowers  in  my  curls,  in  vain  set  ofï  witli  cherry-colored 
ribbons  the  tameness  of  my  pale  looks,  everything  looked 
washed  ont  when  Renée  appeared — a  Eenée  so  unlike  the  one 
I  expected  to  find  in  your  oasis. 

Then  Felipe  made  too  much  of  the  child,  whom  I  foimd 
myself  beginning  to  hâte.  Yes,  I  confess  it,  that  exubérance 
of  life  which  fills  your  house,  makiug  it  gay  with  shouts  and 
laughter — I  wanted  it  for  myself.  I  read  a  regret  in  Macu- 
mer's  eyes,  and,  unknown  to  him,  I  cried  over  it  two  whole 
nights.  I  was  misérable  in  your  house.  You  are  too  beauti- 
ful  as  a  woman,  too  triumphant  as  a  mother,  for  me  to  endure 
your  Company. 

Ah  !  you  eomplained  of  your  lot.  Hypocrite  !  What  would 
you  hâve?  L'Estorade  is  most  présentable;  he  talks  well; 
he  has  fine  eyes;  and  his  black  hair,  dashed  with  white,  is 
very  becoming;  his  southern  manners,  too,  hâve  something 
attractive  about  them.  As  far  as  I  can  make  out,  he  will, 
sooner  or  later,  be  elected  deputy  for  the  Bouehes-du-Rhône  ; 
in  the  Chamber  he  is  sure  to  eome  to  the  front,  for  you  can 
always  count  on  me  to  promote  your  interests.  The  sufferings 
of  his  exile  hâve  given  him  that  calm  and  dignified  air  which 
goes  half-way,  in  my  opinion,  to  make  a  politician.  For  the 
whole  art  of  politics,  dear,  seems  to  me  to  consist  in  looking 
serions.  At  this  rate,  Macumer,  as  I  told  him,  ought  cer- 
tainly  to  hâve  a  high  position  in  the  state. 

And  so,  having  completely  satisfied  myself  of  your  happi- 
ness,  I  fly  off  contented  to  my  dear  Chantepleurs,  where 
Felipe  must  really  achieve  his  aspirations,  I  hâve  made  up 
my  mind  not  to  receive  you  there  without  a  fine  baby  at  my 
breast  to  match  yours. 

Oh!  I  know  very  well  I  deserve  ail  the  epithets  you  can 
hurl  at  me.  I  am  a  fool,  a  wretch,  an  idiot.  Alas  !  that  is 
just  what  jealousy  means.  I  am  not  vexed  with  you,  but  I 
was  misérable,  and  you  will  forgive  me  for  escaping  from 
my  misery.  Two  days  more,  and  I  should  hâve  made  an  ex- 
hibition of  myself;  yes,  there  would  hâve  been  an  outbreak 
of  vulgarity. 
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But  in  spite  of  the  rage  gnawing  at  niy  heart,  I  am  glad 
to  hâve  come,  glad  to  hâve  seen  you  in  the  pride  of  your 
beautiful  motherhood,  my  friend  still,  as  I  remain  yours  in 
ail  the  absorption  of  my  love.  Why,  even  hère  at  Marseilles, 
only  a  step  from  your  door,  I  begin  to  feel  proud  of  you  and 
of  the  splendid  mother  that  you  will  make. 

How  well  you  judged  your  vocation  !  You  seem  to  me  born 
for  the  part  of  mother  rather  than  of  lover,  exactly  as 
the  reverse  is  true  of  me.  There  are  women  capable  of 
neither,  hard-favored  or  silly  women.  A  good  mother  and 
a  passionately  loving  wife  hâve  this  in  common,  that  they 
both  need  intelligence  and  discrétion  ever  at  hand,  and  an 
unfailing  command  of  every  womanly  art  and  grâce.  Oh  ! 
I  watched  you  well  ;  need  I  add,  sly  puss,  that  I  admired 
you  too?  Your  children  will  be  happy,  but  not  spoilt,  with 
your  tenderness  lapping  them  round  and  the  clear  light  of 
your  reason  playing  softly  on  them. 

Tell  Louis  the  truth  about  my  going  away,  but  find  some 
décent  excuse  for  your  father-in-law,  who  seems  to  act  as 
steward  for  the  establishment  ;  and  be  careful  to  do  the  same 
for  your  family — a  true  Provençal  version  of  the  Harlowe 
family.  Felipe  does  not  yet  know  why  I  left,  and  he  will 
never  know.  If  he  asks,  I  shall  contrive  to  find  some  colorable 
pretext,  probably  that  you  were  jealous  of  me  !  Forgive  me 
this  little  conventional  fib. 

Good-bye.  I  write  in  haste,  as  I  want  you  to  get  this  at 
lunch-time;  and  the  postillon,  who  has  undertaken  to  eonvey 
it  to  you,  is  hère,  refreshing  himself  while  he  waits. 

Many  kisses  to  my  dear  little  godson.  Be  sure  you  come  to 
Chantepleurs  in  October.  I  shall  be  alone  there  ail  the  time 
that  Macumer  is  away  in  Sardinia,  where  he  is  designing 
great  improvements  in  bis  estate.  At  least  that  is  his  plan 
for  the  moment,  and  his  pet  vanity  consists  in  having  a  plan. 
Then  he  feels  that  he  has  a  will  of  his  own,  and  this  makes 
him  very  uneasy  when  he  unfolds  it  to  me.    Good-bye  ! 


I 
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XXXVI 


THE  VICOMTESSE  DE  l'eSTORADE  TO  THE  BARONNE  DE  MACDMEE 


Dear, — No  words  can  express  the  astonishment  of  ail  our 
party  when,  at  limcheon,  we  were  told  that  you  had  both 
gone,  and,  above  ail,  when  the  postillon  who  took  you  to  Mar- 
seilles  handed  me  your  mad  letter.  Why,  naughty  child,  it 
was  your  happiness,  and  nothing  else,  that  made  the  thème 
of  those  talks  below  the  rock,  on  the  "Louise"  seat,  and  you 
had  not  the  faintest  justification  for  objecting  to  tliem.  In- 
grata!  My  sentence  on  you  is  that  you  return  hère  at  my 
first  summons.  In  that  horrid  letter,  scribbled  on  the  inn 
paper,  you  did  not  tell  me  what  would  be  your  next  stopping 
place  ;  so  I  must  address  this  to  Chantepleurs. 

Listen  to  me,  dear  sister  of  my  heart.  Know  first, 
that  my  mind  is  set  on  your  happiness.  Your  husband,  dear 
Louise,  commands  respect,  not  only  by  his  natural  gravity 
and  dignified  expression,  but  also  because  he  somehow  im- 
presses onc  with  the  depth  of  his  mind  and  thoughts.  Add 
to  this  the  splendid  power  revealed  in  his  piquant  plainness 
and  in  the  fire  of  his  velvet  eyes;  and  you  will  understand 
that  it  was  some  little  time  before  I  could  meet  him  on  those 
easy  terms  which  are  almost  necessary  for  intimate  conversa- 
tion. Further,  this  man  bas  been  Prime  Minister,  and  he 
idolizes  you;  whence  it  follows  that  he  must  be  a  profound 
dissembler.  To  fish  up  secrets,  therefore,  from  the  rocky  cav- 
ems  of  this  diplomatie  soûl  is  a  work  demanding  a  skilfui 
hand  no  less  than  a  ready  brain.  Nevertheless,  I  succeeded 
at  last,  without  rousing  my  victim's  suspicions,  in  discovering 
many  things  of  which  you,  my  pet,  hâve  no  conception. 

You  know  that,  between  us  two,  my  part  is  rather  that 
of  reason,  yours  of  imagination  :  I  personify  sober  duty,  you 
reckless  love.  It  bas  pleased  fate  to  continue  in  our  lives 
this  contrast  in  character  which  was  imperceptible  to  ail  ex- 
cept  ourselves.    I  am  a  simple  country  viscountess,  very  am- 
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bitious,  and  making  it  her  task  to  lead  her  family  on  the 
road  to  prosperity.  On  the  other  hand,  Macumer,  late  Duc 
de  Soria,  has  a  name  in  the  world,  and  you,,  a  duchess  by 
right,  reign  in  Paris,  where  reigning  is  no  easy  matter  even 
for  kings.  You  hâve  a  considérable  fortune,  which  will  be 
doubled  if  Macumer  carries  out  his  projects  for  developing 
his  great  estâtes  in  Sardinia,  the  resources  of  which  are  mat- 
ter of  common  talk  at  Marseilles.  Deny,  if  you  can,  that  if 
either  has  a  right  to  be  jealous,  it  is  not  you.  But,  thank 
God,  we  hâve  both  hearts  gênerons  enough  to  place  our  f  riend- 
ship  beyond  reach  of  such  vulgar  pettiness. 

I  know  you„  dear;  I  know  that,  ère  now,  you  are  ashamed 
of  having  fled.  But  don't  suppose  that  your  flight  will  save 
you  from  a  single  word  of  the  discourse  which  I  had  prepared 
for  your  benefit  to-day  beneath  the  rock.  Read  carefully 
then,  I  beg  of  you,  what  I  say,  for  it  concerns  you  even  more 
closely  than  Macumer,  though  he  also  enters  largely  into  my 
sermon. 

Firstly,  my  dear,  you  do  not  love  him.  Before  two  years 
are  over,  you  will  be  sick  of  adoration.  You  will  never  look 
on  Felipe  as  a  husband;  to  you  he  will  always  be  the  lover 
whom  you  can  play  with,  for  that  is  how  ail  women  treat 
their  lovers.  You  do  not  look  up  to  him,  or  révérence,  or 
worship  him  as  a  woman  should  the  god  of  her  idolatry. 
You  see,  I  hâve  made  a  study  of  love,  my  sweet,  and  more 
than  once  hâve  I  taken  soundings  in  the  depth  of  my  own 
heart.  Now,  as  the  resuit  of  a  careful  diagnosis  of  your  case, 
I  can  say  with  confidence,  this  is  not  love. 

Yes,  dear  Queen  of  Paris,  you  cannot  escape  the  destiny  of 
ail  queens.  The  day  will  come  when  you  long  to  be  treated 
as  a  light-o'-love,  to  be  mastered  and  swept  off  your  feet  by 
a  strong  man,  one  who  will  not  prostrate  himself  in  adora- 
tion before  you,  but  will  seize  your  arm  roughly  in  a  fit  of 
jealousy.  Macumer  loves  you  too  fondly  ever  to  be  able  either 
to  resist  you  or  find  fault  with  you.  A  single  glance  from 
you,  a  single  coaxing  word,  would  melt  his  stemest  resolution. 
Sooner  or  later,  you  will  leam  to  scorn  this  excessive  devo- 
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tion.  He  spoils  yoii,  alas  !  just  as  I  used  to  spoil  you  at  the 
convent,  for  you  are  a  most  bewitching  woman,  and  there  is 
no  escaping  your  siren-like  charms. 

Worse  than  ail,  you  are  candid,  and  it  often  happens  that 
our  happiness  dépends  on  certain  social  hypocrisies  to  which 
you  will  never  stoop.  For  instance,  society  will  not  tolerate 
a  frank  display  of  the  wife's  power  over  her  husband.  The 
convention  is  that  a  man  must  no  more  show  himself  the 
lover  of  his  wife,  however  passionately  he  adores  her,  than 
a  married  woman  may  play  the  part  of  a  mistress.  This  ruie 
you  both  disregard. 

In  the  first  place,  my  child,  from  what  you  hâve  yourself 
told  me,,  it  is  clear  that  the  one  unpardonable  sin  in  society 
is  to  be  happy.  If  happiness  exists,  no  one  must  know  of  it. 
But  this  is  a  small  point.  What  seems  to  me  important  is 
that  the  perfect  equality  which  reigns  between  lovers  ought 
never  to  appear  in  the  case  of  husband  and  wife,  under  pain 
of  undermining  the  whole  fabric  of  society  and  entailing 
terrible  disasters.  If  it  is  painful  to  see  a  man  whom  nature 
has  made  a  nonentity,  how  much  worse  is  the  spectacle  of  a 
man  of  parts  brought  to  that  position?  Before  very  long 
you  will  hâve  reduced  Macumer  to  the  mère  shadow  of  a  man. 
He  will  cease  to  hâve  a  will  and  character  of  his  own,  and 
become  mère  clay  in  your  hands.  You  will  hâve  so  com- 
pletely  moulded  him  to  your  likeness,  that  your  household 
will  consist  of  only  one  person  instead  of  two,  and  that  one 
necessarily  imperfect.  You  will  regret  it  bitterly;  but  when 
at  last  you  deign  to  open  your  eyes,  the  evil  will  be  past  cure. 
Do  what  we  will,  women  do  not,  and  never  will,  possess  the 
qualities  which  are  characteristic  of  men,  and  thèse  qualities 
are  absolutely  indispensable  to  family  life.  Already  Macu- 
mer, blinded  though  he  is,  has  a  dim  foreshadowing  of  this 
future;  he  feels  himself  less  a  man  through  his  love.  His 
visit  to  Sardinia  is  a  proof  to  me  that  he  hopes  by  this 
temporary  séparation  to  succeed  in  recovering  his  old  self. 

You  never  scruple  to  use  the  power  which  his  love  has 
placed  in  your  hand.    Your  position  of  vantage  may  be  read 
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in  a  gesture,  a  look,  a  tone.  Oh  !  darling,  how  truly  are  you 
the  mad  wanton  your  mother  called  you  !  You  do  not  ques- 
tion, I  fancy,  that  I  am  greatly  Louis'  superior.  Well,  I 
would  ask  you,  hâve  you  ever  heard  me  contradict  him  ?  Am 
I  not  always,  in  the  présence  of  others,  the  wife  who  respects 
in  him  the  aiithority  of  the  f amily  ?  Hypocrisy  !  you  will 
say.  Well,  listen  to  me.  It  is  true  that  if  I  want  to  give 
him  any  advice  which  I  think  may  be  of  use  to  him,  I 
wait  for  the  quiet  and  seclusion  of  our  bedroom  to  explain 
what  I  think  and  wish;  but,  I  assure  you,  sweetheart,  that 
even  there  I  never  arrogate  to  myself  the  place  of  mentor. 
If  I  did  not  remain  in  private  the  same  submissive  wife 
that  I  appear  to  others,  he  would  lose  confidence  in  himself. 
Dear,  the  good  we  do  to  others  is  spoilt  unless  we  eiïace  our- 
selv'es  so  completely  that  those  we  help  hâve  no  sensé  of  in- 
feriority.  There  is  a  wonderful  sweetness  in  thèse  hidden 
sacrifices,  and  what  a  triumph  for  me  in  your  unsuspect- 
ing  praises  of  Louis  !  There  can  be  no  doubt  also  that  the 
happiness,  the  comfort,  the  hope  of  the  last  two  years  hâve 
restored  what  misfortune,  hardship,  solitude,  and  despondéncy 
had  robbed  him  of . 

This,  then,  is  the  sum-total  of  my  observations.  At  the 
présent  moment  you  love  in  Felipe,  not  your  husband,  but 
yourself.  There  is  truth  in  your  father's  words;  concealed 
by  the  spring-flowers  of  your  passion  lies  ail  a  great  lady's 
selfishness.  Ah  !  my  child,  how  I  must  love  you  to  speak 
such  bitter  truths  ! 

Let  me  tell  you,  if  you  will  promise  never  to  breathe  a 
Word  of  this  to  the  Baron,  the  end  of  our  talk.  We  had  been 
singing  your  praises  in  every  key,  for  he  soon  discovered 
that  I  loved  you  like  a  fondly-cherished  sister,  and  having 
insensibly  brought  him  to  a  confidential  mood,  I  ventured  to 
say  : 

"Louise  has  never  yet  had  to  struggle  with  life.  She  has 
been  the  spoilt  child  of  fortune,  and  she  might  yet  hâve  to 
pay  for  this  were  you  not  there  to  act  the  part  of  father  as 
well  as  lover." 
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"Ah  !  but  is  it  possible  ?  ,  .  ."  He  broke  off  abruptly, 
like  a  man  who  sees  himself  on  the  edge  of  a  précipice. 
But  the  exclamation  was  enough  for  me.  No  doubt,  if  you 
had  stayed,  he  would  hâve  spoken  more  freely  later. 

My  sweet,  think  of  the  day  awaiting  you  when  your 
husband's  strength  will  be  exhausted,  when  pleasure  will 
hâve  turned  to  satiety,  and  he  sees  himself,  I  will  not  say 
degraded,  but  shorn  of  his  proper  dignity  before  you.  The 
stings  of  conscience  will  then  waken  a  sort  of  remorse  in  him, 
ail  the  more  painful  for  you,  because  you  will  feel  yourself 
responsible,  and  you  will  end  by  despising  the  man  whom 
you  hâve  not  accustomed  yourself  to  respect.  Eemember, 
too,  that  scorn  with  a  woman  is  only  the  earliest  phase  of 
hatred.  You  are  too  noble  and  gênerons,  I  know,  ever  to  for- 
get  the  sacrifices  which  Felipe  bas  made  for  you  ;  but  what 
further  sacrifices  will  be  left  for  him  to  make  when  he  bas, 
so  to  speak,  served  up  himself  at  the  first  banquet?  Woe  to 
the  man,  as  to  the  woman,  who  bas  left  no  désire  unsatisfied  ! 
Ail  is  over  then.  To  our  shame  or  our  glory — the  point  is  too 
nice  for  me  to  décide — it  is  of  love  alone  that  women  are  in- 
satiable. 

Oh  !  Louise,  change  yet,  while  there  is  still  time.  If  you 
would  only  adopt  the  same  course  with  Macumer  that  I  bave 
done  with  l'Estorade,  you  might  rouse  the  sleeping  lion  in 
your  husband,  who  is  made  of  the  stuff  of  heroes.  One  might 
almost  say  that  you  grudge  him  his  greatness.  Would  you 
feel  no  pride  in  using  your  power  for  other  ends  than  your 
own  gratification,  in  awakening  the  genius  of  a  gifted  man, 
as  I  in  raising  to  a  higher  level  one  of  merely  common  parts  ? 

Had  you  remained  with  us,  I  should  still  bave  written 
this  letter,  for  in  talking  you  might  bave  eut  me  short  or 
got  the  better  of  me  with  your  sharp  tongue.  But  I  know 
that  you  will  read  this  thoughtfully  and  weigh  my  warn- 
ings.  Dear  heart,  you  bave  everything  in  life  to  make  you 
happy,  do  not  spoil  your  chances;  retum  to  Paris,  I  entreat 
you,  as  soon  as  Macumer  eomes  back.  The  engrossing  claims 
of  Society,  of  wliich  I  complained,  are  necessary  for  both  of 
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you;  otherwise  you  woiild  spend  5'^our  life  in  mutiial  self- 
absorption.  A  married  woman  ought  not  to  be  too  lavish 
of  herself.  The  mother  oî  a  family,  who  never  gives  her 
household  an  opportunity  of  missing  her,  runs  the  risk  of 
palling  on  them.  If  I  hâve  several  children,  as  I  trust  far 
my  own  sake  I  may,  I  assure  you  I  shall  make  a.  point 
of  reserving  to  myself  certain  hours  which  shall  be  held 
sacred;  even  to  one's  children  one's  présence  should  not  be  a 
matter  of  daily  bread. 

Farewell,  my  dear  jealous  soûl  !  Do  you  know  that  many 
women  would  be  highly  flattered  at  having  roused  this  pass- 
ing  pang  in  you  ?  Alas  !  I  can  only  mourn,  for  what  is  not 
mother  in  me  is  your  dear  friend.  A  thousand  loves.  Make 
what  excuse  you  will  for  leaving;  if  you  are  not  sure  of  Macu- 
mer,  I  am  of  Louis. 


XXXVII 

THE  BARONNE  DE  MACUMER  TO  THE  VICOMTESSE  DE  l'ESTORADE 

Gmoa. 

My  beloved  Beauty, — I  was  bitten  with  the  fancy  to  see 
something  of  Italy,  and  I  am  delighted  at  having  carried  off 
Macumer,  whose  plans  in  regard  to  Sardinia  are  postponed. 

This  country  is  simply  ravishing.  The  churches — above 
ail,  the  chapels — hâve  a  seductive,  bewitching  air,  which  must 
make  every  female  Protestant  yearn  after  Catholicism. 
Macumer  has  been  received  with  acclamation,  and  they  are 
ail  delighted  to  hâve  made  an  Italian  of  so  distinguished  a 
man.  Felipe  could  hâve  the  Sardinian  embassy  at  Paris  if  I 
cared  about  it,  for  I  am  made  much  of  at  court. 

If  you  Write,  address  your  letters  to  Florence.  I  hâve  not 
time  now  to  go  into  any  détails,  but  I  will  tell  you  the 
story  of  our  travels  whenever  you  come  to  Paris.  We  only 
remain  hère  a  week,  and  then  go  on  to  Florence,  taking  Leg- 
hom  on  the  way.     We  shall  stay  a  month  in  Tuscany  and 
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a  month  at  Naples,  so  as  to  reach  Eome  in  November.  Thence 
we  return  home  by  Venice,  where  we  shall  spend  the  first 
fortnight  of  December,  and  arrive  in  Paris,  via  Milan  and 
Turin,  for  January. 

Our  journey  is  a  perfect  honeymoon;  the  sight  of  new 
places  gives  fresh  life  to  our  passion.  Macumer  did  not  know 
Italy  at  ail,  and  we  hâve  begun  with  that  splendid  Comice 
road,  which  might  be  the  work  of  fairy  architects. 

Good-byc,  darling.  Don't  be  angry  if  I  don't  write.  It  is 
impossible  to  gct  a  minute  to  oneself  in  traveling;  my  whole 
time  is  taken  up  with  seeing,  admiring,  and  realizing  my  im- 
pressions. But  not  a  word  to  you  of  thèse  till  memory  has 
given  them  their  proper  atmosphère. 


XXXVIII 

THE  VICOMTESSE  DE  L'ESTORADE  TO  THE  BARONNE  DE  MACUMER 

September. 

My  Dear, — There  is  lying  for  you  at  Chantepleurs  a  full 
reply  to  the  letter  you  wrote  me  from  Marseilles.  This 
honeymoon  Journey,  so  far  from  diminishing  the  fears  I  there 
expressed,  makes  me  beg  of  you  to  get  my  letter  sent  on  from 
Nivernais. 

The  Government,  it  is  said,  are  resolved  on  dissolution. 
This  is  unlucky  for  the  Crown,  since  the  last  session  of  this 
loyal  Parliament  would  hâve  been  devoted  to  the  passing  of 
laws,  essential  to  the  consolidation  of  its  power;  and  it  is  not 
less  so  for  us,  as  Louis  will  not  be  forty  till  the  end  of  1837. 
Fortunately,  however,  my  father  has  agreed  to  stand,,  and 
he  will  resign  his  seat  when  the  right  moment  arrives. 

Your  godson  has  found  out  how  to  walk  without  his  god- 
mother's  help.  He  is  altogether  delicious,  and  begins  to  make 
the  prettiest  little  signs  to  me,  which  bring  home  to  one  that 
hère  is  really  a  thinking  being,  not  a  mère  animal  or  sucking 
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machine.  His  smiles  are  full  of  meaning.  I  hâve  been  so 
successful  in  my  profession  of  nurse  that  I  shall  wean  Ar- 
mand in  December.  A  year  at  the  breast  is  quite  enough; 
children  who  are  suckled  longer  are  said  to  grow  stupid,  and 
I  am  ail  for  popular  sayings. 

You  must  make  a  tremendous  sensation  in  Italy,  my  fair 
one  with  the  golden  locks.     A  thousand  loves. 


XXXIX 

THE  BARONNE  DE  MACUMER  TO  THE  VICOMTESSE  DE  L'ESTORADE 

YouR  atrocious  letter  has  reached  me  hère,  the  steward  hav- 
ing  forwarded  it  by  my  orders.  Oh!  Renée  ,  .  .  but  I 
will  spare  you  the  outburst  of  my  wouuded  feelings,  and  sim- 
ply  tell  you  the  efïect  your  letter  produced. 

We  had  just  retumed  from  a  delightful  réception  given 
in  our  honor  by  the  ambassador,  where  I  appeared  in  ail  my 
glory,  and  Macumer  was  completely  carried  away  in  a  frenzy 
of  love  which  I  could  not  describe.  Then  I  read  him  your  hor- 
rible answer  to  my  letter,  and  I  read  it  sobbing,  at  the  risk  of 
making  a  fright  of  myself.  My  dear  Arab  fell  at  my  feet,  de- 
claring  that  you  raved.  Then  he  carried  me  ofï  to  the  balcony 
of  the  palace  where  we  are  staying,  from  which  we  hâve  a 
view  over  part  of  the  city  ;  there  he  spoke  to  me  words  worthy 
of  the  magnificent  moonlight  scène  which  lay  stretched  be- 
fore  us.  We  both  speak  Italian  now,  and  his  love,  told  in 
that  voluptuous  tongue,  so  admirably  adapted  to  the  expres- 
sion of  passion,  sounded  in  my  ears  like  the  most  exquisite 
poetry.  He  swore  that,  even  were  you  right  in  your  prédic- 
tions, he  would  not  exchange  for  a  lifetime  a  single  one  of 
our  blessed  nights  or  charming  mornings.  At  this  reckon- 
ing  he  has  already  lived  a  thousand  years.  He  is  content  to 
hâve  me  for  his  mistress,  and  would  claim  no  other  title 
than  that  of  lover.  So  proud  and  pleased  is  he  to  soe 
himself  every  day  the  chosen  of  my  heart,  that  were  Heaven 
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to  offer  him  the  alternative  between  living  as  you  would  hâve 
us  do  for  another  thirty  years  with  five  children,  and  five 
years  spent  amid  the  dear  roses  of  our  love,  he  would  not 
hesitate.    He  would  take  niy  love,  such  as  it  is,  and  death. 

While  he  was  whispering  this  in  my  ear,  his  arm  round 
me,  my  head  resting  on  his  shoulder,  the  cries  of  a  bat, 
surprised  by  an  owl,  disturbed  us.  This  death-cry  struck  me 
with  such  terror  that  Felipe  carried  me  half-fainting  to  my 
bed.  But  don't  be  alarmed  !  Though  this  augury  of  evil 
still  resounds  in  my  soûl,  I  am  quite  myself  this  morning. 
As  soon  as  I  was  up,  I  went  to  Felipe,  and,  kneeling  be- 
fore  him,  my  e3^es  fixed  on  his,  his  hands  clasped  in  mine, 
I  said  to  him  : — 

"My  love,  I  am  a  child,  and  Eenée  may  be  right  after  ail. 
It  may  be  only  your  love  that  I  love  in  you;  but  at  least 
I  can  assure  you  that  this  is  the  one  feeling  of  my  heart, 
and  that  I  love  you  as  it  is  given  me  to  love.  But  if  there 
be  aught  in  me,  in  my  lightest  thought  or  deed,  which  jars 
on  your  wishes  or  conception  of  me,  I  implore  you  to  tell  me, 
to  say  what  it  is.  It  will  be  a  joy  to  me  to  hear  you  and  to 
take  your  eyes  as  the  guiding-stars  of  my  life.  Eenée  bas 
f rightened  me,  for  she  is  a  true  f rieud." 

Macumer  could  not  find  voice  to  reply,  tears  choked  him. 

I  can  thank  you  now,  Eenée.  But  for  your  letter  I  should 
not  bave  known  the  depths  of  love  in  my  noble,  kingly  Ma- 
cumer. Eome  is  the  eity  of  love;  it  is  there  that  passion 
should  celebrate  its  feast,  with  art  and  religion  as  confed- 
erates. 

At  Yenice  we  shall  find  the  Duc  and  Duchesse  de  Soria. 
If  you  Write,  address  now  to  Paris,  for  we  shall  leave  Eome 
in  three  days.    The  ambassador's  was  a  farewell  party. 

P.  8. — Dear,  silly  child,  your  letter  only  shows  that  you 
knew  nothing  of  love,  exeept  theoretically.  Learn  then  that 
love  is  a  quickening  force  which  may  produce  fruits  so  di- 
verse that  no  theory  can  embrace  or  co-ordinate  them.  A  word 
this  for  my  little  Professer  with  her  armor  of  stays. 
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XL 

THE  COMTESSE  DE  l'ESTORADE  TO  THE  BARONNE  DE  MACUMER 

January  1827. 

My  father  has  been  elected  to  the  Chamber,  my  father-in- 
law  is  dead,  and  I  am  on  the  point  of  my  second  confinement  ; 
thèse  are  the  cliief  events.  marking  the  end  of  the  year  for  us. 
I  mention  them  at  once,  lest  the  sight  of  the  blaek  seal  should 
frighten  you. 

My  dear,  your  letter  f  rom  Rome  made  my  flesh  creep.  You 
are  nothing  but  a  pair  of  children.  Felipe  is  either  a  dis- 
sembling  diplomat  or  else  his  love  for  you  is  the  love  a  man 
might  hâve  for  a  courtesan,  on  whom  he  squanders  his  ail, 
knowing  ail  the  time  that  she  is  false  to  him.  Enough  of 
this.  You  say  I  rave,  so  I  had  better  hold  my  tongue.  Only 
this  I  would  say,  from  the  comparison  of  our  two  very  différ- 
ent destinies  I  draw  this  harsh  moral — Love  not  if  you  would 
be  loved. 

My  dear,  when  Louis  was  elected  to  the  provincial  Coun- 
eil,  he  received  the  Cross  of  the  Légion  of  Honor.  That  is 
now  nearly  three  years  ago;  and  as  my  father — whom  you 
will  no  doubt  see  in  Paris  during  the  course  of  the  session 
— has  asked  the  rank  of  Officer  of  the  Légion  for  his  son- 
in-law,  I  want  to  know  if  you  will  do  me  the  kindness  to 
take  in  hand  the  bigwig,  whoever  he  may  be,  to  whom  this 
patronage  belongs,  and  to  keep  an  eye  upon  the  little  affair. 
But,  whatever  you  do,  don't  get  entangled  in  the  concems 
of  my  honored  father.  The  Comte  de  Maucombe  is  fishing 
for  the  title  of  Marquis  for  himself;  but  keep  your  good 
services  for  me,  please.  When  Louis  is  a  deputy — next  winter 
that  is — we  shall  corne  to  Paris,  and  then  we  will  move 
heaven  and  earth  to  get  some  Government  appointment  for 
him,  so  that  we  may  be  able  to  save  our  income  by  living  on 
his  salary.  My  father  sits  between  the  centre  and  the  right  ; 
a  title  will  content  him.    Our  family  was  distinguished  even 
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in  the  days  of  King  Eené,  and  Charles  X.  will  liardly  say  no 
to  a  Maucombc;  but  what  I  fear  is  that  my  father  may  take 
it  into  his  head  to  ask  some  favor  for  niy  younger  brother. 
Now,  if  the  marquisate  is  dangled  ont  of  his  reach,  he  will 
hâve  no  thoughts  to  spare  from  himself. 

January  Ibth, 

Ah  !  Louise,  I  hâve  been  in  hell.  If  I  can  bear  to  tell  you 
of  my  anguish,  it  is  beeause  you  are  another  self;  even  so, 
I  don't  know  whether  I  shall  ever  be  able  to  live  again  in 
thought  those  five  ghastly  days.  The  mère  word  "convul- 
sions" makes  my  very  heart  sick.  Five  days  !  to  me  they  were 
five  centuries  of  torture.  A  mother  who  has  not  been  through 
this  martyrdom  does  not  know  what  sufïering  is.  So  frenzied 
was  I  that  I  even  envied  you,  who  never  had  a  child  ! 

The  evening  before  that  terrible  day  the  weather  was  close, 
almost  hot,  and  I  thought  my  little  Armand  was  afïected  by 
it.  Generally  so  sweet  and  caressing,  he  was  peevish,  cried 
for  nothing,  wanted  to  play,  and  then  broke  his  toys.  Per- 
haps  this  sort  of  f  ractiousness  is  the  usual  sign  of  approaching 
illness  with  children.  While  I  was  wondering  about  it,  I 
noticed  Armand's  cheeks  flush,  but  this  I  set  down  to  teeth- 
ing,  for  he  is  cutting  four  large  teeth  at  once.  So  I  put  him 
to  bed  beside  me,  and  kept  constantly  waking  through  the 
night.  He  was  a  little  feverish,  but  not  enough  to  make  me 
uneasy,  my  mind  being  still  full  of  the  teething.  Towards 
morning  he  cried  "Mamma  !"  and  asked  by  signs  for  some- 
thing  to  drink;  but  the  cry  was  spasmodic,  and  there  were 
convulsive  twitchings  in  the  limbs,  which  turned  me  to  ice. 
I  jumped  out  of  bed  to  fetch  him  a  drink.  Imagine  my  horror 
when,  on  my  handing  him  the  cup,  he  remained  motionless, 
only  repeating  "Mamma  !"  in  that  strange,  unfamiliar  voice, 
which  was  indeed  by  this  time  hardly  a  voice  at  ail.  I  took 
his  hand,  but  it  did  not  respond  to  my  pressure  ;  it  was  quite 
stiff .  I  put  the  cup  to  his  lips  ;  the  poor  little  fellow  gulped 
down  three  or  four  mouthfuls  in  a  convulsive  manner  that 
was  terrible  to  see,  and  the  water  made  a  strange  sound  in 
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his  throat.  He  clung  to  me  desperately,  and  I  saw  his  eyes 
roll,  as  though  some  hidden  force  within  were  pulling  at 
them,  till  only  the  whites  were  visible;  his  limbs  were  tum- 
ing  rigid.    P  screamed  aloud,  and  Louis  came. 

"A  doctor  !  quick  !     .     .     .     he  is  dying,"  I  cried. 

Louis  vanished,  and  my  poor  Armand  again  gasped, 
"Mamma  !  Mamma  !"  The  next  moment  he  lost  ail  conscious- 
ness  of  his  mother's  existence.  The  pretty  veins  on  his  fore- 
head  swelled,  and  the  convulsions  began.  For  a  whole  hour 
before  the  doctors  came,  I  held  in  my  arms  that  merry  baby, 
ail  lilies  and  roses,  the  blossom  of  my  life,  my  pride,  and  my 
joy,  lifeless  as  a  pièce  of  wood  ;  and  his  eyes  !  I  cannot  think 
of  them  without  horror.  My  pretty  Armand  was  a  mère 
mumm}^ — black,  shriveled,  misshapen. 

A  doctor,  two  doctors,  brought  from  Marseilles  by  Louis, 
hovered  about  like  birds  of  ill  omen;  it  made  me  shudder 
to  look  at  them.  One  spoke  of  brain  fever,  the  other  saw 
nothing  but  an  ordinary  case  of  convulsions  in  infancy.  Our 
own  country  doctor  seemed  to  me  to  hâve  the  most  sensé,  for 
he  ofïered  no  opinion.  "It's  teething,"  said  the  second  doctor. 
— "Fever,"  said  the  first.  Finally  it  was  agreed  to  put 
leeches  on  his  neck  and  ice  on  his  head.  It  seemed  to  me 
like  death.  To  look  on,  to  see  a  corpse,  ail  purple  or  black, 
and  not  a  cry,  not  a  movement  from  this  créature  but  now 
so  f ull  of  life  and  sound — it  was  horrible  ! 

At  one  moment  I  lost  my  head,  and  gave  a  sort  of  hys- 
terical  laugh,  as  I  saw  the  pretty  neck  which  I  used  to  devour 
with  kisses,  with  the  leeches  feeding  on  it,  and  his  darling 
head  in  a  cap  of  ice.  My  dear,  we  had  to  eut  those  lovely 
curls,  of  which  we  were  so  proud  and  with  which  you  used  to 
play,  in  order  to  make  room  for  the  ice.  The  convulsions 
returned  every  ten  minutes  with  the  regularity  of  labor  pains, 
and  then  the  poor  baby  writhed  and  twisted,  now  white,  now 
violet.  His  supple  limbs  clattered  like  wood  as  they  struck. 
And  this  unconseious  flesh  was  the  being  who  smiled  and 
prattled,  and  used  to  say  Mamma  !  At  the  thought,  a  storm 
of  agony  swept  tumultuously  over  my  soûl,  like  the  sea 
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tossing  in  a  hurricane.  It  seeraed  as  though  every  tie  which 
binds  a  child  to  its  mother's  heart  was  strained  ta  rending. 
My  mother,  who  might  hâve  given  me  lielp,  advice,  or  com- 
fort,  was  in  Paris.  Mothers,  it  is  my  belief,  know  more  than 
doctors  do  about  convulsions. 

After  four  days  and  nights  of  suspense  and  fear,  which 
almost  killed  me,  the  doctors  were  unanimous  in  advising 
the  application  of  a  horrid  ointment,  which  would  produce 
open  sores.  Sores  on  my  Armand  !  who  only  five  days  before 
was  playing  about,  and  laughing,  and  trying  to  say  "God- 
mother!"  I  would  not  hâve  it  done,  preferring  to  trust 
to  nature.  Louis,  who  believes  in  doctors,  scolded  me.  A 
raan  remains  the  same  through  everything.  But  there  are 
moments  when  this  terrible  disease  takes  the  likeness  of 
death,  and  in  one  of  thèse  it  seemed  borne  in  upon  me  that 
this  hateful  remedy  was  the  salvation  of  Armand.  Louise, 
the  skin  was  so  dry,  so  rough  and  parched,  that  the  ointment 
would  not  act.  Then  I  broke  into  weeping,  and  my  tears 
fell  so  long  and  so  fast,  that  the  bedside  was  wet  through. 
And  the  doctors  were  at  dinner  ! 

Seeing  myself  alone  with  the  child,  I  stripped  him  of  ail 
médical  appliances,  and  seizing  him  like  a  mad  woman, 
pressed  him  ta  my  bosom,  laying  my  forehead  against  his, 
and  beseeching  God  ta  grant  him  the  life  which  I  was  striving 
ta  pass  into  his  veins  from  mine.  For  some  minutes  I  held 
him  thus,  longing  to  die  with  him,  so  that  neither  life  nor 
death  might  part  us.  Dear,  I  felt  the  limbs  relaxing;  the 
writhings  ceased,  the  child  stirred,  and  the  ghastly,  corpse- 
like  tints  faded  away  î  I  screamed,  just  as  I  did  when  he 
was  taken  ill;  the  doctors  hurried  up,  and  I  pointed  to 
Armand. 

"He  is  saved  !"  exclaimed  the  oldest  of  them. 

What  music  in  those  words  !  The  gâtes  of  heaven  opened  ! 
And,  in  fact,  two  hours  later  Armand  came  back  to  life;  but 
I  was  utterly  crushed,  and  it  was  only  the  healing  power  of 
joy  which  saved  me  from  a  serions  illness.  My  God  !  by 
what  tortures  do  you  bind  a  mother  to  her  child  !  Ta  fasten 
19 
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him  to  our  heart,  need  the  nails  be  driven  into  the  very 
quick?  Was  I  not  inother  enough  before?  I,  who  wept 
tears  of  joy  over  his  broken  syllables  and  tottering  steps, 
who  spent  hours  together  planning  how  best  to  perforai  my 
duty,  and  fit  niyself  for  the  sweet  post  of  mother  ?  Why  thèse 
horrors,  thèse  ghastly  scènes,  for  a  mother  who  already  idol- 
ized  her  child  ? 

As  I  Write,  our  little  Armand  is  playing,  shouting,  laugh- 
ing.  What  can  be  the  cause  of  this  terrible  disease  with  chil- 
dren?  Vainly  do  I  try  to  puzzle  it  out,  remembering  that 
I  am  again  with  child.  Is  it  teething?  Is  it  some  peculiar 
process  in  the  brain?  Is  there  something  wrong  with  the 
nervous  System  of  children  who  are  subject  to  convulsions? 
Ail  thèse  thoughts  disquiet  me,  in  view  alike  of  the  présent 
and  the  future.  Our  country  doctor  holds  to  the  theory  of 
nervous  trouble  produced  by  teething.  I  would  give  every 
tooth  in  my  head  to  see  little  Armand's  ail  through.  The 
sight  of  one  of  those  little  white  pearls  peeping  out  of  the 
swollen  gum  brings  a  cold  sweat  over  me  now.  The  heroism 
with  which  the  little  angel  bore  his  sufferings  proves  to  me 
that  he  will  be  his  mother's  son.  A  look  from  him  goes  to 
my  very  heart. 

Médical  science  can  give  no  satisfactory  explanation  as 
to  the  origin  of  this  sort  of  tetanus,  which  passes  ofï  as 
rapidly  as  it  comes  on,  and  can  apparently  be  neither  guarded 
against  nor  cured.  One  thing  alone,  as  I  said  before,  is  cer- 
tain, that  it  is  hell  for  a  mother  to  see  her  child  in  convul- 
sions. How  passionately  do  I  clasp  him  to  my  heart  !  I 
could  walk  for  ever  with  him  in  my  arms  ! 

To  hâve  suffered  ail  this  only  six  weeks  before  my  confine- 
ment made  it  much  worse;  I  feared  for  the  coming  child. 
Farewell,  my  dear  beloved.  Don't  wish  for  a  child — there 
is  the  sum  and  substance  of  my  letter  ! 
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XLI 

THE   BARRONNE    DE    MACUMER    TO    THE    VICOMTESSE 
DE  l'ESTORADE 

Paris. 

PooR  Sweet, — Macumer  and  I  forgave  you  ail  your  naughti- 
ness  when  we  heard  of  your  terrible  trouble.  I  thrilled  with 
pain  as  I  read  the  détails  of  that  double  agony,  and  there 
seem  compensations  now  in  being  childless. 

I  am  writing  at  once  to  tell  you  that  Louis  bas  been  pro- 
moted.  He  can  now  wear  the  ribbon  of  an  ofïîcer  of  the 
Légion.  You  are  a  lueky  woman,  Eenée,  and  you  will  proba- 
bly  hâve  a  little  girl,  since  that  used  to  be  your  wish  ! 

The  marriage  of  my  brother  with  Mlle,  de  Mortsauf  was 
eelebrated  on  our  return.  Our  graeious  King,  who  really 
is  extraordinarily  kind,  bas  given  my  brother  the  reversion 
of  the  post  of  first  gentleman  of  the  ehamber,  whieh  his 
father-in-law  now  fills,  on  the  one  condition  that  the 
scutcheon  of  the  Mortsaufs  should  be  placed  side  by  side  with 
that  of  the  Lenoncourts. 

"The  office  ought  to  go  with  the  title,"  he  said  to  the  Duc 
de  Lenoncourt-Givry. 

My  father  is  justified  a  hundred-fold.  Without  the  help 
of  my  fortune  nothing  of  ail  this  could  hâve  taken  place. 
My  father  and  mother  came  from  Madrid  for  the  wedding, 
and  return  there,  after  the  réception  which  I  give  to-morrow 
for  the  bride  and  bridegroom. 

The  carnival  will  be  a  very  gay  one.  The  Duc  and  Duchesse 
de  Soria  are  in  Paris,  and  their  présence  makes  me  a  little 
uneasy.  Marie  Hérédia  is  certainly  one  of  the  most  beautiful 
women  in  Europe,  and  I  don't  like  the  way  Felipe  looks  at 
her.  Therefore  I  am  doubly  lavish  of  sweetness  and  caresses. 
Every  look  and  gesture  speak  the  words  which  I  am  careful 
my  lips  should  not  utter,  "She  could  not  love  like  this  !" 
Heaven  knows  how  lovely  and  fascinating  I  am  !  Yesterday 
Mme.  de  Maufrigneuse  said  to  me: 
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"Dear  child,  who  can  compete  with  you?" 

Then  I  keep  Felipe  so  well  amused,  that  his  sister-in-law 
must  seem  as  lively  as  a  Spanish  cow  in  comparison.  I  am 
the  less  sorry  that  a  little  Abeneerrage  is  not  on  his  way, 
becaiise  the  Duchess  will  no  doubt  stay  in  Paris  over  her 
confinement,  and  she  won't  be  a  beauty  any  longer.  If  the 
baby  is  a  boy,  it  will  be  called  Felipe,  in  honor  of  the  exile. 
An  unkind  chance  has  decreed.  that  I  shall,  a  second  time, 
serve  as  godmother. 

Good-bye,  dear.  I  shall  go  to  Chantepleurs  early  this  year, 
for  our  Italian  tour  was  shockingly  expensive.  I  shall  leave 
about  the  end  of  March,  and  retire  to  economize  in  Nivernais. 
Besides,  I  am  tired  of  Paris.  Felipe  sighs,  as  I  do,  after  the 
beautiful  quiet  of  the  park,  dur  cool  meadows,  and  our  Loire, 
with  its  sparkling  sands,  peerless  among  rivers.  Chantepleurs 
will  seem  delightful  to  me  after  the  pomps  and  vanities  of 
Italy  ;  for,  after  ail,  splendor  becomes  wearisome,  and  a  lover's 
glance  has  more  beauty  than  a  capo  d'opéra  or  a  hel  quadro! 

We  shall  expect  you  there.  Don't  be  afraid  that  I  shall  be 
jealous  again.  You  are  free  to  take  what  soundings  you 
please  in  Macumer's  heart,  and  fish  up  ail  the  interjections 
and  doubts  you  can.  I  am  supremely  indiffèrent.  Since  that 
day  at  Eome  Felipe's  love  for  me  has  grown.  He  told  me 
yesterday  (he  is  looking  over  my  shoulder  now)  that  his 
sister-in-law,  the  Princess  Hérédia,  his  destined  bride  of  old, 
the  dream  of  his  youth,  had  no  brains.  Oh  !  my  dear,  I  am 
worse  than  a  ballet-dancer  !  If  you  knew  what  joy  that  slight- 
ing  remark  gave  me  !  I  hâve  pointed  out  to  Felipe  that  she 
does  not  speak  French  cbrrectly.  She  says  esemple  for  ex- 
emple, sain  for  cinq,  dieu  for  je.  She  is  beautiful  of  course, 
but  quite  without  charm  or  the  slightest  scintilla  of  wit. 
When  a  compliment  is  paid  lier,  she  looks  at  you  as  though 
she  didn't  know  what  to  do  with  such  a  strange  thing.  Felipe, 
being  what  he  is,  could  not  bave  lived  two  months  with  Marie 
after  his  marriage.  Don  Fernand,  the  Duc  de  Soria,  suits 
her  very  well.  He  has  gênerons  instincts,  but  it's  easy  to  see 
he  has  been  a  spoilt  child.    I  am  tempted  to  be  naughty  and 
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make  you  laugh;  but  I  won't  draw  the  long  bow.     Ever  so 
much  love,  darling. 


XLII 

REN^E   TO   LOUISE 

My  little  giri  is  two  months  old.  She  is  called  Jeanne- 
Athénaïs,  and  lias  for  godmother  and  godfather  my  mother, 
and  an  old  grand-uncle  of  Louis'. 

As  soon  as  I  possibly  can,  I  shall  start  for  my  visit  to 
Chantepleurs.  since  you  are  not  afraid  of  a  nursing  mother. 
Your  godson  can  say  your  name  now;  he  calls  it  Matoumer, 
for  he  can't  say  c  properly.  You  will  be  quite  delighted  with 
him.  He  has  got  ail  his  teeth,  and  eats  méat  now  like  a 
big  boy;  he  is  ail  over  the  place,  trotting  about  like  a  little 
mouse;  but  I  watch  him  ail  the  time  with  anxious  eyes,  and 
it  makes  me  misérable  that  I  cannot  keep  him  by  me  when 
I  am  laid  up.  The  time  is  more  than  usually  long  with  me, 
as  the  doctors  consider  some  spécial  précautions  necessary. 
Alas!  my  child,  habit  does  not  inure  one  to  child-bearing. 
There  are  the  same  old  discomforts  and  misgivings.  However 
(don't  show  this  to  Felipe),  this  little  girl  takes  after  me, 
and  she  may  yet  eut  out  your  Armand. 

My  father  thought  Felipe  looking  very  thin,  and  my  dear 
pet  also  not  quite  so  blooming.  Yet  the  Duc  and  Duchesse 
de  Soria  hâve  gone  ;  not  a  loophole  for  jealousy  is  lef t  !  Is 
there  any  trouble  which  you  are  hiding  f  rom  me  ?  Your  letter 
is  neither  so  long  nor  so  full  of  loving  thoughts  as  usual.  Is 
this  only  a  whim  of  my  dear  whimsical  friend? 

I  am  running  on  too  long.  My  nurse  is  angry  with  me 
for  writing,  and  Mlle.  Athénaïs  de  l'Estorade  wants  her 
dinner.    Farewell,  then  ;  write  me  some  nice  long  letters. 
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XLIII 

MME.   DE   ItlACUMER  TO   THE   COMTESSE   DE   l'eSTORADE 

For  the  first  time  in  my  life,  my  dear  Eenée,  I  hâve  been 
alone  and  crying.  I  was  sitting  imder  a  willow,  on  a  wooden 
bench  by  the  side  of  the  long  Chantepleurs  marsh.  The  view 
there  is  charming,  but  it  needs  some  merry  children  to  com- 
plète it,  and  I  wait  for  you.  I  hâve  been  married  nearly 
three  years,  and  no  child  !  The  thought  of  your  quiver  full 
drove  me  to  explore  my  heart. 

And  this  is  what  I  find  there.  "Oh!  if  I  had  to  suffer  a 
hundred-fold  what  Renée  sufîered  when  my  godson  was  born  ; 
if  I  had  to  see  my  child  in  convulsions,  even  so  would  to 
God  that  I  might  hâve  a  cherub  of  my  own,  like  your  Athé- 
naïs  !"  I  can  see  her  from  hère  in  my  mind's  eye,  and  I  know 
she  is  beautiful  as  the  day,  for  you  tell  me  nothing  about  her 
— that  is  just  like  my  Eenée  !  I  believe  you  divine  my 
trouble. 

Each  time  my  hopes  are  disappointed,,  I  fall  a  prey  for 
some  days  to  the  blackest  melancholy.  Then  I  compose  sad 
élégies.  When  shall  I  embroider  little  caps  and  sew  lace 
edgings  to  encircle  a  tiny  head?  When  choose  the  cambric 
for  the  baby-clothes  ?  Shall  I  never  hear  baby  lips  shout 
"Mamma,"  and  hâve  my  dress  pulled  by  a  teasing  despot 
whom  my  heart  adores?  Are  there  to  be  no  wheelmarks  of 
a  little  carriage  on  the  gravel,  no  broken  toys  littered  about 
the  courtyard  ?  Shall  I  never  visit  the  toy-shops,  as  mothers 
do,  to  buy  swords,  and  dolls,  and  baby-houses  ?  And  will  it 
never  be  mine  to  watch  the  unfolding  of  a  precious  life — 
another  Felipe,  only  more  dear?  I  would  hâve  a  son,  if  only 
to  leam  how  a  lover  can  be  more  to  one  in  his  second  self. 

My  park  and  castle  are  cold  and  desolate  to  me.  A  childless 
woman  is  a  monstrosity  of  nature;  we  exist  only  to  be 
mothers.  Oh!  my  sage  in  woman's  livery,  how  well  you 
hâve  conned  the  book  of  life!    Everywhere,  too,  barrenness 
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is  a  dismal  tliing.  My  Hfe  is  a  little  too  much  like  one  of 
Gessner's  or  Florian's  sheepfolds,  which  Kivarol  longed  to  see 
invaded  by  a  wolf .  I  too  hâve  it  in  me  to  make  sacrifices  ! 
There  are  forces  in  me,  I  feel,  which  Felipe  has  no  use  for; 
and  if  I  am  not  to  be  a  mother,  I  must  be  allowed  to  indulge 
myself  in  some  romantic  sorrow. 

I  hâve  just  made  this  remark  to  my  belated  Moor,  and  it 
brought  tears  to  his  eyes.  He  cannot  stand  any  jokiug  on 
his  love,  so  I  let  him  off  easily,  and  only  called  him  a  paladin 
of  folly. 

At  times  I  am  seized  with  a  désire  to  go  on  pilgrimage,  to 
bear  my  longings  to  the  shrine  of  some  madonna  or  to  a 
watering-place.  Next  winter  I  shall  take  médical  advice.  I 
am  too  much  enraged  with  myself  to  write  more.    Good-bye. 


XLIV 

THE    SAME    TO    THE    SAME 

Parfe,'1829. 

A  WHOLE  year  passed,  my  dear,  without  a  letter  !  What  does 
this  mean?  I  am  a  little  hurt.  Do  you  suppose  that  your 
Louis,  who  comes  to  see  me  almost  every  alternate  day,  makes 
up  for  you  ?  It  is  not  enough  to  know  that  you  are  well  and 
that  everything  prospers  with  you;  for  I  love  you,  Eenée, 
and  I  want  to  know  what  you  are  feeling  and  thinking  of, 
just  as  I  say  everything  to  you,  at  the  risk  of  being  scolded, 
or  censured,  or  misunderstood.  Your  silence  and  seclusion 
in  the  country,  at  a  time  when  you  might  be  in  Paris  enjoying 
ail  the  Parliamentary  honors  of  the  Comte  de  l'Estorade, 
cause  me  serious  anxiety.  You  know  that  your  husband's 
"gift  of  the  gab"  and  unsparing  zeal  hâve  won  for  him  quite  a 
position  hère,  and  he  will  doubtless  receive  some  very  good 
post  when  the  session  is  over.  Pray,  do  you  spend  your  life 
writing  him  letters  of  advice  ?  Numa  was  not  so  far  removed 
from  his  Egeria. 
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Why  did  you  not  take  this  opportunity  of  seeing  Paris? 
1  might  hâve  enjoyed  your  company  for  four  months.  Louis 
told  me  yesterday  that  you  were  coming  to  fetch  him,  and 
would  hâve  your  third  confinement  in  Paris — ^you  terrible 
mother  Gigogne  !  After  bombarding  Louis  with  queries,  ex- 
clamations, and  regrets,  I  at  last  defeated  his  strategy  so  far 
as  to  discover  that  his  grand-uncle,  the  godfather  of  Athénaïs, 
is  very  ill.  Now  I  believe  that  you,  like  a  careful  mother, 
would  be  quite  equal  to  angling  with  the  member's  speeches 
and  famé  for  a  fat  legacy  from  your  husband's  last  reraaining 
relative  on  the  mother's  side.  Keep  your  mind  easy,  my 
Eenée — we  are  ail  at  work  for  Louis,  Lenoncourts,  Chaulieus, 
and  the  whole  band  of  Mme.  de  Macumer's  followers.  Mar- 
tignac  will  probably  put  him  into  the  audit  department.  But 
if  you  won't  tell  me  why  you  bury  yourself  in  the  country, 
I  shall  be  cross. 

Tell  me,  are  you  afraid  that  the  political  wisdom  of  the 
house  of  l'Estorade  should  seem  to  centre  in  you?  Or  is  it 
the  uncle's  legacy?  Perhaps  you  were  afraid  you  would  be 
less  to  your  children  in  Paris?  Ah!  what  I  would  give  to 
know  whether,  after  ail,  you  were  not  simply  too  vain  to 
show  yourself  in  Paris  for  the  first  time  in  your  présent  con- 
dition !    Vain  thing  !    Farewell. 


XLV 

EENÉE  TO  LOUISE 

You  complain  of  my  silence  ;  hâve  you  forgotten,  then,  those 
two  little  brown  heads,  at  once  my  subjects  and  my  tyrants? 
And  as  to  staying  at  home,  you  hâve  yourself  hit  upon  several 
of  my  reasons.  Apart  from  the  condition  of  our  dear  uncle, 
I  didn't  want  to  drag  with  me  to  Paris  a  boy  of  four  and  a 
little  girl  who  will  soon  be  three,  when  I  am  again  expecting 
my  confinement.     I  had  no  intention  of  troubling  you  and 
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iipsetting  your  household  with  snch  a  party.  I  did  not  carc 
to  appear,  looking  my  worst,  in  the  brilliant  circle  over  which 
you  préside,  and  I  detest  life  in  hôtels  and  lodgings. 

When  I  corne  to  spend  the  session  in  Paris,  it  will  be  in  my 
own  house.  Louis'  uncle,  when  he  heard  of  the  rank  his 
grand-nephew  had  received,,  niade  me  a  présent  of  two  hun- 
dred  thousand  francs  (the  half  of  his  savings)  with  which 
to  buy  a  house  in  Paris,  and  I  hâve  charged  Louis  to  fînd  one 
in  your  neighborhood.  My  mother  has  given  me  thirty  thou- 
sand francs  for  the  furnishing,  and  I  shall  do  my  best  not 
to  disgrâce  the  dear  sister  of  my  élection — no  pun  intended. 

I  am  grateful  to  you  for  having  already  done  so  much  at 
Court  for  Louis.  But  though  M.  de  Bourmont  and  M.  de 
Polignac  hâve  paid  him  the  compliment  of  asking  him  to 
join  their  ministry,  I  do  not  wish  so  conspicuous  a  place  for 
him.  It  would  commit  him  too  much  ;  and  I  prefer  the  Audit 
Office  because  it  is  permanent.  Our  alïairs  hère  are  in  very 
good  hands  ;  so  you  need  not  fear  ;  as  soon  as  the  steward  has 
mastered  the  détails,  I  will  come  and  support  Louis. 

As  for  writing  long  letters  nowadays,  how  can  I?  This 
one,  in  which  I  want  to  describe  to  you  the  daily  routine  of 
my  life,  will  be  a  week  on  the  stocks.  Who  can  tell  but  Ar- 
mand may  lay  hold  of  it  to  make  caps  for  his  régiments 
drawn  up  on  my  carpet,  or  vessels  for  the  fleets  which  sail  his 
bath  !  A  single  day  will  serve  as  a  sample  of  the  rest,  for 
they  are  ail  exactly  alike,  and  their  characteristics  reduce 
themselves  to  two — either  the  children  are  well,  or  they  are 
not.  For  me,  in  this  solitary  grange,  it  is  no  exaggeration 
to  say  that  hours  become  minutes,  or  minutes  hours,  accord- 
ing  to  the  children's  health. 

If  I  hâve  some  delightful  hours,  it  is  when  they  are  aslccp 
and  I  am  no  longer  needed  to  rock  the  one  or  soothe  the  other 
with  stories.  When  I  hâve  them  sleeping  by  my  side,  I  say 
to  myself,  "Nothing  can  go  wrong  now."  The  fact  is,  my 
sweet,  every  mother  spends  her  time,  so  soon  as  her  children 
are  out  of  her  sight,  in  imagining  dangers  for  them.  Perhaps 
it  is  Armand  seizing  the  razors  to  play  with,  or  his  coat  taking 
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fire,  or  a  snake  biting  him,,  or  he  might  tumble  in  running 
and  start  an  abscess  on  his  head,  or  he  might  drown  himself 
in  a  pond.  A  mother^s  life,  y  ou  see,  is  one  long  succession 
of  dramas,  now  soft  and  tender,  now  terrible.  Not  an  hour 
but  has  its  joys  and  fears. 

But  at  night,  in  my  room,  cornes  the  hour  for  waking 
dreams,  when  I  plan  out  their  future,  which  shines  brightly 
in  the  smile  of  the  guardian  angel,  watching  over  their  beds. 
Sometimes  Armand  calls  me  in  his  sleep  ;  I  kiss  his  f orehead 
(without  rousing  him),  then  his  sister's  feet,  and  watch  them 
both  lying  in  their  beauty.  Thèse  are  my  merry-makings  ! 
Yesterday,  it  must  hâve  been  our  guardian  angel  who  roused 
me  in  the  middle  of  the  night  and  summoned  me  in  fear  to 
Athénaïs'  cradle.  Her  head  was  too  low,  and  I  f ound  Armand 
ail  uncovered,  his  feet  purple  with  cold. 

"Darling  mother  !"  he  cried,  rousing  up  and  fiinging  his 
arms  round  me. 

There,  dear,  is  one  of  our  night  scènes  for  you. 

How  important  it  is  for  a  mother  to  hâve  her  children  by 
her  side  at  night  !  It  is  not  for  a  nurse,  however  carefui  she 
may  be,  to  take  them  up,  comfort  them,  and  hush  them  to 
sleep  again,  when  some  horrid  nightmare  has  disturbed  them. 
For  they  hâve  their  dreams,  and  the  task  of  explaining  away 
one  of  thèse  dread  visions  of  the  night  is  the  more  arduous 
because  the  child  is  scared,  stupid,  and  only  half  awake.  It 
is  a  mère  interlude  in  the  unconsciousness  of  slumber.  In 
this  way  I  hâve  come  to  sleep  so  lightly,  that  I  can  see  my 
little  pair  and  see  them  stirring,  through  the  veil  of  my 
eyelids.  A  sigh  or  a  rustle  wakens  me.  For  me,  the  démon 
of  convulsions  is  ever  crouching  by  their  beds. 

So  much  for  the  nights  ;  with  the  first  twitter  of  the  birds 
my  babies  begin  to  stir.  Through  the  mists  of  dispersing 
sleep,  their  chatter  blends  with  the  warblings  that  fill  the 
morning  air,  or  with  the  swallows'  noisy  debates — little  cries 
of  joy  or  woe,  which  make  their  way  to  my  heart  rather  than 
my  ears.  While  Nais  struggles  to  get  at  me,  making  the 
passage  from  her  cradle  to  my  bed  on  ail  fours  or  with  stag- 
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gering  steps,  Armand  climbs  up  with  the  agility  of  a  monkey, 
and  has  his  arms  round  me.  Then  the  merry  couple  turn  my 
bed  into  a  playground,  where  mother  lies  at  their  mercy.  The 
baby-girl  pulls  my  hair,  and  would  take  ta  sucking  again, 
while  Armand  stands  guard  over  my  breast,  as  though  de- 
fending  his  property.  Their  funny  ways,  their  peals  of 
laughter,  are  too  much  for  me,  and  put  sleep  fairly  to  flight. 

Then  we  play  the  ogress  game;  mother  ogress  eats  up  the 
white,  soft  flesh  with  hugs,  and  rains  kisses  on  those  rosy 
shoulders  and  eyes  brimming  over  with  saucy  mischief;  we 
hâve  little  jealous  tifïs  too,  so  pretty  to  see.  It  has  happened 
to  me,  dear,  to  take  up  my  stockings  at  eight  o'clock  and  be 
still  bare-footed  at  nine  ! 

Then  cornes  the  getting  up.  The  opération  of  dressing 
begins.  I  slip  on  my  dressing-gown,  turn  up  my  sleeves,  and 
don  the  mackintosh  apron;  with  Mary's  assistance,  I  wash 
and  scrub  my  two  little  blossoms.  I  am  sole  arbiter  of  the  tem- 
pérature of  the  bath,  for  a  good  half  of  children.'s  crying  and 
whimpering  comes  from  mistakes  hère.  The  moment  has 
arrived  for  paper  fleets  and  glass  ducks,  since  the  only  way 
to  get  children  thoroughly  washed  is  to  keep  them  well 
amused.  If  you  knew  the  diversions  that  hâve  to  be  invented 
before  thèse  despotic  sovereigns  will  permit  a  soft  sponge  to 
be  passed  over  every  nook  and  cranny,  you  would  be  awestruek 
at  the  amount  of  ingenuity  and  intelligence  demanded  by  the 
maternai  profession  when  one  takes  it  seriousl}^  Prayers, 
scoldings,  promises,  are  alike  in  réquisition;  above  ail,  the 
juggler}^  must  be  so  dexterous  that  it  défies  détection.  The 
case  would  be  desperate  had  not  Providence  to  the  cunning 
of  the  child  matched  that  of  the  mother.  A  child  is  a  diplo- 
matist,  only  to  be  mastered,  like  the  diplomatists  of  the  great 
world,  through  his  passions  !  Happily,  it  takes  little  to  make 
thèse  cherubs  laugh  ;  the  fall  of  a  brush,  a  pièce  of  soap  slip- 
ping  from  the  hand,  and  what  merry  shouts  !  And  if  our  tri- 
umphs  are  dearly  bought,  still  triumphs  they  are,  though 
hidden  from  mortal  eye.  Even  the  father  knows  nothing  of 
it  ail.    None  but  God  and  His  angels — and  perhaps  you — can 
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fathom  the  glances  of  satisfaction  which  Mary  and  I  exchange 
when  the  little  créatures'  toilet  is  at  last  concluded,  and  they 
stand,  spotless  and  shining,  amid  a  chaos  of  soap,  sponges, 
combs,  basins,  blotting-paper,  flannel,  and  ail  the  nameless 
litter  of  a  true  English  "nursery." 

For  I  am  so  far  a  convert  as  to  admit  that  English  women 
hâve  a  talent  for  this  department.  True,  they  look  upon  the 
child  only  from  the  point  of  view  of  material  well-being; 
but  where  this  is  concerned,  their  arrangements  are  ad- 
mirable. My  children  shall  always  be  bare-legged  and  wear 
woollen  socks.  There  shall  be  no  swaddling  nor  bandages; 
on  the  other  hand,  they  shall  never  be  left  alone.  The  help- 
lessness  of  the  French  infant  in  its  swaddling-bands  means 
the  liberty  of  the  nurse — that  is  the  whole  explanation.  A 
mother,  who  is  really  a  mother,  is  never  f ree. 

There  is  my  answer  to  your  question  why  I  do  not  write. 
Besides  the  management  of  the  estate,  I  hâve  the  upbringing 
of  two  children  on  my  hands. 

The  art  of  motherhood  involves  much  silent,  unobtnisive 
self-denial,  an  hourly  dévotion  which  finds  no  détail  too 
minute.  The  soup  warming  before  the  fire  must  be  watched. 
Am  I  the  kind  of  woman,  do  you  suppose,  to  shirk  such  cares  ? 
The  humblest  task  may  earn  a  rich  harvest  of  affection.  How 
pretty  is  a  child's  laugh  when  he  finds  the  food  to  his  liking! 
Armand  bas  a  way  of  nodding  his  head  when  he  is  pleascd 
that  is  worth  a  lifetime  of  adoration.  How  could  I  leave 
to  any  one  else  the  privilège  and  delight,  as  well  as  the  re- 
sponsibility,  of  blowing  on  the  spoonful  of  soup  which  is 
too  hot  for  my  little  Naïs,  my  nursling  of  seven  months  ago, 
who  still  remembers  my  breast?  When  a  nurse  bas  allowed 
a  child  to  burn  its  tongue  and  lips  with  scalding  food,  she 
tells  the  mother,  who  hurries  up  to  see  what  is  wrong,  that 
the  child  cried  from  hunger.  How  could  a  mother  sleep  in 
peace  with  the  thought  that  a  breath,  less  pure  than  her  own, 
has  cooled  her  child's  food — ^the  mother  whom  Nature  bas 
made  the  direct  vehicle  of  food  to  infant  lips.  To  mince 
a  chop  for  Naïs,  who  has  just  eut  her  last  teeth,  and  mix  the 
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méat,  cooked  to  a  turn,  with  potatoes,  is  a  work  of  patience, 
aud  there  are  times,  indeed,  whcn  none  But  a  mother  could 
succeed  in  making  an  impatient  child  go  through  with  its 
meal. 

No  number  of  servants,  then,  and  no  English  nurse  can 
dispense  a  mother  from  taking  the  field  in  person  in  that 
daily  contest,  where  gentleness  alone  should  grapple  with 
the  little  griefs  and  pains  of  childhood.  Louise,  the  care  of 
thèse  innocent  darlings  is  a  work  to  engage  the  wliole  soûl. 
To  wliose  hand  and  eyes,  but  one's  own,  intrust  the  task  of 
feeding,  dressing,  and  puttiug  to  bed?  Broadly  speaking, 
a  crying  child  is  the  unanswerable  condemnation  of  mother 
or  nurse,  except  when  the  cry  is  the  outcome  of  natural  pain. 
Now  that  I  hâve  two  to  look  after  (and  a  third  on  the  road), 
they  occupy  ail  my  thoughts.  Even  you,  whoni  I  love  so 
dearly,  hâve  beeome  a  memory  to  me. 

My  own  dressing  is  not  always  completed  by  two  o'clock. 
I  hâve  no  faith  in  mothers  whose  rooms  are  in  apple-pie  order, 
and  who  themselves  raight  hâve  stepped  out  of  a  bandbox. 
Yesterday  was  one  of  those  lovely  days  of  early  April,  and  I 
wanted  to  take  my  children  a  walk,  while  I  was  still  able — 
for  the  warning  bell  is  in  my  ears.  Such  an  expédition  is 
quite  an  epic  to  a  mother  !  One  dreams  of  it  the  night  before  ! 
Armand  was  for  the  first  time  to  put  on  a  little  black  velvet 
jacket,  a  new  collar  which  I  had  worked,  a  Scotch  cap  with 
the  Stuart  colors  and  cock's  feathers;  Naïs  was  to  be  in 
wliite  and  pink,  with  one  of  those  delicious  little  baby  caps; 
for  she  is  a  baby  still,  though  she  will  lose  that  pretty  title 
on  the  arrivai  of  the  impatient  youngster,  whom  I  call  my 
beggar,  for  he  will  hâve  the  portion  of  a  younger  son.  (You 
see,  Louise,  the  child  has  already  appeared  to  me  in  a  vision, 
so  I  know  it  is  a  boy.) 

Well,  caps,  collars,  jackets,  socks,  dainty  little  shoes,  pink 
garters,  the  muslin  frock  with  silk  embroidery, — ail  was  laid 
out  on  my  bed.  Then  the  little  brown  heads  had  to  be 
brushed,  twittering  merrily  ail  the  time  like  birds,  answering 
each  other's  call.     Armand's  hair  is  in  curls,  while  Naïs'  is 
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brought  forward  softly  on  the  forehead  as  a  border  to  the 
pink-and-white  cap.  Then  the  shoes  are  buckled;  and  when 
the  little  bare  legs  and  well-shod  feet  bave  trotted  off  to  the 
nursery,  while  two  shining  faces  {clean,  Mary  calls  thera) 
and  eyes  ablaze  with  life  pétition  me  to  start,  my  heart  beats 
fast.  To  look  on  the  children  whom  one's  own  hand  has 
arrayed,  the  pure  skin  brightly  veined  with  blue,  that  one 
has  bathed,  laved,  and  sponged  and  decked  with  gay  colors 
of  silk  or  velvet — why,  there  is  no  poem  cornes  near  to  it  ! 
With  what  eager,  covetous  longing  one  calls  them  back  for 
one  more  kiss  on  those  white  necks,  which,  in  their  simple 
collars,  the  loveliest  woman  cannot  rival.  Even  the  coarsest 
lithograph  of  such  a  scène  makes  a  mother  pause,  and  I  feast 
my  eyes  daily  on  the  living  picture  ! 

Once  out  of  doors,  triumphant  in  the  resuit  of  my  labors, 
while  I  was  admiring  the  princely  air  with  which  little  Ar- 
mand helped  baby  to  totter  along  the  path  you  know,  I 
saw  a  carriage  coming,  and  tried  to  get  them  out  of  the  way. 
The  children  tumbled  into  a  dirty  puddle,  and  lo  !  my  works 
of  art  are  ruined  !  We  had  to  take  them  back  and  change 
their  things.  I  took  the  little  one  in  my  arms,  never  thinking 
of  my  own,  dress,  which  was  ruined,  while  Mary  seized  Ar- 
mand, and  the  cavalcade  re-entered.  With  a  crying  baby 
and  a  soaked  child,  what  mind  has  a  mother  left  for  herself  ? 

Dinner  time  arrives,  and  as  a  rule  I  bave  done  nothing. 
Now  comes  the  problem  which  faces  me  twice  every  day — 
how  to  suffice  in  my  own  person  for  two  children,  put  on 
their  bibs,  tum  up  their  sleeves,  and  get  them  to  eat.  In 
the  midst  of  thèse  ever-recurring  cares,  joys,  and  catastro- 
phes, the  only  person  negleeted  in  the  house  is  myself.  If 
the  children  hâve  been  naughty,  often  I  don't  get  rid  of  my 
curl-papers  ail  day.  Their  tempers  rule  my  toilet.  As  the 
price  of  the  few  minutes  in  which  I  write  you  thèse  half- 
dozen  pages,  I  bave  had  to  let  them  eut  pictures  out  of  my 
novels,  build  castles  with  books,  chessmen,  or  mother-of- 
pearl  eounters,  and  give  Nais  my  silks  and  wools  to  arrange 
in  her  own  fashion,  which,  I  assure  you,  is  so  complicated, 
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that  she  is  entirely  absorbed  in  it,  and  has  not  uttered  a  word. 

Yet  I  hâve  nothing  to  complain  of.  My  children  are  both 
strong  and  indépendant;  they  amuse  themselves  more  easily 
than  you  would  think.  They  find  delight  in  everything;  a 
guarded  liberty  is  worth  many  toys.  A  few  pebbles — pink, 
yellow,  purple,  and  blaek,  small  shells,  the  mysteries  of  sand, 
are  a  world  of  pleasure  to  them.  Their  wealth  consists  in 
possessing  a  multitude  of  small  things.  I  watch  Armand  and 
find  him  talking  to  the  flowers,  the  Aies,  the  ehickens,  and 
imitating  them.  He  is  on  friendly  terms  with  inseets,  and 
never  wearies  of  admiring  them.  Everj^thing  which  is  on 
a  minute  seale  interests  them.  Armand  is  beginning  to  ask 
the  "why"  of  everything  he  sees.  He  has  come  to  ask  what 
I  am  saying  to  his  godmother,  whom  he  looks  on  as  a  fairy. 
Strange  how  children  hit  the  mark  ! 

Alas  !  my  sweet,  I  would  not  sadden  you  with  the  taie  of 
my  joys.  Let  me  give  you  some  notion  of  your  godson's  ehar- 
acter.  The  other  day  we  were  followed  by  a  poor  man  beg- 
ging — beggars  soon  find  out  that  a  mother  with  her  child 
at  her  side  can't  resist  them.  Armand  has  no  idea  what 
hunger  is,  and  money  is  a  sealed  book  to  him  ;  but  I  hâve  just 
bought  him  a  trumpet  which  had  long  been  the  object  of 
his  desires.  He  held  it  out  to  the  old  man  with  a  kingly  air, 
saying  : 

"Hère,  take  this  !" 

What  joy  the  world  can  give  would  compare  with  such  a 
moment  ? 

"May  I  keep  it?"  said  the  poor  man  to  me.  "I  too,  mad- 
ame, hâve  had  children,"  he  added,  hardly  noticing  the 
money  I  put  into  his  hand. 

I  shudder  when  I  think  that  Armand  must  go  to  school, 
and  that  I  hâve  only  three  years  and  a  half  more  to  keep 
him  by  me.  The  flowers  that  blossom  in  his  sunny  child- 
hood  will  f ail  before  the  scythe  of  a  public  school  System  ;  his 
gracions  ways  and  bewitching  candor  will  lose  their  spon- 
taneity.     They  will  eut  the  curls  that  I  hâve  brushed  and 
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smoothed  and  kissed  so  often  !     Wliat  will  they  do  with  the 
thiuking  being  that  is  Armand  ? 

And  what  of  you?  You  tell  me  nothing  of  your  life. 
Are  you  still  in  love  with  Felipe  ?  For,  as  regards  the  Sara- 
cen,  I  hâve  no  uneasiness.  Good-bye;  Nais  has  just  had  a 
tumble,  and  if  I  run  on  like  this,  my  letter  will  become  a 
volume. 


XLVI 

MME.  DE  MACUMER  TO  THE  COMTESSE  DE  l'eSTORADE 

1829. 

My  sweet,  tender  Eenée,  you  will  hâve  learned  from  the 
papers  the  terrible  calamity  whieh  has  overwhelmed  me. 
I  hâve  not  been  able  to  write  you  even  a  word.  For  twenty 
days  I  never  left  his  bedside;  I  received  his  last  breath 
and  elosed  his  eyes;  I  kept  holy  watch  over  him  with  the 
priests  and  repeated  the  prayers  for  the  dead.  The  cruel 
pangs  I  suiïered  were  accepted  by  me  as  a  rightful  punish- 
ment  ;  and  yet,  when  I  saw  on  his  ealm  lips  the  smile  which 
was  his  last  farewell  to  me,  how  was  it  possible  to  believe 
that  I  had  eaused  his  death  ! 

Be  it  so  or  not,  he  is  gone,  and  I  am  left.  To  you,  who 
hâve  known  us  both  so  well,  what  more  need  I  say?  Thèse 
words  eontain  ail.  Oh!  I  would  give  my  share  of  Heav^en 
to  hear  the  flattering  taie  that  my  prayers  hâve  power 
to  eall  him  back  to  life  !  To  see  him  again,  to  hâve  him  once 
more  mine,  were  it  only  for  a  second,  would  mean  that  I 
could  draw  breath  again  without  mortal  agony.  Will  you 
not  corne  soon  and  soothe  me  with  such  promises?  Is  not 
your  love  strong  enough  to  deceive  me  ? 

But  stay  !  it  was  you  who  told  me  beforehand  that  he 
would  sulïer  through  me.  Was  it  so  indeed  ?  Yes,  it  is  true, 
I  had  no  right  to  his  love.  Like  a  thief,  I  took  what  was  not 
mine,  and  my  frenzied  grasp  has  crushed  the  life  out  of  my 
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bliss.  The  madness  is  over  now,  but  I  feel  that  I  am  alone. 
Merciful  God  !  what  torture  of  the  damned  can  exeeed  the 
misery  in  that  word  ? 

When  they  took  him  away  f  rom  me,  I  hiy  down  on  the  same 
bed  and  hoped  to  die.  There  was  but  a  door  between  us,  and 
it  seemed  to  me  I  had  strength  to  force  it  !  But,  alas  !  I  was 
too  young  for  death;  and  after  forty  days,  during  which, 
with  cruel  care  and  ail  the  sorry  inventions  of  médical 
science,  they  slowly  nursed  me  back  to  life,  I  find  myself  in 
the  country,  seated  by  my  window,  surrounded  with  lovely 
flowers,  which  he  made  to  bloom  for  me,  gazing  on  the  same 
splendid  view  over  which  his  eyes  hâve  so  often  wandered, 
and  which  he  was  so  proud  to  hâve  discovered,  since  it  gave 
me  pleasure.  Ah  !  dear  Eenée,  no  words  can  tell  how  new 
surroundings  hurt  when  the  heart  is  dcad.  I  shiver  at  the 
sight  of  the  moist  carth  in  my  garden,  for  the  earth  is  a  vast 
tomb,  and  it  is  almost  as  though  I  walked  on  liim!  When 
I  first  went  ont,  I  trembled  with  fear  and  could  not  move. 
It  was  so  sad  to  see  his  flowers,  and  he  not  there  ! 

My  father  and  mother  are  in  Spain.  You  know  what  my 
brothers  are,  and  you  yourself  are  detained  in  the  country. 
But  you  need  not  be  uneasy  about  me;  two  angels  of  mercy 
flew  to  my  side.  The  Duc  and  the  Duchesse  de  Soria  hastened 
to  their  brother  in  his  illness,  and  hâve  been  everything  that 
heart  could  wish.  The  last  few  nights  before  the  end  found 
the  three  of  us  gathered,  in  calm  and  wordless  grief,  round 
the  bed  where  tliis  great  man  was  breathing  his  last,  a  man 
among  a  thousand,  rare  in  any  âge,  head  and  shoulders  above 
the  rest  of  us  in  everything.  The  patient  résignation  of  my 
Felipe  was  angelic.  The  sight  of  his  brother  and  Marie  gave 
him  a  moment's  pleasure  and  easing  of  his  pain. 

"Darling,"  he  said  to  me  with  the  simple  frankness  which 
never  deserted  him,  "I  had  almost  gone  from  life  without 
leaving  to  Fernand  the  Barony  of  Macumer;  I  must  make  a 
new  will.  My  brother  will  forgive  me  :  he  knows  what  it  is 
to  love  !" 

I  owe  my  life  to  the  care  of  my  brother-in-law  and  his 
wif  e  ;  they  want  to  carry  me  ofï  to  Spain  ! 
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Ah  !  Eenée,  to  no  one  but  you  can  I  speak  f  reely  of  my 
grief.  A  sensé  of  my  own  faults  weiglis  me  to  the  ground, 
and  there  is  a  bitter  solace  in  pouring  them  ont  to  you,  poor, 
unheeded  Cassandra.  The  exactions,  the  preposterous  jeal- 
0US3'',  the  nagging  unrest  of  my  passion  wore  him  to  death. 
My  love  was  the  more  franght  with  danger  for  him  because 
we  had  both  the  same  exquisitely  sensitive  nature,  we  spoke 
the  same  language,  notliing  was  lost  on  him,  and  often  the 
moeking  shaft,  so  carelessly  diseharged,  went  straiglit  to  his 
heart.  You  can  hâve  no  idea  of  tlie  point  to  which  he  car- 
ried  submissiveness.  I  had  only  to  tell  him  to  go  and  leave 
me  alone,  and  the  caprice,  however  wounding  to  him,  would 
be  obeyed  without  a  murmur.  His  last  breath  was  spent  in 
blessing  me  and  in  repeating  that  a  single  moming  alone 
with  me  was  more  precious  to  him  than  a  lifetime  spent  with 
another  woman,  were  she  even  the  Marie  of  his  youth.  My 
tears  fall  as  I  write  the  words. 

This  is  the  manner  of  my.life  now.  I  rise  at  midday  and 
go  to  bed  at  seven;  I  linger  absurdly  long  over  meals;  I 
saunter  about  slowly,  standing  motionless,,  an  hour  at  a  time, 
before  a  single  plant;  I  gaze  into  the  leafy  trees;  I  take  a 
sober  and  serions  interest  in  mère  nothings  ;  I  long  for  shade, 
silence,  and  night;  in  a  word,  I  fîght  through  each  hour  as 
it  comes,  and  take  a  gloomy  pleasure  in  adding  it  to  the 
heap  of  the  vanquislied.  ]\Iy  peaceful  park  gives  me  ail  the 
Company  I  care  for;  everything  there  is  full  of  glorious  im- 
ages of  my  vanished  joy,  invisible  for  others  but  éloquent 
to  me. 

"I  eannot  away  with  you  Spaniards  !"  I  exclaimed  one 
morning,  as  my  sister-in-law  flung  herself  on  my  neck. 
"You  hâve  some  nobility  that  we  lack." 

Ah  !  Eenée,  if  I  still  live,  it  is  doubtless  because  Heaven 
tempers  the  sensé  of  affliction  to  the  strength  of  those  who 
hâve  to  bear  it.  Only  a  woman  can  know  what  it  is  to  lose 
a  love  which  sprang  from  the  heart  and  was  genuine  through- 
out,  a  passion  which  was  not  ephemeral.  and  satisfied  at  once 
the  spirit  and  the  flesh.     How  rare  it  is  to  find  a  man  so 
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gifted  tliat  to  worship  him  brings  no  sensé  of  dégradation  ! 
If  such  suprême  fortune  befall  us  once,  \ve  cannot  hope  for  it 
a  second  time.  Men  of  true  greatness,  whose  strength  and 
worth  are  veiled  by  poetic  grâce,  and  who  charm  by  some 
high  spiritual  power,  nien  made  to  be  adored,  beware  of  love  ! 
Love  will  ruin  you,  and  ruin  thc  wornan  of  your  heart.  This 
is  the  burden  of  my  cry  as  I  pace  my  woodland  walks. 

And  he  has  left  me  no  child  !  That  love  so  rich  in  smiles, 
which  rained  perpétuai  flowers  and  joy,  has  left  no  fruit.  I 
am  a  thiug  accursed.  Can  it  be  tliat,  even  as  the  two  extrêmes 
of  polar  ice  and  torrid  sand  are  alike  intolérant  of  life,  so 
the  very  purity  and  véhémence  of  a  single-hearted  passion 
render  it  barren  as  hâte?  Is  it  only  a  marriage  of  reason, 
such  as  yours,  which  is  blessed  with  a  family?  Can  Heaven 
be  jealous  of  our  passions  ?    Thèse  are  wild  words. 

You  are,  I  believe,  the  one  person  whose  company  I  could 
endure.  Come  to  me,  then;  none  but  Renée  should  be  with 
Louise  in  her  sombre  garb.  What  a  day  when  I  first  put 
on  my  widow's  bonnet  !  When  I  saw  myself  ail  arrayed  in 
black,  I  fell  back  on  a  seat  and  wept  till  night  came;  and 
I  weep  again  as  I  recall  that  moment  of  anguish. 

Good-bye.  Writing  tires  me;  thoughts  crowd  fast,  but  I 
hâve  no  heart  to  put  theni  into  words.  Bring  your  children  ; 
you  can  nurse  baby  hère  without  making  me  jealous  ;  ail  that 
is  gone,  he  is  not  hère,  and  I  shall  be  very  glad  to  see  my 
godson.  Felipe  used  to  wish  for  a  child  like  little  Armand. 
Come,  then,  come  and  help  me  to  bear  my  woe. 


XLVII 

RENIÉE  TO  LOUISE 

1829. 

My  Darling, — When  you  hold  this  letter  in  your  hands,  I 
shall  be  already  near,  for  I  am  starting  a  few  minutes  after 
it.     We  shall  be  alone  together.     Louis  is  obliged  to  remain 


314  LETTERS  OF  TWO  BRIDES 

in  Provence  because  of  the  approaching  élections.  He  wants 
to  be  elected  again,  and  the  Libérais  are  already  plotting 
against  his  return. 

I  don't  corne  to  comfort  you  ;  I  only  bring  yoii  my  heart  to 
beat  in  sympathy  with  yours,  and  help  you  to  bear  with  lifo. 
I  corne  to  bid  you  weep,  for  only  with  tears  can  you  purchase 
the  joy  of  meeting  him  again.  Reinember,  he  is  traveling 
towards  Heaven,  and  every  step  forward  which  you  take 
brings  you  nearer  to  him.  Every  duty  donc  breaks  a  link  in 
the  chain  that  keeps  you  apart. 

Louise,  in  my  arms  you  will  once  more  raise  your  head 
and  go  on  your  way  to  him,  pure,  noble,  washed  of  ail  those 
errors,  which  had  no  root  in  your  heart,  and  bearing  with  you 
the  han^est  of  good  deeds  which,  in  his  name,  you  will  ac- 
complish  hère. 

I  scribble  thèse  hasty  lines  in  ail  the  bustle  of  préparation, 
and  interrupted  by  the  babies  and  by  Armand,  who  keeps 
crying,  "Godmother,  godmother!  I  want  to  see  lier,"  till  I 
am  almost  jealous.     He  might  be  your  child! 
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SECOND  PART 


XLVIII 

the  baronne  de  macumer  to  the  comtesse  de 
l'estorade 

October  15, 1883. 

Yes,  Eenée,.  it  is  qnite  true  ;  yoii  hâve  been  corroclly  informed. 
I  hâve  sold  my  house,  I  hâve  sold  Chantepleurs,  and  the 
farins  in  Seine-et-Marne,  but  no  more,  please  !  I  am  neither 
mad  nor  ruined,  I  assure  you. 

Let  us  go  into  the  matter.  When  everything  was  wound 
up,  there  remained  to  me  of  my  poor  Macumer's  fortune 
about  twelve  hundred  thousand  francs.  I  will  account,  as  to 
a  practical  sister,  for  every  penny  of  this. 

I  put  a  million  into  the  Three  per  Cents  when  they  were 
at  fifty,  and  so  I  hâve  got  an  income  for  myself  of  sixty  thou- 
sand francs,  instead  of  the  thirty  thousand  which  the  property 
yielded.  Then,  only  think  what  my  life  was.  Six  months 
of  the  year  in  the  country,  renewing  leases,  listening  to  the 
grumbles  of  the  farmers,  who  pay  when  it  pleases  them,  and 
getting  as  bored  as  a  sportsman  in  wet  weather.  There  was 
produce  to  sell,  and  I  always  sold  it  at  a  loss.  Then,  in 
Paris  my  house  represented  a  rental  of  ten  thousand  francs  ; 
I  had  to  invest  my  money  at  the  notariés  ;  I  was  kept  waiting 
for  the  interest,  and  could  only  get  the  money  back  by  prose- 
cuting;  in  addition  I  had  to  study  the  law  of  mortgage.  In 
short,  there  was  business  in  Nivernais,  in  Seine-et-Marne,  in 
Paris — and  what  a  burden,  what  a  nuisance,  what  a  vexing 
and  losing  game  for  a  widow  of  twenty-seven  ! 
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Whereas  now  my  fortune  is  securcd  on  thc  Budget.  In 
place  of  paying  taxes  to  the  State,  I  rcceive  from  it,  every 
half-year,  in  my  own  person,  and  free  from  cost,  thirty  thou- 
sand  francs  in  thirty  notes,  handed  over  the  counter  to  me 
by  a  dapper  little  clerk  at  the  Treasuiy,.  who  smiles  when 
he  sees  me  coming! 

Supposing  the  nation  became  bankrupt?  Well,  to  begin 
with: 

'Tis  not  raine  to  seek  trouble  so  far  from  my  door. 

At  the  worst,  too,  the  nation  would  not  dock  me  of  more 
than  half  my  income,  so  I  should  still  be  as  well  off  as  before 
my  investment,  and  in  the  meantime  I  shall  be  drawing  a 
double  income  until  the  catastrophe  arrives.  A  nation  doesn't 
become  bankrupt  more  than  once  in  a  century,  so  I  shall  hâve 
plenty  of  time  to  amass  a  little  capital  out  of  my  savings. 

And  finally,  is  not  the  Comte  de  l'Estorade  a  peer  of  this 
July  serai-republic  ?  Is  he  not  one  of  those  pillars  of  royalty 
offered  by  the  "people"  to  the  King  of  the  French  ?  How  can 
I  bave  qualius  with  a  friend  at  Court,  a  great  financier,  head 
of  the  Audit  Department  ?  I  defy  you  to  arraign  my  sanity  ! 
I  am  almost  as  good  at  sums  as  your  citizen  king. 

Do  you  know  what  inspires  a  woman  with  ail  this  arith- 
metic  ?    Love,  my  dear  ! 

A  las  !  the  moment  bas  corne  for  unfolding  to  you  the  mys- 
teries  of  my  conduct,  the  motives  of  which  bave  baffled  even 
your  keen  sight,  your  prying  affection,  and  your  subtlety. 
I  am  to  be  married  in  a  country  village  near  Paris.  I  love 
and  am  loved.  I  love  as  much  as  a  woman  can  who  knows 
love  well.  I  am  loved  as  much  as  a  woman  ought  to  be  by  the 
man  she  adores. 

Forgive  me,  Eenée,  for  keeping  this  a  secret  from  you  and 
from  every  one.  If  your  friend  évades  ail  spies  and  puts 
curiosity  on  a  false  track,  you  must  admit  that  my  feeling 
for  poor  Macumer  justified  some  dissimulation.  Besides, 
de  TFstorade  and  you  would  bave  dcafenod  me  with  remon- 
strances,  and  plagued  me  to  death  \vdth  your  misgivings,  to 
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which  the  facts  might  hâve  lent  some  color.  You  know,  if  no 
one  else  does,  to  what  pitch  my  jealousy  can  go,  and  ail  this 
would  only  hâve  been  useless  torture  to  me.  I  was  determincd 
to  carry  out,  on  my  own  responsibility,  what  you,  Renée,  will 
call  my  insane  project,  and  I  would  take  counsel  only  with 
my  own  head  and  heart;,  for  ail  the  world  like  a  schoolgirl 
giving  the  slip  to  her  watchf  ul  parents. 

The  man  I  love  possesses  nothing  but  thirty  thousand 
francs'  worth  of  debts,  which  I  hâve  paid.  What  a  thème 
for  comment  hère  !  You  would  hâve  tried  to  make  Gaston 
out  an  adventurer;  your  husband  would  hâve  set  détectives 
on  the  dear  boy.  I  preferred  to  sift  him  for  myself.  He 
has  been  wooing  me  now  close  on  two  years.  I  am  twenty- 
seven,  he  is  twenty-three.  The  différence,  I  admit,  is  huge 
when  it  is  on  the  wrong  side.    Another  source  of  lamentation  ! 

Lastly,  he  is  a  poet,  and  has  lived  by  his  trade — that  is  to 
say,  on  next  to  nothing,  as  you  will  readily  understand.  Be- 
ing  a  poet,  he  has  spent  more  time  weaving  day-dreams,  and 
basking,  lizard-like,  in  the  sun,  than  scribing  in  his  dingy 
garret.  Now,  practieal  people  bave  a  way  of  tarring  with 
the  same  brush  of  inconstancy  authors,  artists,  and  in  gênerai 
ail  men  who  live  by  their  brains.  Their  nimble  and  fertile 
wit  lays  them  open  to  the  charge  of  a  like  agility  in  matters 
of  the  heart. 

Spite  of  the  debts,  spite  of  the  différence  in  âge,  spite  of 
the  poetry,  an  end  is  to  be  placed  in  a  few  days  to  a  heroic 
résistance  of  more  than  nine  months,  during  which  he  lias 
not  been  allowed  evcn  to  kiss  my  hand,  and  so  also  ends  the 
season  of  our  sweet,  pure,  love-making.  This  is  not  the  mère 
surrender  of  a  raw,  ignorant,  and  curions  girl,  as  it  was 
eight  years  ago;  the  gift  is  deliberate,  and  my  lover  awaits 
it  with  sueh  loyal  patience  that,  if  I  pleased,  I  could  postpone 
the  marriage  for  a  year.  There  is  no  servility  in  this  ;  love's 
slave  he  may  be,  but  the  heart  is  not  slavish.  Never  hâve  I 
seen  a  man  of  nobler  feeling,  or  one  whcfse  tenderness  was 
more  rich  in  fancy,  whose  love  bore  more  the  impress  of  his 
soûl.  Alas  !  my  sweet  one,  the  art  of  love  is  his  by  héritage. 
A  few  words  will  tell  his  story. 
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My  friend  lias  no  otlier  name  than  Marie  Gaston.  He  is 
the  illegitimate  son  of  the  beautiful  Lady  Brandon,  whose 
f  amc  must  hâve  reached  yoii,  and  who  died  broken-hearted,  a 
victim  to  the  vengeance  of  Lady  Dudley — a  ghastly  story  of 
which  the  dear  boy  knows  nothing.  Marie  Gaston  was  placed 
by  his  brother  Louis  in  a  boarding-school  at  Tours,  where  he 
remained  till  1827.  Louis,  after  scttling  his  brother  at 
school,  sailed  a  few  days  later  for  foreign  parts  "to  seek  his 
fortune,"  to  use  the  words  of  an  old  woman  who  had  played 
the  part  of  Providence  to  him.  This  brother  turned  saiior 
used  to  Write  him,  at  long  intervais,  letters  quite  fatherly  in 
tone,  and  breathing  a  noble  spirit  ;  but  a  struggling  life  never 
allowed  him  to  return  home.  His  last  letter  told  Marie  that 
he  had  been  appointed  Captain  in  the  navy  of  some  American 
republic,  and  exhorted  him  to  hope  for  better  days. 

Alas!  since  then  three  years  hâve  passed,  and  my  poor 
poet  has  never  heard  again.  So  dearly  did  he  love  his 
brother,  that  he  would  hâve  started  to  look  for  him  but 
for  Daniel  d'Arthez,  the  well-known  author,  who  took  a 
gênerons  interest  in  Marie  Gaston,  and  prevented  him  carry- 
ing  out  his  mad  impulse.  Nor  was  this  ail  ;  often  would 
he  give  him  a  crust  and  a  corner,  as  the  poet  puts  it  in  his 
graphie  words. 

For,  in  truth,  the  poor  lad  was  in  terrible  straits;  he 
was  actually  innocent  enough  to  believe — incredible  as  it 
seems — that  genius  was  the  shortest  road  to  fortune,  and 
from  1828  to  1833  his  one  aim  has  been  to  make  a  name 
for  himself  in  letters.  Naturally  his  life  was  a  frightful 
tissue  of  toil  and  hardships,  alternating  between  hope  and 
despair.  The  good  advice  of  d'Arthez  could  not  prevail 
against  the  allurenients  of  ambition,  and  his  debts  went  on 
growing  like  a  snowball.  Still  he  was  beginning  to  corne 
into  notice  when  I  happened  to  meet  him  at  Mme.  d'Espard's. 
At  first  sight  he  inspired  me,  unconsciously  to  himself,  with 
the  most  vivid  sympathy.  How  did  it  come  about  that  this 
virgin  heart  had  been  loft  for  me?  The  fact  is  that  my 
poet  combines  genius  and  cleverness,  passion  and  pride,  and 
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women  are  ahvays  afraid  of  greatncss  which  lias  no  wcak  sidc 
to  it.  How  many  victories  were  needed  before  Joséphine 
could  see  the  great  Napoléon  in  the  little  Bonaparte  whom 
she  had  marricd? 

Poor  Gaston  is  innocent  enoiigh  to  think  he  knows  the 
measure  of  my  love  !  He  simply  has  not  an  idea  of  it,  but 
to  you  I  must  make  it  clear;  for  this  letter,  Eenée,  is  some- 
thing  in  the  nature  of  a  last  will  and  testament.  Weigh 
well  what  I  am  going  to  say,  I  beg  of  you. 

At  this  moment  I  am  confident  of  being  loved  as  perhaps 
not  another  woman  on  this  earth,  nor  hâve  I  a  shadow  of 
doubt  as  to  the  perfect  happiness  of  our  wedded  life,  to 
which  I  bring  a  feeling  hitherto  unknown  to  me.  Yes,  for 
the  first  time  in  my  life,  I  know  the  delight  of  being  swayed 
by  passion.  That  which  every  woman  seeks  in  love  will  be 
mine  in  marriage.  As  poor  Felipe  once  adored  me,  so  do  I 
now  adore  Gaston.  I  hâve  lost  control  of  myself,  I  tremble 
before  this  l)oy  as  the  Arab  hero  used  to  tremble  before  me. 
In  a  Word,  the  balance  of  love  is  now  on  my  side,  and 
this  makes  me  timid.  I  am  fuU  of  the  most  absurd  terrors. 
I  am  afraid  of  being  deserted,  afraid  of  becoming  old  and 
ugly  while  Gaston  still  retains  his  youth  and  beauty,  afraid 
of  coming  short  of  his  hopes  ! 

And  yet  I  believe  I  hâve  it  in  me,  I  believe  I  hâve  sufficient 
dévotion  and  ability,  not  only  to  keep  alive  the  fiame  of  his 
love  in  our  solitary  life,  far  from  the  world,  but  even  to 
make  it  burn  stronger  and  brighter.  If  I  am  mistaken,  if 
this  splendid  idyl  of  love  in  hiding  must  come  to  an  end — 
an  end!  what  am  I  saying? — if  I  find  Gaston's  love  less  in- 
tense any  day  than  it  was  the  evening  before,  be  sure  of 
this,  Eenée,  I  should  visit  my  failure  only  on  myself;  no 
blâme  should  attaeh  to  him.  I  tell  you  now  it  would  mean 
my  death.  Not  even  if  I  had  children  could  I  live  on  thèse 
terms,  for  I  know  myself,  Eenée,  I  know  that  my  nature  is 
the  lover's  rather  than  the  mother's.  Therefore  before  tak- 
ing  this  vow  upon  my  soûl,  I  implore  you,  my  Eenée,  if  this 
disaster  bef  ail  me,  to  take  the  place  of  mother  to  my  children  ; 
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let  them  be  my  Icgacy  to  3011  !  AU  ihat  I  know  of  you,  your 
blind  attachment  to  duty,  your  rare  gifts,  your  love  of  ehil- 
drcn,  your  affection  for  me,  would  help  to  make  my  death — 
I  dare  not  say  casy — but  at  least  loss  bitter. 

The  compact  I  hâve  thus  made  with  myself  adds  a  vague 
tcrror  to  the  solemnity  of  my  marriage  ceremoiiy.  For  this 
rcason  I  wish  to  bave  no  one  whom  I  know  présent,  and  it 
will  be  performcd  in  secret.  Let  my  heart  fail  me  if  it  will, 
at  least  I  shall  not  read  anxiety  in  your  dear  eyes,  and  I 
alone  shall  know  that  this  new  marriage-contract  which  I 
sign  may  be  my  death  warrant. 

I  shall  not  refer  again  to  this  agreement  entered  into  be- 
tween  my  prosent  self  and  the  self  I  am  to  be.  I  hâve  con- 
fided  it  to  you  in  order  that  you  might  know  the  full  extent 
of  your  responsibilities.  In  marrying  I  retain  full  control 
of  my  property;  and  Gaston,  while  aware  that  I  hâve  enough 
to  secure  a  comfortable  life  for  both  of  us,  is  ignorant  of  its 
amount.  Within  twenty-four  hours  I  shall  dispose  of  it 
as  I  please  ;  and  in  order  to  save  him  f rom  a  humiliating 
position,  I  shall  bave  stock,  bringing  in  twelve  thousand 
francs  a  year,  assigncd  to  him.  Ho  will  flnd  this  in  bis  desk 
on  the  eve  of  our  wedding.  If  be  declined  to  aceept,  I  sbonld 
break  off  the  whole  thing.  I  had  to  threaten  a  rupture  to  get 
his  permission  to  pay  bis  debts. 

This  long  confession  bas  tired  me.  I  shall  finish  it  the 
day  after  to-morrow;  I  bave  to  spend  to-morrow  in  the 
country. 

Octoher  20</i. 

I  will  tell  3^ou  now  the  steps  I  bave  taken  to  insure  se- 
crecy.  My  object  has  been  to  ward  off  every  possible  incite- 
ment  to  my  ever-wakeful  jealousy,  in  imitation  of  the  Italian 
princess,  who,  like  a  lioness  rushing  on  her  prey,  carried  it 
off  to  some  Swiss  town  to  devour  in  peace.  And  I  confîde 
my  plans  to  you  only  because  I  hâve  another  favor  to  beg; 
namely,  that  you  will  respect  our  solitude  and  never  corne 
to  see  us  uninvited. 
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Two  years  ago  I  purchased  a  small  property  overlooking 
the  ponds  of  Ville  d'Avray,  on  thc  road  to  Versailles.  It 
cousists  of  twenty  acres  of  meadow  land,  thc  skirts  of  a 
wood,  and  a  fine  fruit  garden.  Bclow  thc  nieadows  the  land 
lias  been  excavated  so  as  to  makc  a  lakelet  of  about  thrcc 
acres  in  extent,  with  a  charming  little  island  in  the  middle. 
The  small  valley  is  shnt  in  by  two  graceful,  thickly-wooded 
slopes,  where  rise  delicious  springs  that  water  my  park  by 
means  of  channels  clcverly  disposed  by  my  architect.  Fi- 
nally,  they  fall  into  the  royal  ponds,  glimpses  of  which  can 
be  seen  hère  and  there,  gleaming  in  the  distance.  My  little 
park  bas  been  admirably  laid  ont  by  the  architect,  who  bas 
surrounded  it  by  hedges,  walls,  or  ha-has,  according  to  the 
lie  of  the  land,  so  that  no  possible  point  of  view  may  be 
lost. 

A  chalet  bas  been  built  for  me  halE-way  up  the  hillside, 
with  a  charming  exposure,  having  the  woods  of  the  Eonce 
on  either  side,  and  in  front  a  grassy  slope  rnnning  down  to 
the  lake.  Externally  the  chalet  is  an  exact  copy  of  those 
which  are  so  nuich  admired  by  travelers  on  thc  road  from 
Sion  to  Brieg,  and  which  fascinated  me  when  I  was  retiirn- 
ing  from  Italy.  The  internai  décorations  Avill  bear  com- 
parison  with  those  of  the  most  celebrated  buildings  of  the 
kind. 

A  hundred  paces  from  this  riistic  dwelling  stands  a  charm- 
ing and  ornamental  honse,  communicating  with  it  by  a  snb- 
terranean  passage.  Tliis  contains  the  kitchen,  and  other 
servants'  rooms,  stables,  and  coach-houses.  Of  ail  this  séries 
of  brick  buildings,  the  façade  alone  is  seen,  graceful  in  its 
simplicity,  against  a  background  of  shrubbery.  Another 
building  serves  to  lodge  the  gardeners  and  masks  the  en- 
trance  to  the  orchards  and  kitchen-gardens. 

The  entrance  gâte  to  the  property  is  so  hidden  in  the  wall 
dividing  the  park  from  the  wood  as  almost  to  defy  détection. 
The  plantations,  already  well  grown,  will,  in  two  or  three 
years,  completely  bide  the  buildings,  so  that,  except  in  win- 
ter,  when  the  trees  are  bare,  no  trace  of  habitation  will  ap- 
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pear  to  the  outside  world,  save  only  the  smoke  visible  from 
the  neighborinf;  hills. 

The  surroundings  of  my  chalet  hâve  been  modeled  on  what 
is  called  the  King's  Garden  at  Versailles,  but  it  has  an  out- 
look on  my  lakelet  and  island.  The  hills  on  every  side  dis- 
play  their  abundant  foliage — those  splendid  trees  for  which 
your  new  civil  list  has  so  well  cared.  My  gardeners  hâve 
orders  to  cultivate  new  sweet-scented  flowers  to  any  extent, 
and  no  others,  so  that  our  home  will  be  a  fragrant  emerald. 
The  chalet,  adomed  with  a  wild  vine  which  covers  the 
roof,  is  litcrally  embedded  in  climbing  plants  of  ail  kinds — 
hops,  clematis,  jasmine,  azalea,  copaea.  It  will  be  a  sharp 
eye  which  can  descry  our  Windows  ! 

The  chalet,  my  dear,  is  a  good,  solid  house,  with  its  heat- 
ing  System  and  ail  the  conveniences  of  modem  architecture, 
which  can  raise  a  palace  in  the  compass  of  a  hundred  square 
feet.  It  contains  a  suite  of  rooms  for  Gaston  and  another 
for  me.  The  ground-floor  is  occupied  by  an  ante-room,  a 
parler,  and  a  dining-room.  Above  our  floor  again  are  three 
rooms  destined  for  the  nurseries.  I  hâve  five  first-rate 
horses,  a  small  light  coupé,  and  a  two-horse  cabriolet.  We 
are  only  forty-minutes'  drive  from  Paris;  so  that,  when  the 
spirit  moves  us  to  hear  an  opéra  or  see  a  new  play,  we  can 
start  after  dinner  and  return  the  same  night  to  our  bower. 
The  road  is  a  good  one,  and  passes  under  the  shade  of  our 
green  dividing  wall. 

My  servants — cook,  coachman,  groom,  and  gardeners,  in 
addition  to  my  maid — are  ail  very  respectable  people,  whom 
I  hâve  spent  the  last  six  months  in  picking  up,  and  they  will 
be  superintended  by  my  old  Philippe.  Although  confident  of 
their  loyalty  and  good  faith,  I  hâve  not  neglected  to  culti- 
vate self-interest  ;  their  wages  are  small,  but  will  receive 
an  annual  addition  in  the  shape  of  a  New  Year's  Day  prés- 
ent. They  are  ail  aware  that  the  slightest  fault,  or  a  mère 
suspicion  of  gossiping,  might  lose  them  a  capital  place. 
Levers  are  never  troublesome  to  their  servants  ;  they  are 
indulgent  by  disposition,  and  therefore  I  feel  that  I  can  reckon 
on  my  household. 
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Ail  that  is  ehoice,  pretty,  or  décorative  in  my  house  in  the 
Rue  du  Bac  has  becn  transported  to  the  chalet.  The  Rem- 
brandt hangs  on  the  staircase,  as  though  it  were  a  mère  daub  ; 
the  Hobbema  faces  the  Rubens  in  his  study;  the  Titian, 
which  my  sister-in-la.w  Mary  sent  me  from  Madrid,  adorns 
the  boudoir.  The  beautiful  furniture  picked  up  by  Felipe 
looks  very  well  in  the  parlor,  which  the  architect  has  deco- 
rated  most  tastefully.  Everythiiig  at  the  chalet  is  charm- 
ingly  simple,  with  the  simplicity  which  can't  be  got  under 
a  hundred  thousand  francs.  Our  ground-floor  rests  on  cel- 
lars,  which  are  built  of  millstone  and  embedded  in  con- 
crète; it  is  almost  completely  buried  in  flowers  and  shrubs, 
and  is  deliciously  cool  without  a  vestige  of  damp.  To  com- 
plète the  picture,  a  fleet  of  white  swans  sail  over  my  lake  ! 

Oh  !  Renée,  the  silence  which  reigns  in  this  valley  would 
bring  joy  to  the  dead  !  One  is  awakened  by  the  birds  sing- 
ing  or  the  breeze  rustling  in  the  poplars.  A  little  spring, 
discovered  by  the  architect  in  digging  the  foundations  of  the 
wall,  trickles  down  the  hillside  over  silvery  sand  to  the  lake, 
between  two  banks  of  water-cress,  hugging  the  edge  of  the 
woods.    I  know  nothing  that  money  can  buy  to  equal  it. 

May  not  Gaston  come  to  loathe  this  too  perfect  bliss?  I 
shudder  to  think  how  complète  it  is,  for  the  ripest  fruits 
harbor  the  worms,  the  most  gorgeous  flowers  attract  the  in- 
sects.  Is  it  not  ever  the  monareh  of  the  forest  which  is  eaten 
away  by  the  fatal  brown  grub,  greedy  as  death  ?  I  hâve 
learned  before  now  that  an  unseen  and  jealous  power  attacks 
happiness  which  has  rcached  perfection.  Résides,  this  is  the 
moral  of  ail  your  preaching,  and  you  hâve  been  proved  a 
prophet. 

When  I  went,  the  day  before  j^esterday,  to  see  whether  my 
last  whim  had  been  earried  out,  tears  rose  to  my  eyes;  and, 
to  the  great  surprise  of  my  architect,  I  at  once  passed  his 
aecount  for  payment. 

"But,  madame,"  he  exclaimed,  "your  man  of  business  will 
refuse  to  pay  this;  it  is  a  matter  of  three  hundred  thousand 
francs."    My  only  reply  was  to  add  the  words,  "To  be  paid 
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without  question/'  witli  the  bearing  of  a  seventeenth-century 
Chaulieu. 

"But,"  I  said,  "tliere  is  one  condition  to  my  gratitude.  No 
human  being  niust  hear  from  you  of  the  park  and  buildings. 
Promise  me,  on  your  honor,  to  observe  this  article  in  our 
contraet — not  to  breathe  to  a  soûl  the  proprictor's  name." 

Now,  can  you  understand  the  meaning  of  my  sudden  jour- 
neys,  my  mysterious  comings  and  goings  ?  Now,  do  you  know 
whither  those  beautiful  things,  which  the  world  supposes  to 
be  sold,  hâve  flown?  Do  you  perçoive  the  ultimate  motive 
of  my  change  of  investment?  Love,  my  dear,  is  a  vast  busi- 
ness, and  they  who  would  succeed  in  it  should  hâve  no  other. 
Henceforth  I  shall  hâve  no  more  trouble  from  money  mat- 
ters;  I  hâve  taken  ail  the  thorus  out  of  my  life,  and  done 
my  housekeeping  work  once  for  ail  witli  a  vengeance,  so  as 
never  to  be  troubled  with  it  again,  exeept  duriug  the  daily 
ten  minutes  which  I  shall  dévote  to  my  old  major-domo 
Philippe.  I  hâve  made  a  study  of  life  and  its  shaq)  curves; 
there  came  a  day  when  death  also  gave  me  harsh  lessons. 
Now  I  want  to  turn  ail  this  to  account.  My  one  occupa- 
tion will  be  to  please  him  and  love  Mm,  to  brighten  with 
variety  what  to  common  mortals  is  monotonously  dull. 

Gaston  is  still  in  complète  ignorance.  At  my  request  he 
has,  like  myself,  taken  up  his  quarters  at  Ville  d'Avray;  to- 
morrow  we  start  for  the  chalet.  Our  life  there  will  cost 
but  little;  but  if  I  told  you  the  sum  I  am  setting  aside  for 
my  toilet,  you  would  exclaim  at  my  madness,  and  with  rea- 
son.  I  intend  to  take  as  much  trouble  to  make  myself  beauti- 
ful for  him  every  day  as  other  women  do  for  society.  My 
dress  in  the  country,  year  in,  year  out,  will  cost  twenty-four 
thousand  francs,  and  the  larger  portion  of  this  will  not  go 
in  day  costumes.  As  for  him,  he  can  wear  a  blouse  if  he 
pleases  !  Don't  suppose  that  I  am  going  to  turn  our  life 
into  an  amorous  duel  and  wear  myself  out  in  déviées  for 
feeding  passion;  ail  that  I  want  is  to  bave  a  conscience  free 
from  reproach.  Thirteen  years  still  lie  before  me  as  a  pretty 
woman,  and  I  am  determined  to  be  loved  on  the  last  day  of 
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the  thirteentli  even  more  fondly  tliaii  on  tlie  morrow  of  our 
mysterious  niiptials.  This  tinie  no  cutting  words  shall  mar 
niy  lowly,  grateful  content.  I  will  take  the  part  of  servant, 
since  that  of  niistress  throve  so  ill  with  me  before. 

Ah!  Eenée,  if  Gaston  has  sounded,  as  I  hâve,  the  heights 
and  depths  of  love,  my  hap[)iness  is  assured  !  Nature  at  the 
chalet  wears  her  fairest  face.  ïhe  woods  are  charming; 
each  step  opens  up  to  you  some  fresh  vista  of  cool  greenery, 
which  delights  the  soûl  by  the  sweet  thoughts  it  wakens. 
They  breathe  of  love.  If  only  this  be  not  the  gorgeous  théâ- 
tre dressed  by  my  hand  for  my  own  martyrdom  ! 

In  two  days  from  now  I  shall  be  Mme.  Gaston.  My  God  ! 
is  it  fitting  a  Christian  so  to  love  mortal  man  ? 

"Well,  at  least  you  hâve  the  law  with  you,"  was  the  com- 
ment of  my  man  of  business,  who  is  to  be  one  of  my  wit- 
nesses,  and  who  exclaimcd,  on  discovering  why  my  property 
was  to  be  realized,  "I  am  losing  a  client  !" 

And  you,  my  sweetheart  (whom  I  dare  no  longer  call  my 
loved  one),  may  you  not  cry,  "I  am  losing  a  sister?" 

My  sweet,  address  when  you  write  in  future  to  Mme.  Gas- 
ton, Poste  Eestante,  Versailles.  We  shall  send  there  every 
day  for  letters.  I  don't  want  to  be  known  to  the  country 
people,  and  we  shall  get  ail  our  provisions  from  Paris.  In 
this  way  I  hope  we  may  guard  the  secret  of  our  lives.  No- 
body  has  been  seen  in  the  place  during  the  year  spent  in 
preparing  our  retreat;  and  the  purchase  was  made  in  the 
troubled  period  which  followed  the  révolution  of  July.  The 
only  person  who  has  shown  himself  hère  is  the  architect;  he 
alone  is  known,  and  he  will  not  return. 

Farewell.  As  I  write  this  word,  I  know  not  whether  my 
heart  is  fuller  of  grief  or  joy.  That  proves,  does  it  not, 
that  the  pain  of  losing  you  equals  my  love  for  Gaston  ? 
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XLIX 

MARIE  GASTON  TO  DANIEL  D'ARTHEZ 

Odober  1833. 

My  dear  Daniel, — I  need  two  witnesses  for  my  marriage. 
I  beg  of  y  ou  to  corne  to-morrow  evening  for  this  purpose, 
bringing  with  3^011  our  worthy  and  hoiiored  friend,  Joseph 
Bridau.  She  who  is  to  be  my  wife,  with  an  instinctive  divi- 
nation of  my  dearest  wishes,  bas  declared  her  intention  of 
living  far  from  the  world  in  complète  retirement.  You, 
who  bave  done  so  miich  to  lighten  my  penury,  bave  been  left 
in  ignorance  of  my  love  ;  but  you  will  understand  tbat  abso- 
lute  secrecy  was  essential. 

This  will  explain  to  you  why  it  is  tbat,  for  the  last  year, 
we  bave  seen  so  little  of  each  other.  On  the  morrow  of  my 
wedding  we  shall  be  parted  for  a  long  time;  but,  Daniel, 
you  are  of  stuff  to  understand  me.  Friendship  can  subsist 
in  the  absence  of  the  friend.  There  may  be  times  when  I 
shall  want  you  badly,  but  I  shall  not  see  you,  at  least  not  in 
my  own  house.  Hère  again  she  bas  forestalled  our  wishes. 
She  bas  sacrificed  to  me  her  intimacy  with  a  friend  of  her 
childhood,  who  bas  been  a  sister  to  her.  For  her  sake,  then, 
I  also  must  relinquish  my  comrade  ! 

From  this  fact  alone  you  will  divine  tbat  ours  is  no  mère 
passing  fancy,  but  love,  absolute,  perf ect,  godlike  ;  love  based 
upon  the  fullest  knowledge  tbat  can  bind  two  hearts  in  sym- 
pathy.    To  me  it  is  a  perpétuai  spring  of  piirest  delight. 

Yet  nature  allows  of  no  happiness  without  alloy  ;  and  deep 
down,  in  the  innermost  recess  of  my  heart,  I  am  conscious 
of  a  lurking  thought,  not  shared  with  her,  the  pang  of  which 
is  for  me  alone.  You  bave  too  often  come  to  the  help  of 
my  inveterate  poverty  to  be  ignorant  how  desperate  matters 
were  with  me.  Where  should  I  hâve  found  courage  to  keep 
up  the  struggle  of  life,  after  seeing  my  hopes  so  often 
bligbted,  but  for  your  cheering  words,  your  tactful  aid,  and 
the  knowledge  of  what  you  had  come  througb?     Briefly, 
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then,  my  friend,  she  frced  me  froni  that  crnshing  load  of 
debt,  whicli  was  no  secret  to  you.  She  is  wealthy,  I  am 
penniless.  Many  a  time  hâve  I  exclaimed,  in  one  of  my  fits 
of  idleness,  "Oh  for  some  great  heiress  to  cast  her  eye  on 
me!"  And  now,  in  présence  of  this  reality,  the  boy's  care- 
less  jest,  the  unscrupulous  cynicism  of  the  outcast,  hâve 
alike  vanished,  leaving  in  their  place  only  a  bitter  sensé 
of  humiliation,  which  not  the  most  considerate  tenderness 
on  her  part,  nor  my  own  assurance  of  her  noble  nature,  can 
remove.  Nay,  what  better  proof  of  my  love  could  there 
exist,  for  her  or  for  myself,  than  this  shame,  from  which  I 
hâve  not  recoiled,  even  when  powerless  to  overcome  it?  The 
fact  remains  that  there  is  a  point  where,  far  from  protect- 
ing,  I  am  the  protected. 

This  is  my  pain  which  I  confide  to  you. 

Except  in  this  one  particular,  dear  Daniel,  my  fondest 
dreams  are  more  than  realized.  Fairest  and  noblest  among 
women,  such  a  bride  might  indeed  raise  a  man  to  giddy 
heights  of  bliss.  Her  gentle  ways  are  seasoned  with  wit, 
her  love  comes  with  an  ever-fresh  grâce  and  charm  ;  her  mind 
is  well  informed  and  quick  to  understand;  in  person,  she  is 
fair  and  lovely,  with  a  rounded  slimness,  as  though  Eaphael 
and  Eubens  had  conspired  to  create  a  woman  !  I  do  not  know 
whether  I  could  hâve  worshiped  with  such  fervor  at  the 
shrine  of  a  dark  beauty;  a  brunette  always  strikes  me  as  an 
unfînished  boy.  She  is  a  widow,  childless,  and  twenty-seven 
years  of  âge.  Though  brimful  of  life  and  energy,  she  lias 
her  moods  also  of  dreamy  melancholy.  Thèse  rare  gifts  go 
with  a  proud  aristocratie  bearing;  she  has  a  fine  présence. 

She  belongs  to  one  of  those  old  familles  who  make  a  fetich 
of  rank,  yet  loves  me  enough  to  ignore  the  misfortune  of  my 
birth.  Our  secret  passion  is  now  of  long  standing;  we  hâve 
made  trial,  eaeh  of  the  other,  and  find  that  in  the  matter 
of  jealousy  we  are  twin  spirits;  our  thoughts  are  the  réver- 
bération of  the  same  thunderclap.  We  both  love  for  the  first 
time,  and  this  bewitching  springtime  has  filled  its  days  for 
us  with  ail  the  images  of  delight  that  fancy  can  paint  in 
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laugliing,  sweet,  or  musing  mood.  Our  path  lias  been  strewn 
witli  the  flowers  of  tender  imaginings.  Each  hoiir  brouglit 
its  own  wealth,  and  whea  we  parted,  it  was  to  put  our 
thoughts  in  verse.  Not  for  a  moment  did  I  liarbor  the  idea 
of  sull}dng  the  brightness  of  such  a  time  by  giving  the  rein 
to  sensual  passion,  however  it  might  chafe  within.  She  was 
a  widow  and  free;  intuitively,  she  realized  ail  the  homage 
implied  in  this  constant  self-restraint,  wliich  often  moved  her 
to  tears.  Can  3^ou  not  read  in  this,  my  friend,  a  soûl  of  noble 
temper?  In  niutual  fear  we  shunned  even  the  fîrst  kiss  of 
love. 

"We  hâve  each  a  wrong  to  reproach  ourselves  with,"  she 
said  one  day. 

"Where  is  yours?"  I  asked. 

"My  marriage,"  was  her  reply. 

Daniel,  you  are  a  giant  among  us,  and  you  love  one  of  the 
most  gifted  women  of  the  aristocracy,  which  has  produced 
my  Armande  ;  what  need  to  tell  you  more  ?  Such  an  answer 
lays  bare  to  you  a  woraan's  heart  and  ail  the  happiness  which 
is  in  store  for  your  friend, 

Marie  Gaston. 


MME.  DE  l'ESTORADE  TO  MME.  DE  MACUMER 

Louise^  can  it  be  that,  with  ail  your  knowledge  of  the  deep- 
seated  mischief  wrought  by  the  indulgence  of  passion,  even 
within  the  heart  of  marriage,  you  are  planning  a  life  of 
wedded  solitude?  Having  sacrifîced  your  fîrst  husband  in 
the  course  of  a  fashionable  career,  would  you  now  fly  to  the 
désert  to  consume  a  second  ?  What  stores  of  misery  you  are 
laying  up  for  yourself  ! 

But  I  see  from  the  way  you  hâve  set  about  it  that  there  is 
no  going  back.  The  man  who  has  overcome  your  aversion 
to  a  second  marriage  must  indeed  possess  some  magie  of 
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niind  and  heart;  and  yoii  can  only  be  left  to  yonr  illusions. 
But  hâve  you  f orgotten  your  former  critieism  on  young  men  ? 
Not  one,  you  would  say,  but  bas  visited  haunts  of  shame, 
and  bas  besmirched  bis  purity  with  the  filth  of  the  streets. 
Where  is  the  change,  pray — in  them  or  in  you  ? 

You  are  a  lucky  woman  to  be  able  to  believe  in  bappiness. 
I  hâve  not  the  courage  to  blâme  you  for  it,  though  the  in- 
stinct of  affection  urges  me  to  dissuade  you  from  this  mar- 
riage.  Yes,  a  thousand  times,  yes,  it  is  true  that  nature  and 
Society  are  at  one  in  making  war  on  absolute  happiness,  be- 
cause  such  a  condition  is  opposcd  to  the  laws  of  both;  pos- 
sibly,  also,  because  Heaven  is  jealous  of  its  privilèges.  My 
love  for  you  forebodes  some  disaster  to  which  ail  my  pénétra- 
tion can  givo  no  definite  form.  I  know  neither  whence  nor 
from  whom  it  will  arise  ;  but  one  need  be  no  prophet  to  fore- 
tell  that  the  mère  weight  of  a  boundless  happiness  will  over- 
power  you.  Excess  of  joy  is  barder  to  bear  than  any  amount 
of  sorrow. 

Against  him  I  bave  not  a  word  to  say.  You  love  him, 
and  in  ail  probability  I  bave  never  seen  him;  but  some  idle 
day  I  hope  you  will  send  me  a  sketch,  however  slight,  of  this 
rare,  fine  animal. 

If  you  see  me  so  resigned  and  eheerful,  it  is  because  I  am 
convinced  that,  once  the  honeymoon  is  over,  you  will  both, 
with  one  accord,  fall  back  into  the  common  traek.  Some 
day,  two  years  hence,  when  we  are  walking  along  this  famous 
road,  you  will  exclaim,  "Why,  there  is  the  chalet  which  was 
to  be  my  home  for  ever  l"  And  you  will  laugh  your  dear  old 
laugh,  which  shows  ail  your  pretty  teeth  ! 

I  hâve  said  nothing  yet  to  Louis  ;  it  would  be  too  good  an 
opening  for  his  ridicule.  I  shall  tell  him  simply  that  you 
are  going  to  be  married,  and  that  you  wish  it  kept  secret. 
Unluckily,  you  need  neither  mother  nor  sister  for  your  bridai 
evening.  We  are  in  October  now;  like  a  brave  woman,  you. 
are  grappling  with  winter  first.  If  it  •  were  not  a  question 
of  raarriage,  I  should  say  you  were  taking  the  bull  by  the 
horns.     In  any  case,  you  will  bave  in  me  the  most  discreet 
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and  intelligent  of  friends.  That  mysterious  région,  known 
as  the  centre  of  Africa,  has  swallowed  up  many  travelers,  and 
you  seem  to  me  to  be  launching  on  an  expédition  which,  in 
the  domain  of  sentiment,  corresponds  to  those  where  so  many 
explorers  hâve  perished,  whether  in  the  sands  or  at  the  hands 
of  natives.  Your  désert  is,  happily,  only  two  leagues  from 
Paris,  so  I  can  wish  you  quite  eheerfully,  "A  safe  joumey 
and  speedy  return." 


LI 


THE   COMTESSE    DE    l'ESTORADE   TO    MME.    MARIE    GASTON 

1835. 

What  has  eome  to  you,  my  dear?  After  a  silence  of  two 
years,  surely  Eenée  has  a  right  to  feel  anxious  about  Louise. 
So  this  is  love  !  It  brushes  aside  and  scatters  to  the  winds 
a  f  riendship  such  as  ours  !  You  must  admit  that,  devoted  as 
I  am  to  my  children — more  even  perhaps  than  you  to  your 
Gaston — a  mother's  love  has  sométhing  expansive  about  it 
which  does  not  allow  it  to  steal  from  other  affections,  or  inter- 
fère with  the  claims  of  friendship.  I  miss  your  letters,  I 
long  for  a  sight  of  your  dear,  sweet  face.  Oh!  Louise,  my 
heart  has  only  conjecture  to  feed  upon  ! 

As  regards  ourselves,  I  will  try  and  tell  you  everything 
as  briefly  as  possible. 

On  reading  over  again  your  last  letter  but  one,  I  find  some 
stinging  comments  on  our  political  situation.  You  mocked 
at  us  for  keeping  the  post  in  the  Audit  Department,  which, 
as  well  as  the  title  of  Count,  Louis  owed  to  the  favor  of 
Charles  X.  But  I  should  like  to  know,  please,  how  it  would 
be  possible  ont  of  an  income  of  forty  thousand  livres,  thirty 
thousand  of  which  go  with  the  entail,  to  give  a  suitable  start 
in  life  to  Athenaïs  and  my  poor  little  beggar  Eené.  Was  it 
not  a  duty  to  live  on  our  salary  and  prudently  allow  the  in- 
come of  the  estate  to  accumulate?    In  this  way  we  shall,  in 
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twenty  years,  hâve  put  together  aboiit  six  hnndred  thousand 
francs,  which  will  provide  portions  for  my  daughter  and 
for  René,  whom  I  destine  for  the  navy.  The  poor  little  chap 
will  hâve  an  ineome  of  ten  thousand  livres,  and  perhaps  we 
may  contrive  to  leave  him  in  cash  enongh  to  bring  his  por- 
tion up  to  the  amount  of  his  sister's. 

When  he  is  Captain,  my  bcggar  will  be  able  to  maJce  a 
wealthy  marriage,  and  take  a  position  in  society  as  good 
as  his  elder  brother's. 

Thèse  considérations  of  prudence  determined  the  accept- 
ance  in  our  family  of  the  new  order  of  things.  The  new 
dynasty,  as  was  natural,  raised  Louis  to  the  Peerage  and 
made  him  a  grand  officer  of  the  Légion  of  Honor.  The  oath 
once  taken,  l'Estorade  could  not  be  half-hearted  in  his  ser- 
vices, and  he  has  since  then  made  himself  very  useful  in 
the  Chamber.  The  position  he  has  now  attained  is  one  in 
which  he  can  rest  upon  his  oars  till  the  end  of  his  days.  He 
has  a  good  deal  of  adroitness  in  business  matters  ;  and  though 
he  can  hardly  be  called  an  orator,  speaks  pleasantly  and 
fluently,  which  is  ail  that  is  necessary  in  politics.  His 
shrewdness  and  the  extent  of  his  information  in  ail  matters 
of  government  and  administration  are  fully  appreciated, 
and  ail  parties  consider  him  indispensable.  I  may  tell  you 
t'hat  he  was  recently  offered  an  embassy,  but  I  would  not  let 
him  accept  it.  I  am  tied  to  Paris  by  the  éducation  of  Ar- 
mand and  Athénaïs — who  are  now  respectively  thirtecn  and 
nearly  eleven — and  I  don't  intend  leaving  till  little  René  has 
completed  his,  which  is  just  beginning. 

We  could  not  hâve  remained  faithful  to  the  elder  branch 
of  the  dynasty  and  returned  to  our  country  life  without  al- 
lô vving  the  éducation  and  prospects  of  the  three  children  to 
sulïer.  A  mother,  my  sweet,  is  hardly  called  on  to  be  a 
Decius,  especially  at  a  time  when  the  type  is  rare.  In  fifteen 
years  from  now,  l'Estorade  will  be  able  to  retire  to  La  Cram- 
pade  on  a  good  pension,  having  found  a  place  as  referen- 
dary  for  Armand  in  the  Audit  Department. 

As  for  René,  the  navy  will  doubtless  make  a  diplomatist 
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of  him.     The  littlc  rogue,  at  sevcn  3^ears  old,  has  ail  the  cun- 
ning  of  a.n  old  Cardinal. 

Oh  !  Louise,  I  am  indeed  a  happy  mother.  My  children 
are  an  endless  source  of  joy  to  me. 

Senza  brama  sieui'a  ricchezza. 

Armand  is  a  day  scholar  at  Henri  IV.'s  school.  I  made 
up  my  mind  he  should  hâve  a  public-school  training,  yet 
could  not  reconcile  myself  to  the  thought  of  parting  with 
hini;  so  I  comproniiscd,  as  the  Duc  d'Orléans  did  before  he 
became — or  in  order  that  he  might  beeome — Louis  Philippe. 
Every  morning  Lucas,  the  old  servant  whom  you  will  remem- 
ber,  takes  Armand  to  school  in  time  for  the  fîrst  lesson, 
and  brings  him  home  again  at  half-past  four.  In  the  house 
we  hâve  a  private  tutor,  an  admirable  scholar,  who  helps 
Armand  with  his  work  in  the  evenings,  and  calls  him  in  the 
morning  at  the  school  hour.  Lucas  takes  him  some  lunch 
during  the  play  hour  at  midday.  In  this  way  I  am  with 
my  boy  at  dinner  and  until  he  goes  to  bed  at  night,  and  I 
see  him  off  in  the  morning. 

Armand  is  the  same  charming  little  fellow,  full  of  feel- 
ing  and  unselfish  impulse,  whom  you  loved;  and  his  tutor 
is  quite  pleascd  with  him.  I  still  hâve  Naïs  and  the  baby — 
two  restless  little  mortals — but  I  am  quite  as  much  a  child 
as  they  are.  I  could  not  bring  myself  to  lose  the  darlings' 
sweet  caresses.  I  could  not  live  without  the  feeling  that  at 
any  moment  I  can  fly  to  Armand's  bedside  and  watch  his 
slumbers  or  snatch  a  kiss. 

Yet  home  éducation  is  not  without  its  drawbacks,  to  whieh 
I  am  fully  alive.  Society,  like  nature,  is  a  jealous  power, 
and  will  not  hâve  her  rights  encroached  on,  or  her  System 
set  at  naught.  Thus,  children  who  are  brought  up  at  home 
are  exposed  too  early  to  the  tire  of  the  world;  they  see  its 
passions  and  beeome  at  home  in  its  subterfuges.  The  finer 
distinctions,  which  regulate  the  conduct  of  matured  men 
and  women,  élude  their  perceptions,  and  they  take  feeling 
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and  passion  for  their  guide  instead  of  subordinating  those 
to  the  code  of  society;  whilst  the  gay  trappings  and  tinsel 
which  attract  so  much  of  the  world's  favor  blind  theni  to  the 
importance  of  the  more  sober  virtues.  A  child  of  fifteen 
with  the  assurance  of  a  man  of  the  world  is  a  thing  against 
ail  nature;  at  twenty-five  he  will  be  prcmaturely  old,  and  his 
precocious  knowledge  only  unfits  him  for  the  genuine  study 
on  which  ail  solid  ability  must  rest.  Life  in  society  is  one 
long  comedy,  and  those  who  take  part  in  it,  likc  other  actors, 
reflect  back  impressions  wliich  nevcr  penetrate  below  the  sur- 
face. A  mother,  therefore,  who  wishes  not  to  part  from  her 
children,  must  resolutely  détermine  that  they  shall  not  enter 
the  gay  world;  she  must  hâve  courage  to  resist  their  in- 
clinations, as  well  as  her  own,  and  keep  them  in  the  back- 
ground.  Cornelia  had  to  keep  her  jewels  under  lock  and 
key.  Shall  I  do  less  for  the  children  who  are  ail  the  world 
to  me? 

ISTow  that  I  am  thirty,  the  hcat  of  the  day  is  over,  the 
hardest  bit  of  the  road  lies  behind  me.  In  a  few  years  I 
shall  be  an  old  woman,  and  the  sensé  of  duty  donc  is  an  im- 
mense encouragement.  It  would  almost  seem  as  though  my 
trio  can  read  my  thoughts  and  shape  themselves  accord- 
ingly.  A  mysterious  bond  of  sympathy  unités  me  to  thèse 
children  who  hâve  never  left  my  side.  If  they  knew  the 
blank  in  my  life  which  they  hâve  to  fill,  they  could  not  be 
more  lavish  of  the  solace  they  bring. 

Armand,  who  was  dull  and  dreamy  during  his  first  three 
years  at  school,  and  caused  me  some  uneasiness,  has  made  a 
sudden  start.  Doubtless  he  realized,  in  a  way  most  children 
never  do,  the  aim  of  ail  this  preparatory  work,  which  is  to 
sharpen  the  intelligence,  to  get  them  into  habits  of  applica- 
tion, and  accustom  them  to  that  fundamental  principle  of 
ail  society — obédience.  My  dear,  a  few  days  ago  I  had  the 
proud  joy  of  seeing  Armand  crowned  at  the  great  inter- 
scholastic  compétition  in  the  crowded  Sorbonne,  when  your 
godson  received  the  fîrst  prize  for  translation.  At  the  school 
distribution  he  got  two  first  prizes — one  for  verse,  and  one 
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for  an  essay.  I  wcnt  quite  white  whcn  his  name  was  called 
ont,  and  longed  to  shoiit  aloud,  "I  am  his  mothcr  !"  Little 
Nais  squeezed  my  hand  till  it  hurt,  if  at  such  a  moment  it 
were  possible  to  feel  pain.  Ah  !  Lonise,  a  day  like  this  might 
outweigh  many  a  dream  of  love  ! 

His  brother's  triumphs  hâve  spurred  on  little  Eené,  who 
wants  to  go  to  school  too.  Sometimes  the  three  chiidren 
make  such  a  racket,  shouting  and  rushing  about  the  house, 
that  I  wonder  how  my  head  stands  it.  I  am  always  with 
them;  no  one  else,  not  even  Mary,  is  allowed  to  take  care  of 
my  chiidren.  But  the  calling  of  a  mother,  if  taxing,  has  so 
many  compensating  joys  !  To  see  a  child  leave  its  play  and 
run  to  hug  one,  out  of  the  fulness  of  its  heart,  what  could  be 
sweeter  ? 

Then  it  is  only  in  being  constantly  with  them  that  one 
can  study  their  characters.  It  is  the  duty  of  a  mother,  and 
one  which  she  can  députe  to  no  hired  teacher,  to  decipher 
the  tastes,  temper,  and  natural  aptitudes  of  her  chiidren  f  rom 
their  infancy.  Ail  home-bred  chiidren  are  distinguished  by 
ease  of  manner  and  tact,  two  acquired  qualities  which  may 
go  far  to  supply  the  lack  of  natural  ability,  whereas  no 
natural  abilitj^  can  atone  for  the  loss  of  this  early  training. 
I  hâve  already  learned  to  discriminate  this  différence  of  tone 
in  the  men  whom  I  meet  in  society,  and  to  trace  the  hand 
of  a  woman  in  the  formation  of  a  young  man's  manners. 
How  could  any  woman  defraud  her  chiidren  of  such  a  pos- 
session? You  see  what  rewards  attend  the  performance  of 
my  tasks  ! 

Armand,  I  feel  certain,  vnll  make  an  admirable  judge, 
the  most  upright  of  public  servants,  the  most  devoted  of 
deputies.  And  where  would  you  find  a  sailor  bolder,  more 
adventurous,  more  astute  than  my  Eené  will  be  a  few  years 
hence?  The  little  rascal  has  already  an  iron  will,  whatever 
he  wants  he  manages  to  get;  he  will  try  a  thousand  cir- 
cuitous  ways  to  reach  his  end,  and  if  not  successful  then,  will 
devise  a  thousand  and  first.  Where  dear  Armand  quietly 
resigns  himself  and  tries  to  get  at  the  reason  of  things, 
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René  will  storm,  and  strive,  and  puzzle,  chattering  ail  the 
time,  till  at  last  hc  finds  some  chink  in  the  obstacle  ;  if  there 
is  room  for  the  blade  of  a  knife  to  pass,  his  little  carriage 
will  ride  through  in  triumph. 

And  Naïs?  Naïs  is  so  completely  a  second  self  that  I 
can  hardly  realize  her  as  distinct  from  my  own  flesh  and 
blood.  What  a  darling  shc  is,  and  how  I  love  to  niake  a  little 
lady  of  her,  to  dress  her  curly  hair,  tender  thoughts  mingling 
the  while  with  every  toiich  !  I  mnst  hâve  lier  happy  ;  I  shall 
onl}'  give  her  to  the  man  who  loves  her  and  whom  she  loves. 
But,  Heavens  !  when  I  let  her  put  on  her  little  ornaraents, 
or  pass  a  cherry-colored  ribbon  through  lier  hair,  or  fasten 
the  shoes  on  her  tiny  feet,  a  sickening  thought  cornes  over 
me.  How  can  one  order  the  destiny  of  a  girl?  Who  can 
say  that  she  will  not  love  a  scoundrcl  or  some  man  who  is 
indiffèrent  to  her  ?  Tears  of ten  spring  to  my  eyes  as  I  Avatch 
her.  This  lovely  créature,  this  flower,  this  rosebud  which 
has  blossomed  in  one's  lieart,  to  be  handed  over  to  a  man 
who  will  tear  it  from  the  stem  and  leave  it  bare  !  Louise,  it 
is  you — you,  who  in  two  years  hâve  not  written  three  words 
to  tell  me  of  your  welfare — it  is  you  who  hâve  recalled  to 
my  mind  the  terrible  possibilities  of  marriage,  so  full  of 
anguish  for  a  mother  wrapped  up,  as  I  am,  in  her  child. 
Farewell  now,  for  in  truth  you  don't  deserve  my  friendship, 
and  I  hardly  know  how  to  write.  Oh!  answer  me,  dear 
Louise. 


III 

MME.  GASTON  TO  MME.  DE  l'ESTORADE 

Tke  Chalet. 

So,  after  a  silence  of  two  years,  you  are  pricked  by  curiosity, 
and  want  to  know  why  I  hâve  not  written.  My  dear  Renée, 
there  are  no  words,  no  images,  no  language  to  express  my 
happiness.  That  we  hâve  strength  to  bear  it  sums  up  ail 
I  could  say.     It  costs  us  no  effort,  for  we  are  in  perfect 
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sympatliy.  The  whole  two  years  hâve  known  no  note  of  dis- 
cord  in  tho  harmony,  no  jarring  word  in  the  intereliange  of 
feeling,  no  shade  of  différence  in  our  lightest  wish.  Not 
one  in  this  long  succession  of  days  has  failed  to  bear  its  own 
peeuliar  fruit;  not  a  moment  has  passed  without  being  en- 
riehed  by  the  play  of  fancy.  So  far  are  we  from  dreading 
the  canker  of  monotony  in  our  life,  that  our  only  fear  is  lest 
it  should  not  be  long  cnough  to  contain  ail  the  poetic  créa- 
tions of  a  love  as  rich  and  varied  in  its  developraent  as 
Nature  herself.  Of  disappointment  not  a  trace!  We  find 
more  pleasure  in  being  together  than  on  the  first  day,  and  eacli 
hour  as  it  goes  by  discloses  fresh  reason  for  our  love.  Every 
day  as  we  take  our  evening  stroll  after  dinner,  we  tell  each 
other  that  we  really  must  go  and  see  what  is  doing  in  Paris, 
just  as  one  might  talk  of  going  to  Switzerland. 

"Only  think/'  Gaston  will  exclaim,  "such  and  such  a 
boulevard  is  being  made,  the  Madeleine  is  finished.  We 
ought  to  see  it.    Let  us  go  to-morrow." 

And  to-morrow  cornes,  and  we  are  in  no  hurry  to  get  up, 
and  we  breakfast  in  our  bedroom.  Tlien  midday  is  on  us, 
and  it  is  too  hot;  a  siesta  seems  appropriate.  Then  Gaston 
wishes  to  look  at  me,  and  he  gazes  on  my  face  as  though  it 
were  a  picture,  losing  himself  in  this  contemplation,  which, 
as  you  may  suppose,  is  not  one-sided.  Tears  rise  to  the  eyes 
of  both  as  we  think  of  our  love  and  tremble.  I  am  still 
the  mistress,  pretending,  that  is,  to  give  less  than  I  receive, 
and  I  rcvel  in  this  déception.  To  a  woman  what  can  be 
sweeter  than  to  see  passion  ever  held  in  check  by  tenderness, 
and  the  man  who  is  her  master  stayed,  like  a  timid  suitor,  by 
a  word  from  her,  within  the  limits  that  she  chooses  ? 

You  asked  me  to  describe  him;  but,  Eenée,  it  is  not  pos- 
sible to  make  a  portrait  of  the  man  we  love.  How  could 
the  heart  be  kept  out  of  the  work?  Besides,  to  be  frank 
between  ourselves,  we  may  admit  that  one  of  the  dire  ef- 
feets  of  civilization  on  our  manners  is  to  make  of  man  in 
Society  a  being  so  utterly  différent  from  the  natural  man 
of  strong  feeling,  that  sometimes  not  a  single  point  of  like- 
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ness  can  be  founcl  bctwecn  thcse  two  aspects  of  the  same 
person.  The  raan  who  falls  into  the  most  graceful  operatic 
poses,  as  he  pours  sweet  nothings  into  yoiir  ear  by  the  fire 
at  night,  may  be  entirely  destitute  of  those  more  intiraate 
charms  which  a  woman  values.  On  the  other  hand,  an  ugly, 
boorish,  badiy-dressed  figure  may  mark  a  man  endowed  with 
the  very  genius  of  love,  and  who  lias  a  perfect  mastery  over 
situations  which  might  baffle  even  us  with  our  superficial 
grâces.  A  man  whose  conventional  aspect  accords  with  his  real 
nature,  who,  in  the  intimacy  of  wedded  love,  possesses  that 
inborn  grâce  which  can  be  neither  given  nor  acquired,  but 
which  Greek  art  has  embodied  in  statuarj'-,  that  careless  in- 
nocence of  the  ancient  poets  which,  even  in  frank  undress, 
seems  to  clothe  the  soûl  as  with  a  veil  of  modesty — this  is 
our  idéal,  born  of  our  own  conceptions,  and  linl^ed  with  the 
universal  harmony  which  seems  to  be  the  reality  undcrlying 
ail  created  things.  To  find  this  idéal  in  life  is  the  problem 
which  haunts  the  imagination  of  every  woman — in  Gaston  I 
hâve  found  it. 

Ah  !  dear,  I  did  not  know  what  love  could  be,  united  to 
youth,  talent,  and  beauty.  Gaston  has  no  affectations,  he 
moves  with  an  instinctive  and  unstudied  grâce.  When  we 
walk  alone  together  in  the  woods,  his  arm  round  my  waist, 
mine  resting  on  his  shoulder,  body  fitting  to  body,  and  head 
touching  head,  our  step  is  so  even,  uniform,  and  gentle,  that 
those  who  see  us  pass  by  night  take  the  vision  for  a  single 
figure  gliding  over  the  graveled  walks,  like  one  of  Homer's 
immortals.  A  like  harmony  exists  in  our  desires,  our 
thoughts,  our  words.  More  than  once  on  some  evening  when 
a  passing  shower  has  left  the  leaves  glistening  and  the  moist 
grass  bright  with  a  more  vivid  green,  it  has  chanced  that  we 
ended  our  walk  without  uttering  a  word,  as  we  listened  to 
the  patter  of  falling  drops  and  feasted  our  eyes  on  the  scarlet 
sunset,  flaring  on  the  hilltops  or  dyeing  with  a  warmer  tone 
the  gray  of  the  tree  trunlcs. 

Beyond  a  doubt  our  thoughts  then  rose  to  Heaven  in  silent 
prayer,  pleading,  as  it  were,  for  our  happiness.     At  times 
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a  en'  would  esca.pe  lis  at  the  moment  when  some  siidden 
bend  on  the  path  opened  iip  fresh  beauties.  What  words  can 
tell  how  houe,y-sweet,  how  full  of  meaning,  is  a  kiss  half- 
timidly  exchanged  within  the  sanctuary  of  nature — it  is  as 
tJiough  God  had  created  us  to  worship  in  this  fashion. 

And  we  return  home,  each  more  deeply  in  love  than  ever. 

A  love  so  passionate  between  old  married  pcople  would 
be  an  outrage  on  society  in  Paris;  only  in  the  heart  of  the 
woods,  like  lovers,  can  we  give  scope  to  it. 

To  corne  to  particulars,  Gaston  is  of  middle  height — the 
height  proper  to  ail  men  of  purpose.  Neithcr  stout  nor  thin, 
liis  figure  is  admirably  made,  with  ample  fulness  in  the  pro- 
portions, while  every  motion  is  agile;  he  leaps  a  ditch  with 
the  easy  grâce  of  a  wild  animal.  Whatever  his  attitude,  he 
seems  to  hâve  an  instinctive  sensé  of  balance,  and  this  is 
very  rare  in  men  who  are  given  to  thought.  Though  a  dark 
man,  he  has  an  extraordinarily  fair  complexion;  his  Jet-black 
hair  contrasts  finely  with  the  lustreless  tints  of  the  neck  and 
forehead.  He  has  the  tragic  head  of  Louis  XIII.  His  mous- 
tache and  tuft  hâve  been  allowed  to  grow,  but  I  made  him 
shave  the  whiskers  and  beard,  which  were  getting  too  com- 
mon.  An  honorable  poverty  has  been  his  safeguard,  and 
handed  him  over  to  me,  unsoiled  by  the  loose  life  which 
ruins  so  many  young  men.  His  teeth  are  magnificent,  and  he 
has  a  constitution  of  iron.  His  keen  blue  eyes,  for  me  full 
of  tendemess,  will  flash  like  lightning  at  any  rousing  thought. 

Like  ail  men  of  strong  character  and  powerful  mind,  he 
has  an  admirable  temper;  its  evenness  would  surprise  you, 
as  it  did  me.  I  hâve  listened  to  the  taie  of  many  a  woman's 
home  troubles;  I  hâve  heard  of  the  moods  and  dépression 
of  men  dissatisfied  with  themselves,  who  either  won't  get 
old  or  âge  ungracefully,  men  who  carry  about  through  life 
the  rankling  memory  of  some  youthful  excess,  whose  veins 
run  poison  and  whose  eyes  are  never  frankly  happy,  men 
who  cloak  suspicion  under  bad  temper,  and  makc  their 
women  pay  for  an  hour's  poace  by  a  morning  of  annoyance, 
who  take  vengeance  on  us  for  a  beauty  which  is  hateful  to 
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them  because  thoy  hâve  ccasod  themselves  to  bc  attractive, — 
ail  thèse  are  horrors  imknown  to  yoiith.  They  are  the  pen- 
alty of  imequal  unions.  Oh  !  my  dear,  whatever  you  do, 
don't  marry  Athénaïs  to  an  old  man  ! 

But  his  smile — how  I  feast  on  it  !  A  smile  which  is  always 
there,  yet  always  fresli  through  the  play  of  subtle  fancy,  a 
speaking  smile  which  makes  of  the  lips  a  storehouse  for 
thoughts  of  love  and  unspoken  gratitude,  a  smile  which  links 
présent  joys  to  past.  For  nothing  is  allowed  to  drop  out  of 
our  common  life.  The  smallest  works  of  nature  hâve  become 
part  and  parcel  of  our  joy.  In  thèse  delightful  woods  every- 
thing  is  alive  and  éloquent  of  ourselves.  An  old  moss-grown 
oak,  near  the  woodsraan's  house  on  the  roadside,  reminds 
us  how  we  sat  there,  wearied,  under  its  shade,  while  Gaston 
taught  me  about  the  mosses  at  our  feet  and  told  me  their 
story,  till,  gradually  ascending  from  science  to  science,  we 
touched  the  very  confines  of  création. 

There  is  something  so  kindred  in  our  minds  that  they 
seem  to  me  like  two  éditions  of  the  same  book.  You  see  what 
a  literary  tendency  I  hâve  developed  !  We  both  hâve  the 
habit,  or  the  gift,  of  looking  at  every  subject  broadly,  of  tak- 
ing  in  ail  its  points  of  view,  and  the  proof  we  are  constantly 
giving  ourselves  of  the  singleness  of  our  inward  vision  is  an 
ever-new  pleasure.  We  hâve  actually  corne  to  look  on  this 
community  of  mind  as  a  pledge  of  love;  and  if  it  ever 
failed  us,  it  would  mean  as  much  to  us  as  would  a  breach 
of  fidelity  in  an  ordinary  home. 

My  life,  full  as  it  is  of  pleasures,  would  seem  to  you,  never- 
theless,  extremely  laborious.  To  begin  with,  my  dear,  you  must 
know  that  Louise-Armande-Marie  de  Chaulieu  does  her  own 
room.  I  could  not  bear  that  a  hired  menial,  some  woman  or 
girl  from  the  outside,  should  become  initiated — literary 
touch  again  ! — into  the  secrets  of  my  bedroom.  The  veriest 
trifles  connected  with  the  worship  of  my  heart  partake  of  its 
sacred  character.  This  is  not  jealousy;  it  is  self -respect. 
Thus  my  room  is  done  out  with  ail  the  care  a  young  girl 
in  love  bestows  on  her  person,  and  with  the  précision  of 
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an  old  maid.  My  dressing-room  is  no  chaos  of  litter;  on  the 
contrary,  it  maJves  a  eharming  boudoir.  My  keen  eye  has 
foreseen  ail  contingencies.  At  whatever  hour  the  lord  and 
master  enters,  he  will  find  nothing  to  distress,  surprise,  or 
shock  him;  he  is  greeted  by  flowers,  sœnts,  and  everythiug 
that  can  please  the  eye. 

I  get  up  in  the  early  dawn,.  while  he  is  still  sleeping,  and, 
without  disturbing  him,  pass  into  the  dressing-room,  where, 
profiting  by  ray  mother's  expérience,.  I  remove  the  traces  of 
sleep  by  bathing  in  cold  water.  For  during  sleep  the  skin, 
being  less  active,  does  not  perform  its  functions  adequately; 
it  becomes  warm  and  covered  with  a  sort  of  mist  or  atmos- 
phère of  sticky  matter,  visible  to  the  eye.  From  a  sponge- 
bath  a  woman  issues  forth  ten  years  younger,  and  this,  per- 
haps,  is  the  interprétation  of  the  myth  of  Venus  rising  from 
the  sea.  So  the  cold  water  restores  to  me  the  saucy  charm  of 
dawn,  and,  having  combed  and  scented  my  hair  and  made  a 
most  fastidious  toilet,  I  glide  back,,  snake-like,  in  order  that 
my  master  may  find  me,  dainty  as  a  spring  morning,  at  his 
wakening.  He  is  charraed  with  this  f  reshness,  as  of  a  newly- 
opened  flower,  without  having  the  least  idea  how  it  is  pro- 
duced. 

The  regular  toilet  of  the  day  is  a  matter  for  my  maid, 
and  this  takes  place  later  in  a  larger  room,  set  aside  for  the 
purpose.  As  you  may  suppose,  there  is  also  a  toilet  for 
going  to  bed.  Three  times  a  day,  you  .see,  or  it  may  be  four, 
do  I  array  myself  for  the  delight  of  my  husband;  Avhich, 
again,  dear  one,  is  suggestive  of  certain  ancient  myths. 

But  our  work  is  not  ail  play.  We  take  a  great  deal  of  in- 
terest  in  our  flowers,  in  the  beauties  of  the  hothouse,  and  in 
our  trees.  We  give  ourselves  in  ail  seriousness  to  horticul- 
ture, and  embosom  the  chalet  in  flowers,  of  which  we  are 
passionately  fond.  Our  lawns  are  always  green,  our  shrub- 
beries  as  well  tendcd  as  those  of  a  millionaire.  And  noth- 
ing, I  assure  you,  can  match  the  beauty  of  our  walled  garden. 
We  are  regular  gluttons  over  our  fruit,  and  watch  with  ten- 
der  interest  our  Montreuil  peaches,  our  hotbeds,  our  laden 
trellises,  and  pyramidal  pear-trees. 
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But  lest  thèse  rural  pursuits  should  fail  to  satisfy  my  be- 
loved's  mind,  I  hâve  advised  him  to  finish,  in  the  quiet  of 
this  retreat,  some  plays  whieh  were  begun  in  his  starva- 
tion  days,  and  which  are  really  very  fine.  This  is  the  only 
kind  of  literary  work  which  ean  be  done  in  odd  moments, 
for  it  requires  long  intervais  of  reflection,  and  does  not  de- 
mand  the  elaborate  pruning  essential  to  a  finished  style.  One 
can't  malœ  a  task-work  of  dialogue;  there  must  be  biting 
touches,  summings-up,  and  flashes  of  wit,  which  are  the 
blossoms  of  the  mind,  and  corne  rather  by  inspiration  than 
reflection.  This  sort  of  intellectual  sport  is  very  much  in  my 
Une.  I  assist  Gaston  in  his  work,,  and  in  this  way  manage 
to  accompany  him  even  in  the  boldest  llights  of  his  imagina- 
tion. Do  you  see  now  how  it  is  tliat  my  winter  evenings 
never  drag? 

Our  servants  hâve  such  an  easy  timo,  that  never  once 
since  we  were  married  hâve  we  had  to  reprimand  any  of 
them.  When  questioned  about  us,  they  hâve  had  wit  enough 
to  draw  on  their  imaginations,  and  hâve  given  us  out  as  the 
eompanion  and  secretary  of  a  lady  and  gentleman  supposed 
to  be  traveling.  They  never  go  out  without  asking  permis- 
sion, which  they  know  will  not  be  refused;  they  are  con- 
tented  too,  and  see  plainly  that  it  will  be  their  own  fault  if 
there  is  a  change  for  the  worse.  The  gardeners  are  allowed 
to  sell  the  surplus  of  our  fruit  and  vegetables.  The  dairy- 
maid  does  the  same  with  the  milk,  the  cream,  and  the  fresh 
butter,  on  condition  that  the  best  of  the  produce  is  reserved 
for  us.  They  are  well  pleased  with  their  profits,  and  we  are 
delighted  with  an  abundance  which  no  nioney  and  no  in- 
genuity  can  procure  in  that  terrible  Paris,  where  it  costs  a 
hundred  francs  to  produce  a  single  fine  peach. 

Ail  this  is  not  without  its  meaning,  my  dear.  I  wish 
to  fill  the  place  of  society  to  my  husband;  now  society  is 
amusing,  and  therefore  his  solitude  must  not  be  allowed  to 
pall  on  him.  I  believed  myself  jealous  in  the  old  days,  when 
I  merely  allowed  myself  to  be  loved;  now  I  know  real  jeal- 
ousy,  the  jealousy  of  the  lover.     A  single  indiffèrent  glance 
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unuerves  me.  Froui  time  to  time  I  say  to  myself,  "Suppose 
lie  ceased  to  love  me  !"  And  a  shudder  goes  througli  me. 
I  tremble  before  him,  as  the  Christian  before  liis  God. 

Alas  !  Renée,  I  am  still  without  a  child.  The  time  will 
surely  come — it  must  corne — when  our  hermitage  will  need 
a  father's  and  a  mother's  care  to  brighten  it,  when  we  shall 
both  pine  to  see  the  little  frocks  and  pelisses,  the  brown  or 
golden  heads,  leapiug,  running  through  our  shrubberies  and 
flowery  paths.  Oh  !  it  is  a  cruel  jest  of  Nature's,  a  flower- 
ing  tree  that  bears  no  fruit.  The  thought  of  your  lovely 
children  goes  through  me  like  a  knife.  My  life  lias  grown 
narrower,  while  yours  lias  expanded  and  shed  its  rays  afar. 
The  passion  of  love  is  essentially  selfish,  while  motherhood 
widens  the  circle  of  our  feelings.  How  well  I  felt  this  dif- 
férence when  I  read  your  kind,  tender  letter!  To  see  you 
thus  living  in  three  hearts  roused  my  envy.  Yes,  you  are 
happy;  you  hâve  had  wisdom  to  obey  the  laws  of  social  life, 
whilst  I  stand  outside,  an  alien. 

Children,  dear  and  loving  children,  can  alone  console  a 
woman  for  the  loss  of  her  beauty.  I  shall  soon  be  thirty, 
and  at  that  âge  the  dirge  within  begins.  What  though  I  am 
still  beautiful,  the  limits  of  my  woman's  reign  are  none  the 
less  in  sight.  When  they  are  reached,  what  then?  I  shall 
be  forty  before  he  is;  I  shall  be  old  while  he  is  still  young. 
When  this  thought  goes  to  my  heart,  I  lie  at  his  feet  for  an 
hour  at  a  time,  making  hini  swear  to  tell  me  instantly  if  ever 
he  feels  his  love  diminishing. 

But  he  is  a  child.  He  swears,  as  though  the  mère  sug- 
gestion were  an  absurdity,  and  he  is  so  beautiful  that — 
Eenée,  you  understand — I  believe  him. 

Good-bye,  sweet  one.  Shall  we  ever  again  let  years  pass 
without  writing?  Happiness  is  a  monotonous  thème,  and 
that  is,  perhaps,  the  reason  why,  to  soûls  who  love,  Dante 
appears  even  greater  in  the  Paradiso  tlian  in  the  Inferno. 
I  am  not  Dante  ;  I  am  only  your  f  riend,  and  I  don't  want  to 
bore  3^ou.  You  can  write,  for  in  your  children  you  hâve  an 
ever-growing,  ever-varying  source  of  happiness,  while  mine 
.     .     .     No  more  of  this.     A  thousand  loves. 
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LUI 
MME.   DE  l'ESTORADE  TO  MME.   GASTON 

My  dear  Louise, — I  hâve  read  and  re-read  your  letter,  and 
the  more  deeply  I  enter  into  its  spirit,  the  clearer  does  it 
beconie  to  me  that  it  is  the  letter,  not  of  a  woman,  but  of  a 
child.  You  are  the  same  old  Louise,  and  y  ou  forget,  what 
I  used  to  repeat  over  and  over  again  to  you,  that  the  pas- 
sion of  love  belongs  rightly  to  a  state  of  nature,  and  lias  only 
been  purloined  by  civilization.  So  fleeting  is  its  character, 
that  the  resources  of  society  are  powerless  to  modify  its 
primitive  condition,  and  it  becomes  the  effort  of  ail  noble 
minds  to  make  a  nian  of  the  infant  Cupid.  But,  as  you  your- 
self  admit,  such  love  ceases  to  be  natural. 

Society,  my  dear,  abhors  sterility;  by  substituting  a  last- 
ing  sentiment  for  the  mère  passing  frenzy  of  nature,  it  lias 
succeeded  in  creating  that  greatest  of  ail  liuman  inventions — 
the  family,,  which  is  the  enduring  basis  of  ail  organized 
society.  To  the  accomplishment  of  this  end,  it  has  sacrificed 
the  individual,  man  as  well  as  woman;  for  we  must  not 
shut  our  eyes  to  the  fact  that  a  married  man  dévotes  his 
energy,  his  power,  and  ail  his  possessions  to  his  wife.  Is  it 
not  she  who  reaps  the  benefit  of  ail  his  care?  For  whom, 
if  not  for  lier,  are  the  luxury  and  wealth,  the  position  and 
distinction,  the  comfort  and  the  gaiety  of  tlie  home? 

Oh  !  my  sweet,  once  again  you  hâve  taken  the  wrong 
tuming  in  life.  To  be  adored  is  a  young  girl's  dream,  which 
may  survive  a.  few  springtimes  ;  it  cannot  be  that  of  the  ma- 
ture woman,  the  wife  and  mother.  To  a  woman's  vanity  it  is, 
perhaps,  enough  to  know  that  she  can  command  adoration 
if  she  likes.  If  you  would  live  the  life  of  a  wife  and  mother, 
return,  I  beg  of  you,  to  Paris.  Let  me  repeat  my  warn- 
ing:  It  is  not  misfortune  which  you  hâve  to  dread,  as  others 
do — it  is  ha.ppiness. 

Listen  to  me,  my  child  !    It  is  the  simple  things  of  life — 
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bread,  air,  silence — of  whicli  we  do  not  tire;  tliey  hâve  no 
piquancy  whieh  can  create  distaste;  it  is  highly-flavored 
dishes  which  irritate  the  palate,  and  in  the  end  exhaust  it. 
Were  it  possible  that  I  should  to-day  be  loved  by  a  man 
for  whoni  I  coi:ld  conceive  a  passion,  sueh  a^^  3'ours  for  Gas- 
ton, I  would  still  eling  to  the  diities  and  the  children,  who 
axe  so  dear  to  me.  To  a  woman's  heart  the  feelings  of  a 
mother  are  among  the  simple,  natural,  fruitful,  and  inex- 
haustible  things  of  life.  I  can  recall  the  day,  now  nearly 
fonrteen  years  ago,  when  I  embarked  on  a  life  of  self-sacri- 
fice with  the  despair  of  a  shipwrecked  mariner  clinging  to 
the  mast  of  his  vessel;  now,  as  I  invoke  the  memory  of  past 
yoars,  I  feel  that  I  woiild  make  the  same  choice  again.  No 
other  guiding  principle  is  so  safe,  or  leads  to  such  rich  re- 
ward.  The  spectacle  of  your  life,  whieh,  for  ail  the  romance 
and  poetry  with  which  you  invest  it,  still  remains  based  on 
nothing  but  a  ruthless  selfishness,  has  helped  to  strengthen 
ray  convictions.  This  is  the  last  time  I  shall  speak  to  yon 
in  this  way;  but  I  could  not  refrain  from  once  more  plead- 
ing  with  you  when  I  found  that  your  happiness  had  been 
proof  against  the  most  searching  of  ail  trials. 

And  one  more  point  I  must  urge  on  you,  suggested  by 
my  méditations  on  your  retirement.  Life,  whether  of  the 
body  or  the  heart,  consists  in  certain  balaneed  movements. 
Any  excess  introduced  into  the  working  of  this  routine  gives 
rise  eithcr  to  pain  or  to  pleasure,  both  of  which  are  a  mère 
fever  of  the  soûl,  bound  to  be  fugitive  because  nature  is  not 
so  framed  as  to  support  it  long.  But  to  make  of  life  one  long 
excess  is  surely  to  choose  sielcness  for  one's  portion.  You 
are  sick  because  you  maintain  at  the  température  of  passion 
a  feeling  which  marriage  ought  to  couvert  into  a  steadying, 
purifying  influence. 

Yes,  my  sweet,  I  see  it  clearly  now;  the  glory  of  a  home 
consists  in  this  very  ealm,  this  intimacy,  this  sharing  alike 
of  good  and  evil,  which  the  vulgar  ridicule.  How  noble  was 
the  reply  of  the  Duchesse  de  Sully,  the  wife  of  the  great 
Sully,  to  some  one  who  remarked  that  lier  husband,  for  ail 
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his  grave  exterior,  did  not  scriiple  to  keep  a  mistress.  "What 
of  that?"  she  said.  "I  represent  the  honor  of  the  house, 
and  should  décline  to  play  the  part  of  a  courtesan  there." 

But  you,  Louise,  who  are  naturally  more  passionate  than 
tender,  would  be  at  once  the  wife  and  the  mistress.  With 
the  soûl  of  a  Héloïse  and  the  passions  of  a  Saint  Theresa, 
you  slip  the  leash  on  ail  your  impulses,  so  long  as  they  are 
sanctioned  by  the  law;  in  a  word,  you  dégrade  the  marriage 
rite.  Surely  the  tables  are  turned.  The  reproaches  you 
once  heaped  on  me  for  immorally,  as  you  said,  seizing  the 
means  of  happiness  from  the  very  outset  of  my  wedded  life, 
might  be  directed  against  yourself  for  grasping  at  every- 
thing  which  may  serve  your  passion.  What?  must  nature 
and  Society  alike  be  in  bondage  to  your  caprice  ?  You  are  the 
old  Louise;  you  hâve  never  acquired  the  qualities  which 
ought  to  be  a  woman's  ;  self-willed  and  unreasonable  as  a  girl, 
you  introduce  withal  into  your  love  the  keenest  and  most 
mercenary  of  caleulations  !  Are  you  sure  that,  af  ter  ail,  the 
priée  you  ask  for  your  toilets  is  not  too  high?  Ail  thèse 
précautions  are  to  my  mind  very  suggestive  of  mistrust. 

Oh,  dear  Louise,  if  only  you  knew  the  sweetness  of  a 
mother's  efforts  to  discipline  herself  in  kindness  and  gentle- 
ness  to  ail  about  her  !  My  proud,  self-sufïicing  temper  grad- 
ually  dissolved  into  a  soft  melaneholy,  which  in  turn  has 
been  swallowed  up  by  those  delights  of  motherhood  which 
hâve  been  its  reward.  If  the  early  hours  were  toilsome,  the 
evening  will  be  tranquil  and  clear.  My  dread  is  lest  the  day 
of  your  life  should  take  the  opposite  course. 

When  I  had  read  your  letter  to  a  close,  I  prayed  God  to 
send  you  among  us  for  a  day,  that  you  might  see  what  family 
life  really  is,  and  learn  the  nature  of  those  joys,  which  are 
lasting  and  sweeter  than  tongue  can  tell,  because  they  are 
genuine,  simple,  and  natural.  But,  alas  !  what  chance  hâve 
I  with  the  best  of  arguments  against  a  fallacy  which  makes 
you  happy  ?  As  I  write  thèse  words,  my  eyes  fill  with  tears. 
I  had  felt  so  sure  that  some  months  of  honeymoon  would 
prove  a  surfeit  and  restore  you  to  reason.     But  I  see  that 
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therc  is  no  limit  to  your  appetite,  and  tliat,  having  killed  a 
man  who  loved  you,  yon  will  not  eease  till  you  hâve  killed 
love  itself.  Farewell,  dear  misgnided  friend.  I  am  in  de- 
spair that  the  letter  whicli  I  hopcd  might  reconcile  you  to 
Society  by  its  pieture  of  my  happiness  should  hâve  brought 
forth  only  a  pœan  of  selfîshness.  Yes,  your  love  is  selfish; 
you  love  Gaston  far  less  for  himself  thau  for  what  he  is  to 
you. 


LIV 

MME.    GASTON    TO    THE    COMTESSE    DE    l'ESTORADE 

May  20lh. 

IRenée,  calamity  lias  corne — no,  that  is  no  word  for  it — it 
has  burst  like  a  thunderbolt  over  your  poor  Louise.  You 
know  what  that  means;  calamity  for  me  is  doubt;  certainty 
would  be  death. 

The  day  before  yesterday,  when  I  had  finished  my  first 
toilet,  I  looked  everywhere  for  Gaston  to  take  a  little  turn 
with  me  before  lunch,  but  in  vain.  I  went  to  the  stable,  and 
there  I  saw  his  mare  ail  in  a  lather,  while  the  groom  was 
removing  the  foam  with  a  knife  before  rubbing  her  down. 

"Who  in  the  world  has  put  Fedelta  in  such  a  state?"  I 
asked. 

"Master,"  replied  the  lad. 

I  saw  the  mud  of  Paris  on  the  mare's  legs,  for  country 
mud  is  quite  différent;  and  at  once  it  flashed  through  me, 
"He  has  been  to  Paris." 

This  thought  raised  a  swarm  of  others  in  my  heart,  and 
it  seemed  as  though  ail  the  life  in  my  body  rushed  there. 
To  go  to  Paris  without  telling  me,  at  the  hour  when  I  leave 
him  alone,  to  hasten  there  and  back  at  such  speed  as  to  dis- 
tress  Fedelta.  Suspicion  clutched  me  in  its  iron  grip,  till 
I  eould  hardly  breathe.  I  walked  aside  a  few  steps  to  a  seat, 
where  I  tried  to  cover  my  self-command. 


I 
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Hère  Gaston  found  me,  apparently  pale  and  fluttered,  for 
he  immediately  exclaimed,  "What  is  wrong?"  in  a  tone  of 
such  alarra,  that  I  rose  and  took  his  arm.  But  ray  muscles 
refused  to  movc,  and  I  was  foreed  to  sit  down  again.  Then 
he  took  me  in  his  arms  and  carried  me  to  the  parler  close 
b}^  where  the  frightened  servants  pressed  after  us,  till  Gas- 
ton motioned  them  away.  Once  left  to  ourselves,  I  refused 
to  speak,  but  was  able  to  reach  my  room,  where  I  shut  myself 
in,  to  weep  my  fill.  Gaston  remained  something  like  two 
hours  at  my  door,  listening  to  my  sobs  and  questioning  with 
angelic  patience  his  poor  darling,  who  made  no  response. 

At  last  I  told  him  that  I  would  see  him  when  my  eyes  were 
less  red  and  my  voice  was  steady  again. 

My  formai  words  drove  him  from  the  house.  But  by  the 
time  I  had  bathed  my  eyes  in  iced  water  and  cooled  my 
face,  I  found  him  in  our  room,  the  door  into  which  was 
open,  though  I  had  heard  no  steps.  He  begged  me  to  tell 
him  what  was  wrong. 

"Nothing,"  I  said;  "I  saw  the  mud  of  Paris  on  Fedelta's 
trembling  legs;  it  seemed  strange  that  you  should  go  there 
without  telling  me;  but,  of  course,  you  are  free." 

"I  shall  punish  you  for  such  wicked  thoughts  by  not  giving 
any  explanation  till  to-morrow,"  he  replied. 

"Look  at  me,"  I  said. 

My  eyes  met  his  ;  deep  answered  to  deep.  No,  not  a  trace 
of  the  cloud  of  disloyalty  which,  rising  from  the  soûl,  must 
dim  the  clearness  of  the  eye.  I  feigned  satisfaction,  though 
really  unconvinced.  It  is  not  women  only  who  can  lie  and 
dissemble  ! 

The  whole  of  the  day  we  spent  together.  Ever  and  again, 
as  I  looked  at  him,  I  realized  how  fast  my  heart-strings  were 
bound  to  him.  How  I  trembled  and  fluttered  within  when, 
after  a  moment's  absence,  he  reappeared.  I  live  in  him,  not 
in  myself.  My  cruel  sufferings  gave  the  lie  to  your  unlcind 
letter.  Did  I  ever  feel  my  life  thus  bound  up  in  the  noble 
Spaniard,  who  adored  me,  as  I  adore  this  heartless  boy?  I 
hâte  that  mare!     Fool  that  I  was  to  keep  horses!    But  the 
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next  thing  would  hâve  been  to  lame  Gaston  or  imprison  him 
in  the  cottage.  Wild  thoughts  like  thèse  filled  my  brain; 
you  see  how  near  I  was  to  madness  !  If  love  be  not  the  cage, 
what  power  on  earth  can  hold  back  the  man  who  wants  to  be 
free? 

I  askcd  him  point-blank,  "Do  I  bore  you  ?" 

"What  needless  torture  you  give  yourself  !"  was  his  reply, 
Avhile  he  looked  at  me  with  tender,  pitying  eyes.  "Never 
hâve  I  loved  you  so  deeply." 

"If  that  is  true,  my  beloved,  let  me  sell  Fedelta,"  I  an- 
swered. 

"Sell  her,  by  ail  means  !" 

The  reply  crushed  me.  Was  it  not  a  eovert  taunt  at  my 
wealth  and  his  own  nothingness  in  the  house?  This  may 
never  hâve  occurred  to  him,  but  I  thought  it  had,  and  once 
more  I  left  him.    It  was  night,  and  I  would  go  to  bed. 

Oh!  Eenée,  to  be  alone  with  a  harrowing  thought  drives 
one  to  thoughts  of  death.  Thèse  charming  gardons,  the 
starry  night,  the  cool  air,  laden  with  incense  from  our  wealth 
of  flowers,  our  valley,  our  hills — ail  seemed  to  me  gloomy, 
black,  and  desolate.  It  was  as  though  I  lay  at  the  foot  of 
a  précipice,  surrounded  by  serpents  and  poisonous  plants, 
and  saw  no  God  in  the  sky.     Such  a  night  âges  a  woman. 

Next  morning  I  said  : 

"Take  Fedelta  and  be  off  to  Paris!  Don't  sell  her;  I  love 
her.    Does  she  not  carry  you  ?"    • 

But  he  was  not  deceivcd;  my  tone  betrayed  the  storm  of 
feelinff  which  I  strove  to  conceal. 

"Trust  me  !"  he  replied  ;  and  the  gesture  with  which  he 
held  out  his  hand,  the  glance  of  his  eye,  were  so  full  of 
loyalty  that  I  was  overcome. 

"What  petty  créatures  women  are!"  I  exclaimed. 

"No,  you  love  me,  that  is  ail/'  he  said,  pressing  me  to  his 
heart. 

"Go  to  Paris  without  me,"  I  said,  and  this  time  I  made  him 
understand  that  my  suspicions  were  laid  asido. 

He  went;  I  thought  he  would  hâve  stayed.     I  won't  at- 
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tenipt  to  tell  yoiv  what  I  sulïered.  I  found  a  second  self 
within,  qiiite  strange  to  me.  A  crisis  like  tins  has,  for  the 
woman  who  loves,  a  tragic  solemnity  that  baffles  words;  the 
whole  of  life  rises  before  you  then,  and  you  searcli  in  vain 
for  any  horizon  to  it;  the  veriest  trifle  is  big  with  meaning, 
a  glancc  contains  a  volume,  icicles  drift  on  uttered  words, 
and  the  death  sentence  is  read  in  a  movement  of  the  lips. 

I  thought  he  would  hâve  paid  me  baek  in  kind  ;  had  I  not 
been  magnanimons?  I  climbed  to  the  top  of  the  chalet,  and 
my  eyes  followed  him  on  the  road.  Ah  !  my  dear  Eenée,  he 
vanished  from  my  sight  with  an  appalling  swiftness. 

"How  keen  he  is  to  go  !"  was  the  thonght  that  sprang  of 
itself. 

Once  more  alone,  I  fell  back  into  the  hell  of  possibilities, 
the  maelstrom  of  mistrust.  There  were  moments  when  I 
would  hâve  welcomed  any  certainty,  even  the  worst,  as  a 
relief  from  the  torture  of  suspense.  Suspense  is  a  duel  car- 
ried  on  in  the  heart,  and  we  give  no  quarter  to  ourselves. 

I  paced  up  and  down  the  walks.  I  retumed  to  the  house, 
only  to  tear  out  again,  like  a  mad  woman.  Gaston,  who  left 
at  seven  o'clock,  did  not  return  till  eleven.  Now,  as  it  only 
takes  half  an  hour  to  reach  Paris  through  the  park  of  St. 
Cloud  and  the  Bois  de  Boulogne,  it  is  plain  that  he  must 
hâve  spent  three  hours  in  toAAoï.  He  came  back  radiant, 
with  a  whip  in  his  hand  for  me,  an  india-rubber  whip  with  a 
gold  handle. 

For  a  fortnight  I  had  been  without  a  whip,  my  old  one 
being  worn  and  broken. 

"Was  it  for  this  you  tortured  me  ?"  I  said,  as  I  admired  the 
workmanship  of  this  beautiful  omament,  which  contains  a 
little  scent-box  at  one  end. 

Then  it  flashed  on  me  that  the  présent  was  a  fresh  arti- 
fice. ISTevertheless  I  threw  myself  at  once  on  his  neck,  not 
without  reproaching  him  gently  for  having  caused  me  so 
much  pain  for  the  salce  of  a  trifle.  He  was  greatly  pleased 
with  his  ingenuity;  his  eyes  and  his  whole  bearing  plainly 
showed  the  restrained  triumph  of  the  successful  plotter;  for 
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there  is  a  radiance  of  the  soûl  wliicli  is  reflected  in  every 
feature  and  turn  of  the  bod}-.  While  still  examining  the 
beauties  of  this  work  of  art,  1  asked  him  at  a  moment  when 
we  happened  to  be  looking  each  other  in  the  face  : 

"Whois  the  ai-tist?" 

"A  friend  of  mine." 

"Ah  !  I  see  it  has  been  mounted  by  Verdier,"  and  I  read 
tlie  name  of  the  shop  printcd  on  the  handle. 

Gaston  is  nothing  but  a  child  yct.  He  bhished,  and  I 
ma  de  mueh  of  him  as  a  reward  for  the  shame  he  felt  in  dc- 
ceiving  me.  I  pretended  to  notice  nothing,  and  he  may  well 
hâve  thought  the  incident  was  over. 

May  Ibth. 

The  next  moming  I  was  in  my  riding-habit  by  six  o'clock, 
and  by  seven  landed  at  Verdier's,  where  several  whips  of 
the  same  pattem  were  shown  me.  One  of  the  men  serving 
recognized  mine  when  I  pointed  it  out  to  him. 

"We  sold  that  3^esterday  to  a  young  gentleman,"  he  said. 
And  from  the  description  I  gave  him  of  my  traitor  Gaston, 
not  a  doubt  was  left  of  his  identity.  I  will  spare  you  the 
palpitations  whieh  rent  my  heart  during  that  journey  to 
Paris  and  the  little  scène  there,  Avhich  marked  the  tuming- 
point  of  my  life. 

By  half-past  seven  I  was  home  again,  and  Gaston  found 
me,  fresh  and  blooming,  in  my  morning  dress,  sauntering 
about  with  a  make-believe  nonchalance.  I  felt  confident 
that  old  Philippe,  who  had  been  taken  into  my  confidence, 
would  not  hâve  betrayed  my  absence. 

"Gaston,"  I  said,  as  we  walkcd  by  the  side  of  the  lake, 
"you  cannot  blind  me  to  the  différence  between  a  work  of 
art  inspired  by  friendship  and  something  which  has  been  cast 
in  a  mould." 

He  turned  white,  and  fixed  his  eyes  on  me  rather  than  on 
the  damaging  pièce  of  évidence  I  thrust  before  them. 

"My  dear,"  I  went  on.  "this  is  not  a  whip  ;  it  is  a  screen  be- 
hind  which  you  are  hiding  something  from  me." 
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Thereiipon  I  gave  myself  the  gratification  of  watching 
liis  liopeless  entanglement  in  the  coverts  and  labj^rinths  of 
deceit  and  the  desperate  efforts  he  made  to  find  some  wall  he 
might  scale  and  thus  escape.  In  vain  ;  he  had  perforée  to 
remain  upon  the  fîeld,  face  to  face  witli  an  adversary,  who 
at  last  laid  down  her  arms  in  a  feigned  coniphicence.  But  it 
was  too  latc.  The  fatal  mistake,  against  which  my  mother 
had  tried  to  warn  me,  was  made.  My  jealousy,  exposed  in 
ail  its  nakedness,  had  led  to  war  and  ail  its  stratagems  be- 
tween  Gaston  and  myself.  Jcalousy,  dear,  has  neither  sensé 
nor  decency. 

I  made  up  my  mind  now  to  suffcr  in  silence,  but  to  keep 
my  eyes  open,  until  my  doubts  were  resolved  one  way  or  an- 
other.  Then  I  would  cither  break  with  Gaston  or  bow  to 
my  misfortune:  no  middle  course  is  possible  for  a  woman 
who  respects  herself. 

What  can  he  be  concealing?  For  a  secret  there  is,  and 
the  secret  has  to  do  with  a  woman.  Is  it  some  youthful 
escapade  for  which  he  still  blushes?  But  if  so,  what?  The 
Word  ivliat  is  written  in  letters  of  fire  on  ail  I  sce.  I  read 
it  in  the  glassy  water  of  my  lake,  in  the  shiiibbery,  in  the 
clouds,  on  the  ceilings,  at  table,  in  the  flowers  of  the  car- 
pets.  A  voice  cries  to  me  what?  in  my  sleep.  Dating  from 
the  morning  of  my  discovery,  a  cruel  interest  has  sprung 
into  our  lives,  and  I  hâve  become  familiar  with  the  bitterest 
thought  that  can  corrode  the  heart — the  thought  of  treach- 
ery  in  him  one  loves.  Oh  !  my  dear,  there  is  heaven  and 
hell  together  in  such  a  life.  Never  had  I  felt  this  scorching 
fiame,  I  to  whom  love  had  appeared  only  in  the  form  of  de- 
voutest  worship. 

"So  you  wished  to  know  the  gloomy  torture-chamber  of 
pain  !"  I  said  to  myself.  Good,  the  spirits  of  evil  bave  hcard 
your  prayer;  go  on  your  road,  unhappy  ^vretch! 

May  30<A. 

Since  that  fatal  day  Gaston  no  longer  works  with  the  care- 
less  ease  of  the  wealthy  artist,  whose  work  is  merely  pastime; 
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hc  sets  himsolf  tasks  likc  a  professional  writer.  Four  hours 
a  day  he  dévotes  to  finishing  liis  two  plays. 

"He  wants  mouey  !" 

A  voice  within  whispered  the  thought.  But  why?  He 
spends  next  to  nothing;  we  hâve  absolutely  no  secrets  from 
each  other;  there  is  not  a  corner  of  his  study  which  my  eyes 
and  my  fingers  may  not  explore.  His  yearly  expenditure 
does  not  amount  to  two  thousand  francs,  and  I  know  that  he 
has  thirty  thousand,  I  can  hardly  say  laid  by,  but  scattered 
loose  in  a  drawer.  You  can  guess  what  is  coming.  At  mid- 
night,  while  he  was  sleeping,  I  went  to  see  if  the  money  was 
still  there.  An  icy  shiver  ran  through  me.  The  drawer  was 
empty. 

That  same  week  I  discovered  that  he  went  to  Sèvres  to 
fetch  his  letters,  and  thèse  letters  he  must  tear  up  immedi- 
ately  ;  for  though  I  am  a  very  Figaro  in  contrivances,  I  hâve 
never  yet  secn  a  trace  of  one.  Alas  !  my  sweet,  despite  the 
fine  promises  and  vows  by  which  I  bound  myself  after  the 
scène  of  the  whip,  an  impulse,  which  I  can  only  call  madness, 
drove  me  to  follow  him  in  one  of  his  rapid  rides  to  the 
post-ofïice.  Gaston  was  appalled  to  be  thus  discovered  on 
horseback,  paying  the  postage  of  a  letter  which  he  held  in 
his  hand.  He  looked  fixedly  at  me,  and  then  put  spurs  to 
Fedelta.  The  pace  was  so  hard  that  I  felt  shaken  to  bits 
when  I  reached  the  lodge  gâte,  though  my  mental  agony  was 
such  at  the  time  that  it  might  well  hâve  dulled  ail  conscious- 
ness  of  bodily  pain.  Arrived  at  the  gâte,  Gaston  said  nothing  ; 
he  rang  the  bell  and  waited  without  a  word.  I  was  more 
dead  than  alive.  I  might  be  mistaken  or  I  might  not,  but 
in  neither  case  was  it  fitting  for  Armande-Louise-Marie  de 
Chaulieu  to  play  the  spy.  I  had  sunk  to  the  level  of  the 
gutter,  by  the  side  of  courtesans,  opera-dancers,  mère  créa- 
tures of  instinct;  even  the  vulgar  shop-girl  or  humble  seam- 
stress  might  look  down  on  me. 

What  a  moment  !  At  last  the  door  opened  ;  he  handed  his 
horse  to  the  groom,  and  I  also  dismounted,  but  into  his  arms, 
which  were  stretched  out  to  receive  me.     I  threw  my  skirt 
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over  my  left  arm,  gave  liini  niy  right,  and  we  walked  on — 
still  in  silence.  The  few  steps  we  thus  took  might  be  reckoned 
to  me  for  a  hundred  years  of  purgatory.  A  swarm  of 
thoughts  beset  me  as  I  walked,  now  seeming  to  take  visible 
form  in  tongues  of  fire  before  my  eyes,  now  assailing  my 
mind,  eacli  with  its  own  poisoned  dart.  When  the  groom 
and  the  horses  were  far  away,  I  stopped  Gaston,  and,  looking 
him  in  the  face,  said,  as  I  pointed,  witli  a  gesture  that  you 
should  hâve  seen,  to  the  fatal  letter  still  in  his  right  hand  : 

"May  Ireadit?" 

He  gave  it  me.  I  opened  it  and  found  a  letter  from  Na- 
than, the  dramatic  author,  informing  Gaston  that  a  play  of 
his  had  been  accepted,  learned,  rehearsed,  and  would  be  pro- 
duced  the  following  Saturday.    He  also  enclosed  a  box  ticket. 

Thougli  for  me  this  was  the  opening  of  heaven's  gâtes  to  the 
martyr,  yet  the  fîend  would  not  leave  me  in  peace,  but  kept 
crying,  "Where  are  the  thirty  thousand  francs?"  It  was  a 
question  which  self-respect,  dignity,  ail  my  old  self  in  fact, 
prevented  me  from  uttering.  If  my  thought  became  speech, 
I  might  as  well  throw  myself  into  the  lake  at  once,  and  yet  I 
could  hardly  keep  the  words  down.  Dear  friend,  was  not  this 
a  trial  passing  the  strength  of  woman? 

I  returned  the  letter,  saying  : 

"My  poor  Gaston,  you  are  getting  bored  down  hère.  Let 
us  go  back  to  Paris,  won't  you  ?" 

"To  Paris?"  he  said.  "But  why?  I  only  wanted  to  find 
out  if  I  had  any  gift,  to  taste  the  flowing  bowl  of  success  !" 

Nothing  would  be  easier  than  for  me  to  ransack  the  drawer 
some  time  when  he  is  working  and  prétend  great  surprise  at 
finding  the  money  gone.  But  that  would  be  going  half-way 
to  meet  the  answer,  "Oh  !  my  friend  So-and-So  was  hard  up  !" 
etc.,  which  a  man  of  Gaston's  quick  wit  would  not  hâve  far 
to  seek. 

The  moral,  my  dear,  is  that  the  brilliant  success  of  this 
play,  which  ail  Paris  is  crowding  to  see,  is  due  to  us,  though 
the  whole  crédit  gocs  to  Nathan.     I  am  represented  by  one 
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of  the  two  stars  in  the  legend  :  Et  M  *  *.     I  saw  the  first 
night  from  the  depths  of  one  of  the  stage  boxes. 

July  Ist. 

Gaston's  work  and  his  visits  to  Paris  shall  continue.  He 
is  preparing  new  plays,  partly  because  he  wants  a  pretext 
for  goiug  to  Paris,  jDartly  in  order  to  make  money.  Three 
plays  hâve  been  accepted,  and  two  more  are  commissioned. 

Oh  !  my  dear,  I  am  lost,  ail  is  darkncss  around  me.  I 
would  set  fire  to  the  house  in  a  moment  if  that  would  bring 
light.  What  does  it  ail  mean?  Is  he  ashamed  of  taking 
money  from  me?  He  is  too  high-minded  for  so  trumpery 
a  matter  to  weigh  with  him.  Bcsides,  scruples  of  the  kind 
coiild  only  be  the  outcome  of  somc  love  affair.  A  man  would 
take  anything  from  his  wife,  but  from  the  woman  he  has 
ceased  to  care  for,  or  is  thinking  of  deserting,  it  is  différent. 
If  he  needs  such  large  sums,  it  must  be  to  spend  them  on  a 
woman.  For  himself,  why  should  he  hesitate  to  draw  from 
my  purse?  Our  savings  amount  to  one  hundred  thousand 
francs  ! 

In  short,  my  sweetheart,  I  hâve  explored  a  whole  continent 
of  possibilities,  and  after  carefully  weighing  ail  the  évidence, 
am  convinced  I  hâve  a  rival.  I  am  deserted — for  whom? 
At  ail  costs  I  must  see  the  unknown. 

July  IQth. 

Light  has  come,  and  it  is  ail  over  with  me.  Yes,  Kenée, 
at  the  âge  of  thirty,  in  the  perfection  of  my  beauty,  with  ail 
the  resources  of  a  ready  wit  and  the  seductive  charms  of 
dress  at  my  command,  I  am  betrayed — and  for  whom?  A 
large-boned  Englishwoman,  with  big  feet  and  thick  waist — 
a  regular  British  cow  !  There  is  no  longer  room  for  doubt. 
I  will  tell  you  the  history  of  the  last  few  days. 

Worn  out  with  suspicions,  which  were  fed  by  Gaston's 
guilty  silence  (for,  if  he  had  hclpcd  a  friend,  why  keep  it  a 
secret  from  me?),  his  insatiable  désire  for  money,  and  his 
fréquent  journeys  to  Paris;  jealous  too  of  the  work  from 
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which  he  seemed  imable  to  tear  hiniself,  I  at  last  made  up 
niy  mind  to  take  certain  steps,  of  sueh  a  degrading  nature 
that  I  cannot  tell  you  about  thera.  Sufïice  it  to  say  that 
three  days  ago  I  ascertained  that  Gaston,  when  in  Paris,  visits 
a  hoiise  in  tlie  Eue  de  la  Ville  l'Evêqne,  where  he  guards 
his  mistress  with  jealous  mystery,  nnexamplcd  in  Paris.  The 
porter  was  snrly,  and  I  could  get  little  ont  of  him,  but  that 
little  was  enough  to  put  an  end  to  any  lingering  hope,  and 
with  hope  to  life.  On  this  point  my  mind  was  resolved, 
and  I  only  waited  to  leam  the  whole  truth  first. 

With  this  object  I  went  to  Paris  and  took  roonis  in  a  hoiise 
exactly  opposite  the  one  whieh  Gaston  visits.  Thenee  I 
saw  him  with  my  own  eyes  enter  the  courtyard  on  horseback. 
Too  soon  a  ghastly  fact  forced  itself  on  me.  This  English- 
womau,  who  seems  to  me  about  thirty-six,  is  known  as  Mme. 
Gaston.    This  discovery  was  my  deathblow. 

I  saw  him  next  walking  to  the  Tuileries  with  a  couple  of 
children.  Oh  !  my  dear,  two  children,  the  living  images  of 
Gaston  !  The  likeness  is  so  strong  that  it  bears  scandai  on  the 
face  of  it.  And  what  pretty  children  !  in  their  handsome 
English  costumes  !  She  is  the  mother  of  his  children.  Hère 
is  the  key  to  the  whole  mystery. 

The  woman  herself  might  be  a  Greek  statue,  stepped  down 
from  some  monument.  Cold  and  white  as  marble,  she  moves 
sedately  with  a  mother's  pride.  She  is  undeniably  beautiful, 
but  heavy  as  a  man-of-war.  There  is  no  breeding  or  dis- 
tinction about  lier;  nothing  of  the  English  lady.  Probably 
she  is  a  farmer's  daughter  from  some  wretched  and  remote 
country  village,  or,  it  may  be,  the  eleventh  child  of  some  poor 
clergjanan  ! 

I  reached  home,  after  a  misérable  joumey,  during  which 
ail  sorts  of  fiendish  thoughts  had  me  at  their  mercy,  with 
hardly  any  life  left  in  m.e.  Was  she  married  ?  Did  he  know 
lier  before  our  marriage?  Had  she  been  deserted  by  some 
rich  man,  whose  mistress  she  was,  and  thus  thrown  back  upon 
Gaston's  hands?     Conjectures  without  end  flitted  through 
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my  brain,  as  thoiigh  conjecture  were  needed  in  the  présence 
of  the  ehiidren. 

The  next  day  I  returned  to  Paris,  and  by  a  free  use  of  my 
purse  extracted  from  the  porter  the  information  that  Mme. 
Gaston  was  legally  married. 

His  reply  to  my  question  took  the  form,  "Yes,  Miss." 

Julyl^th. 

My  dear,  my  love  for  Gaston  is  stronger  than  ever  since 
that  morning,  and  he  has  every  appearance  of  being  still 
more  deeply  in  love.  He  is  so  young!  A  score  of  times  it 
has  been  on  my  lips,  when  we  rise  in  the  morning,  to  say, 
"Then  you  love  me  better  than  the  lady  of  the  Eue  de  la 
Ville  l'Evêque?"  But  I  dare  not  explain  to  myself  why  the 
words  are  checked  on  my  tongue. 

"Are  you  ver}^  fond  of  ehiidren  ?"  I  asked. 

"Oh  yes!"  was  his  reply;  "but  ehiidren  will  come!'* 

"What  makes  you  think  so  ?" 

"I  hâve  consulted  the  best  doctors,  and  they  agrée  in  ad- 
vising  me  to  travel  for  a  couple  of  months." 

"Gaston,"  I  said,  "if  love  in  absence  had  been  possible  for 
me,  do  you  suppose  I  should  ever  hâve  left  the  convent?" 

He  laughed  ;  but  as  for  me,  dear,  the  word  "travel"  pierced 
my  heart.  Eather,  far  rather,  would  I  leap  from  the  top  of 
the  house  than  be  rolled  down  the  staircase,  step  by  step. — 
Farewell,  my  sweetheart.  I  bave  arranged  for  my  death  to 
be  easy  and  without  horrors,  but  certain.  I  made  my  will 
yesterday.  You  can  come  to  me  now,  the  prohibition  is  re- 
moved.  Come,  then,  and  receive  my  last  farewell.  I  will  not 
die  by  inches;  my  death,  like  my  life,  shall  bear  the  impress 
of  dignity  and  grâce. 

Good-bye,  dear  sister  soûl,  whose  atïection  has  never  wa- 
vered  nor  grown  weary,  but  has  been  the  constant  tender 
moonlight  of  my  soûl.  If  the  intensity  of  passion  has  not 
been  ours,  at  least  we  bave  been  spared  its  venomous  bitter- 
ness.    How  rightly  you  hâve  judged  of  life  !    Farewell. 
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LV 

THE    COMTESSE    DE    L'eSTORADE    TO    MME.    GASTON" 

July  \Gth. 

My  dear  Louise, — I  send  this  letter  by  an  express  before 
hastening  to  the  chalet  myself.  Take  courage.  Your  last 
letter  seemed  to  me  so  f  rantic,  that  I  thought  myself  justifîed, 
under  the  circumstances,  in  confiding  ail  to  Louis;  it  was 
a  question  of  saving  you  from  yourself.  If  the  means  we 
hâve  employed  hâve  been,  like  yours,  répulsive,  yet  the  resuit 
is  so  satisfactory  that  I  am  certain  you  will  approve.  I  went 
so  far  as  to  set  the  police  to  work,  but  the  whole  thing  re- 
mains a  secret  between  the  prefect,  ourselves,  and  you. 

In  one  word,  Gaston  is  a  jewel  !  But  hère  are  the  facts. 
His  brother,  Louis  Gaston,  died  at  Calcutta,  while  in  the 
service  of  a  mercantile  company,  when  he  was  on  the  very 
point  of  returning  to  France,  a  rich,  prospérons,  married 
man,  having  received  a  very  large  fortune  with  his  wife, 
who  was  the  widow  of  an  English  merchant.  For  ten  years 
he  had  worked  hard  that  he  might  be  able  to  send  home 
enough  to  support  his.  brother,  to  whom  he  was  devotedly 
attached,  and  from  whom  his  letters  generously  concealed 
ail  his  trials  and  disappointments. 

Then  came  the  failure  of  the  great  Halmer  house;  the 
widow  was  ruined,  and  the  sudden  shock  affected  Louis-  Gas- 
ton's  braiu.  He  had  no  mental  energy  left  to  resist  the  dis-  ' 
ease  which  attacked  him,  and  he  died  in  Bengal,  whither  he 
had  gone  to  try  and  realize  the  remuants  of  his  wife's  prop- 
erty.  The  dear,  good  fellow  had  deposited  with  a  banker 
a  first  sum  of  three  hundred  thousand  francs,  which  was 
to  go  to  his  brother,  but  the  banker  was  involved  in  the 
Halmer  crash,  and  thus  their  last  resouree  failed  them. 

Louis'  widow,  the  handsome  woman  whom  you  took  for 
your  rival,  arrived  in  Paris  with  two  children — your 
nephews — and  an  empty  purse,  her  mother's  jewels  having 
barely  sufficed  to  pay  for  bringing  them  over.     The  instruc- 
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tions  which  Louis  Gaston  had  given  the  banker  for  sending 
the  money  to  his  brotlier  onabled  the  widow  to  find  your 
hiisbaud's  former  home.  As  Gaston  had  disappeared  without 
leaving  any  address,  Mme.  Louis  Gaston  was  directed  to 
d'Arthez,  the  only  person  who  coukl  give  any  information 
about  him. 

D'Arthez  was  the  more  ready  to  relieve  the  young  woman's 
pressing  needs,  because  Louis  Gaston,  at  the  time  of  his 
marriage  four  years  before,  had  written  to  make  inquiries 
about  his  brother  from  the  famous  author,  whom  he  knew 
to  be  one  of  his  friends.  Tlie  Captain  had  consulted  d'Arthez 
as  to  the  best  means  of  getting  the  money  safely  transferred 
to  Marie,  and  d'Arthez  had  replied,  telling  him  that  Gaston 
was  now  a  rich  man  through  his  marriage  with  the  Baronne 
de  ]\Iaeumer.  The  personal  beauty,  which  was  the  mother's 
rich  héritage  to  her  sons,  had  saved  them  both — one  in  India, 
the  other  in  Paris — from  destitution.  A  touching  story,  is  it 
not? 

D'Arthez  naturally  wrote,  after  a  time,  to  tell  your  husband 
of  the  condition  of  his  sister-in-law  and  her  children,  in- 
forming  him,  at  the  same  time,  of  the  gênerons  intentions 
of  the  Indian  Gaston  towards  his  Paris  brother,  which  an 
unhappy  chance  alone  had  frustrated.  Gaston,  as  you  may 
imagine,  hurried  off  to  Paris.  Hère  is  the  first  ride  accounted 
for.  During  the  last  five  years  he  had  saved  fifty  thousand 
francs  out  of  the  income  which  you  forced  him  to  accept, 
and  this  sum  he  invested  in  the  public  funds  under  the 
names  of  his  two  nephews,  securing  them  each,  in  his  way, 
an  income  of  twelve  hundred  francs,  j^ext  he  furnished 
his  sister-in-law's  rooms,  and  promised  her  a  quarterly  al- 
lowance  of  three  thousand  francs.  Hère  you  see  the  meaning 
of  his  dramatie  labors  and  the  pleasure  caused  him  by  the 
success  of  his  first  play. 

Mme.  Gaston,  therefore,  is  no  rival  of  yours,  and  has  every 
right  to  your  name.  A  man  of  Gaston's  sensitive  delicacy 
was  bound  to  keep  the  affair  secret  from  you,  knowing,  as 
he  did,  your  generous  nature.     Nor  does  he  look  on  what 
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you  give  him  as  his  own.  D'Arthez  read  me  the  letter  he 
had  from  your  husband,  asking  him  to  be  one  of  the  witnesses 
at  his  marriage.  Gaston  in  this  déclares  that  his  happiness 
would  hâve  been  perfect  but  for  the  one  drawback  of  his 
poverty  and  indebtcdness  to  you.  A  virgin  soûl  is  at  the 
mercy  of  such  scruples.  Either  they  make  themselves  felt 
or  they  do  not;  and  when  they  do,  it  is  easy  to  imagine  the 
conflict  of  feeling  and  embarrassment  to  which  they  give  rise. 
ISTothing  is  more  natural  than  Gaston's  wish  to  provide  in 
secret  a  suitable  maintenance  for  the  woman  who  is  his 
brother's  widow,  and  who  had  herself  set  aside  one  hundred 
thousand  écus  for  him  from  her  own  fortune.  She  is  a  hand- 
some  woman,  warm-hearted,  and  extremely  well-bred,  but 
not  élever.  She  is  a  mother;  and,  you  may  be  sure,  I  lost 
my  heart  to  her  at  first  sight  when  I  found  her  with  one 
ehild  in  her  arms,  and  the  other  dressed  like  a  little  lord. 
The  children  first  !  is  written  in  every  détail  of  her  house. 

Far  from  being  angry,  therefore,  with  your  beloved  hus- 
band,  you  should  find  in  ail  this  fresh  reason  for  loving  him. 
I  hâve  met  him,  and  think  him  the  most  delightful  young 
fellow  in  Paris.  Yes  !  dear  child,  when  I  saw  him,  I  had 
no  difficulty  in  understanding  that  a  woman  might  lose  her 
head  about  him;  his  soûl  is  mirrored  in  his  countenance.  If 
I  were  you,  I  should  settle  the  widow  and  her  children  at 
the  chalet,  in  a  pretty  little  cottage  which  you  could  hâve 
built  for  them,  and  adopt  the  boys  ! 

Be  at  peace,  then,  dear  soûl,  and  plan  this  little  surprise, 
in  your  tum,  for  Gaston. 


LVI 

MME.    GASTON    TO    THE    COMTESSE    DE    l'ESTORADE 

Ah!  my  dear  friend,  what  can  I  say  in  answer  except  the 
cruel  "It  is  too  late"  of  that  fool  Lafayette  to  his  royal  mas- 
ter?     Oh!  my  life,  my  sweet  life,  what  physician  wlll  give 
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it  back  to  me  ?  My  own  hand  lias  dealt  the  deathblow.  Alas  ! 
hâve  I  not  been  a  mère  will-o'-the-wisp,  whose  twinkling 
spark  was  f  ated  to  perish  bef ore  it  reached  a  flame  ?  My  eyes 
rain  torrents  of  tears — and  yet  they  must  not  fall  when  I  am 
with  liim.  I  fly  him,  and  he  seeks  me.  My  despair  is  ail 
within.  This  torture  Dante  forgot  to  place  in  his  Inferno. 
Come  to  see  me  die  ! 


LVII 

THE    COMTESSE    DE    l'eSTORADE    TO    THE    COMTE    DE 

l'estorade 

The  Chalet,  August  "îth. 

My  Love, — Take  the  children  away  to  Provence  without  me  ; 
I  remain  with  Louise,  who  bas  only  a  few  days  yet  to  live. 
I  cannot  leave  either  her  or  her  husband,  for  whose  reason 
I  fear. 

You  know  the  scrap  of  letter  which  sent  me  flying  to  Ville 
d'Avray,  picking  up  the  doctors  on  my  way.  Sinee  then 
I  hâve  not  left  my  darling  friend,  and  it  bas  been  impossible 
to  Write  to  you,  for  I  bave  sat  up  every  night  for  a  f ortnight. 

When  I  arrived,  I  found  her  with  Gaston,  in  full  dress, 
beautiful,  laughing,  happy.  It  was  a  heroic  f alsehood  !  They 
were  like  two  lovely  children  together  in  their  restored  con- 
fidence. For  a  moment  I  was  deceived,  like  Gaston,  by  thi?> 
effonterj^;  but  Louise  pressed  my  hand,  whispering: 

"He  must  not  know;  I  am  dying." 

An  icy  chill  fell  over  me  as  I  felt  her  burning  hand  and 
saw  the  red  spots  on  her  cheeks.  I  congratulated  myself 
on  my  prudence  in  leaving  the  doctors  in  the  wood  till  they 
should  be  sent  for. 

"Leave  us  for  a  little,"  she  said  to  Gaston.  "Two 
women  who  bave  not  met  for  five  years  bave  plenty  of  secrets 
to  talk  over,  and  Eenée,  I  hâve  no  doubt,  has  things  to  confide 
in  me." 
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Directl}^  we  were  alone,  she  flung  herself  into  my  arms, 
unable  longer  to  restrain  lier  tears. 

"Tell  me  about  it,"  I  said.  "I  hâve  brought  with  me,  in 
case  of  need,  the  best  surgeon  and  the  best  physician  from 
the  hospital,  and  Bianehon  as  well  ;  there  are  four  altogether." 

"Ah  !"  she  cried,  "hâve  them  in  at  once  if  they  can  save  me, 
if  there  is  still  time.  The  passion  which  hurried  me  to  death 
now  cries  for  life  !"' 

"But  what  hâve  you  done  to  yourself  ?" 

"I  hâve  in  a  few  days  brought  myself  to  the  last  stage  of 
consumption." 

"But  how?" 

"I  got  myself  into  a  profuse  perspiration  in  the  night,  and 
then  ran  out  and  lay  down  by  the  side  of  the  lake  in  the  dew. 
Gaston  thinks  I  hâve  a  cold,  and  I  am  dying  !" 

"Send  him  to  Paris  ;  I  will  fetch  the  doctors  myself,"  I  said, 
as  I  rushed  out  wildly  to  the  spot  where  I  had  left  them. 

Alas  !  my  love,  af  ter  the  consultation  was  over,  not  one 
of  the  doctors  gave  me  the  least  hope;  they  ail  believe  that 
Louise  will  die  with  the  fall  of  the  leaves.  The  dear  child's 
constitution  has  wonderfully  helped  the  success  of  her  plan. 
It  seems  she  has  a  prédisposition  to  this  complaint;  and 
though,  in  the  ordinary  course,  she  might  hâve  lived  a  long 
time,  a  few  days'  folly  has  made  the  case  desperate. 

I  cannot  tell  you  what  I  felt  on  hearing  this  sentence, 
based  on  such  clear  explanations.  You  know  that  I  hâve 
lived  in  Louise  as  much  as  in  my  own  life.  I  was  simply 
crushed,  and  could  not  stir  to  escort  to  the  door  thèse  har- 
bingers  of  evil.  I  don't  know  how  long  I  remained  lost  in 
bitter  thoughts,  the  tears  running  down  my  cheeks,  when 
I  was  roused  from  my  stupor  by  the  words  : 

"So  there  is  no  hope  for  me  !"  in  a  clear,  angelie  voice. 

It  was  Louise,  with  her  hand  on  my  shoulder.  She  made 
me  get  up,  and  carried  me  off  to  her  small  drawing-room. 
With  a  beseeching  glance,  she  went  on  : 

"Stay  with  me  to  the  end  ;  I  won't  bave  doleful  faces  round 
me.     Above  ail,  I  must  keep  the  truth  from  Mm.     I  know 
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that  I  hâve  strength  to  do  it.  I  am  full  of  youth  and 
spirit,  and  can  die  standing!  For  myself,  I  hâve  no  re- 
grets. I  am  dying  as  I  wished  to  die,  still  young  and  beauti- 
fiil,  in  the  perfection  of  my  womanliood. 

"As  for  him,  I  can  see  very  well  now  that  I  should  hâve 
made  his  life  misérable.  Passion  has  me  in  its  giTÎp,  like  a 
struggling  fawn,  impatient  of  the  toils.  My  groundless  jeal- 
ousy  has  already  wounded  him  sorely.  When  the  day  came 
that  my  suspicions  met  only  indifférence — which  in  the  long 
run  is  the  rightful  meed  of  ail  jealonsy — well,  that  would 
hâve  been  my  death.  I  hâve  had  my  share  of  life.  There  are 
people  whose  names  on  the  muster-roll  of  the  world  show 
sixty  years  of  service,  and  yet  in  ail  that  time  they  hâve  not 
had  two  years  of  real  life,  whilst  my  record  of  thirty  is 
doiibled  by  the  intensity  of  my  love. 

"Thns  for  him,  as  well  as  for  me,  the  close  is  a  happy  one. 
But  between  us,  dear  Renée,  it  is  différent.  You  lose  a  loving 
sister,  and  that  is  a  loss  which  nothing  can  repair.  You  alone 
hère  hâve  the  right  to  mourn  my  death." 

After  a  long  pause,  during  which  I  could  only  see  her 
through  a  mist  of  tears,  she  continued  : 

"The  moral  of  my  death  is  a  cruel  one.  My  dear  doctor  in 
petticoats  was  right;  marriage  cannot  rest  upon  passion  as 
its  foundation,  nor  even  upon  love.  How  fine  and  noble  is 
your  life  !  keeping  always  to  the  one  saf e  road,  you  give  your 
husband  an  ever-growing  affection;  while  the  passionate 
eagemess  with  which  I  threw  myself  into  wedded  life  was 
bound  in  nature  to  diminish.  Twice  hâve  I  gone  astray,  and 
twice  has  Death  stretched  forth  his  bony  hand  to  strike  my 
happiness.  The  first  time,  he  robbed  me  of  the  noblest  and 
most  devoted  of  men;  now  it  is  my  tum,  the  grinning 
monster  tears  me  from  the  arms  of  my  poet  husband,  with 
ail  his  beauty  and  his  grâce. 

"Yet  I  would  not  complain.  Hâve  I  not  known  in  turn 
two  men,  each  the  very  pattern  of  nobility — one  in  mind, 
the  other  in  outward  form?  In  Felipe,  the  soûl  dominated 
and  transf  ormed  the  body  ;  in  Gaston,  one  could  not  say  which 
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was  suprême — heart,  mind,  or  grâce  of  form.  I  die  adored 
— what  more  could  I  wish  for?  Time,  pcrhaps,  in  which 
to  draw  near  the  God  of  whom  I  may  hâve  too  little  thought. 
My  spirit  will  take  its  flight  towards  Him,  full  of  love,  and 
with  the  prayer  that  some  day,  in  the  world  above,  He  will 
unité  me  once  more  to  the  two  who  made  a  heaven  of  my  life 
below.    Without  them,  paradise  would  be  a  désert  to  me. 

"To  others,  my  example  would  be  fatal,  for  mine  was  no 
common  lot.  To  meet  a  Felipe  or  a  Gaston  is  more  than 
mortals  can  expect,  and  therefore  the  doctrine  of  society 
in  regard  to  marriage  accords  with  the  natural  law.  Woman 
is  weak,  and  in  marr}'ing  she  ought  to  make  an  entire  sacrifice 
of  lier  will  to  the  man  who,  in  return,  should  lay  his  selfish- 
ness  at  her  feet.  The  stir  which  women  of  late  years  hâve 
created  by  their  whining  and  insubordination  is  ridiculous, 
and  only  shows  how  well  we  deserve  the  epithet  of  children, 
bestowed  by  philosophers  on  our  sex." 

She  continued  talking  thus  in  the  gentle  voice  you  know 
so  well,  uttering  the  gravest  truths  in  the  prettiest  manner, 
until  Gaston  entered,  bringing  with  him  his  sister-in-law,  the 
two  children,  and  the  English  nurse,  whom,  at  Louise's  re- 
quest,  he  had  been  to  fetch  from  Paris. 

"Hère  are  the  pretty  instruments  of  my  torture,"  she  said, 
as  her  nephews  approached.  "Was  not  the  mistake  excusable  ? 
What  a  wonderful  likeness  to  their  uncle  !" 

She  was  most  friendly  to  Mme.  Gaston  the  elder,  and 
begged  that  she  would  look  upon  the  chalet  as  her  home;  in 
short,  she  played  the  hostess  to  her  in  her  best  de  Chaulieu 
manner,  in  which  no  one  can  rival  her. 

I  wrote  at  once  to  the  Duc  and  Duchesse  de  Chaulieu,  the 
Duc  de  Ehétoré,  and  the  Duc  de  Lenoncourt-Givry,  as  well  as 
to  Madeleine.  It  was  time.  Next  day,  Louise,  wom  out 
with  so  much  exertion,  was  unablo  to  go  out;  indeed,  she 
only  got  up  for  dinner.  In  the  course  of  the  evening,  Made- 
leine de  Lenoncourt,  her  two  brothers,  and  her  mother  ar- 
rived.  The  coolness  which  Louise's  second  marriage  had 
caused  between  herself  and  her  family  disappeared.     Every 
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day  since  that  evening,  Louise's  father  and  both  her  brothers 
hâve  ridden  over  in  the  morning,  and  the  two  duchesses 
spend  ail  their  evenings  at  the  chalet.  Death  unités  as  well 
as  séparâtes;  it  silences  ail  paltry  feeling. 

Louise  is  perfection  in  her  charm,  her  grâce,  her  good  sensé, 
her  wit,  and  her  tenderness.  She  lias  retained  to  the  last 
that  perfect  tact  for  which  she  lias  been  so  famous,  and  she 
lavishes  on  us  the  treasures  of  her  brilliant  mind,  which  made 
her  one  of  the  queens  of  Paris. 

"I  should  like  to  look  well  even  in  my  coffin,"  she  said 
with  her  matchless  smile,  as  she  lay  down  on  the  bed  where 
she  was  to  linger  for  a  fortnight. 

Her  room  lias  nothing  of  the  sick-chamber  in  it  ;  medicines, 
ointnients,  the  whole  apparatus  of  nursing,  is  carefully  con- 
cealed. 

"Is  not  my  deathbed  pretty  !"  she  said  to  the  Sèvres  priest 
who  came  to  confess  her. 

We  gloated  over  her  like  niisers.  Ail  this  anxiety,  and  the 
terrible  truths  which  dawned  on  him,  hâve  prepared  Gaston 
for  the  worst.  He  is  full  of  courage,  but  the  blow  bas  gone 
home.  It  would  not  surprise  me  to  see  him  follow  bis  wife  in 
the  natural  course.  Yesterday,  as  we  were  walking  round  the 
lake,  he  said  to  me  : 

"I  must  be  a  father  to  those  two  children,"  and  he  pointed 
to  his  sister-in-law,  who  was  taking  the  boys  for  a  walk.  "But 
thougli  I  shall  do  nothing  to  hasten  my  end,  I  want  your 
promise  that  you  will  be  a  second  mother  to  them,  and  will 
persuade  your  husband  to  accept  the  office  of  guardian,  which 
I  shall  députe  to  him  in  conjunction  with  my  sister-in-law." 

He  said  this  quite  simply,  like  a  man  who  knows  he  is  not 
long  for  this  world.  He  has  smiles  on  his  face  to  meet 
Louise^s,  and  it  is  only  I  whom  he  does  not  deceive.  He  is 
a  mate  for  her  in  courage. 

Louise  has  expressed  a  wish  to  see  her  godson,  but  I  am  not 
sorr}^  he  should  be  in  Provence;  she  might  want  to  remember 
him  generously,  and  I  should  be  in  a  great  difficulty. 

Good-bye,  my  love. 
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August  l'Mh  (her  hirthday) . 

Yesterday  evening  Loiiise  was  délirions  for  a  short  time; 
but  her  delirium  was  the  prettiest  babbling,  whieh  shows  that 
even  the  madness  of  gifted  people  is  not  that  of  fools  or  no- 
bodies.  In  a  mère  thread  of  a  voiee  she  sang  some  Italian 
airs  from  I  Puritani,  La  Sonnainbula,  Moïse,  while  we  stood 
round  the  bed  in  silence.  Not  one  of  us,  not  even  the  Duc 
de  Rhétoré,  had  dry  eyes,  so  clear  was  it  to  us  ail  that  her  soûl 
was  in  this  fashion  passing  from  us.  She  could  no  longer 
see  us  !  Yet  she  was  there  still  in  the  charm  of  the  f  aint 
melody,  with  its  sweetness  not  of  this  earth. 

During  the  night  the  death  agony  began.  It  is  now  seven 
in  the  morning,  and  I  hâve  just  myself  raised  her  from 
bed.  Some  flicker  of  strength  revived;  she  wished  to  sit  by 
her  window,  and  asked  for  Gaston's  hand.  And  then,  my 
love,  the  sweetest  spirit  whom  we  shall  ever  see  on  this  earth 
departed,  leaving  us  the  empty  shell. 

The  îast  sacrament  had  been  administered  the  evening  be- 
fore,  unknown  to  Gaston,  who  was  taking  a  snatch  of  sleep 
during  this  agonizing  ceremony;  and  after  she  was  moved 
to  the  window,  she  asked  me  to  read  her  the  De  Profundis 
in  French,  while  she  was  thus  face  to  face  with  the  lovely 
scène,  which  was  her  handiwork.  She  repeated  the  words 
after  me  to  herself,  and  pressed  the  hands  of  her  husband, 
who  knelt  on  the  other  side  of  the  chair. 

August  26th. 

My  heart  is  broken.  I  hâve  just  seen  her  in  her  winding- 
sheet  ;  her  face  is  quite  pale  now  with  purple  shadows.  Oh  ! 
I  want  my  children  !  my  children  !     Bring  me  my  children  ! 


THE    END 
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